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In  these  unchivalrous,  matter-of-fact  days,  it  would  seem  to  border 
on  the  audacious  to  offer  any  remarks  suggestive  of  a  more  liberal  use 
of  life,  since  the  spirit  of  the  age  seems  unsatisfied  unless  one  toils, 
droops  and  dies,  with  harness  on  his  back. 

We  cannot  now  divine  what  may  come  from  the  nib  of  our  pen,  but 
as  we  do  not  belong  to  the  regular  army  of  *  litterateurs,'  we  may  be  ex- 
cused if  we  should  load,  aim  and  fire  in  the  most  promiscuous  and  im- 
importsmanlike  manner,  taking  now  and  then  a  feather  from  the  game 
that  may  rise  on  our  path.  We  may,  however,  avow  dius  much  :  we 
shall  not  avoid  applying  the  language  of  censure  to  those  who  find  no 
exhilarating,  soul-improving  influence  in  the  ministrations  of  Nattu-e,  or 
who  are  inclined  to  deride  or  cheapen  the  motives  o£  those  who  advo- 
cate the  necessity  of  manly  exercise. 

When  we  revert  to  the  scenes  that  with  no  slight  rapidity  have  suc- 
ceeded each  other  during  the  season  that  is  now  closing,  we  feel  much 
like  the  boy  who,  on  his  first  visit  to  a  museum,  is  so  dazzled  by  the  va- 
riety and  extent  of  the  objects  he  encounters  that  he  can  calmly  con- 
template none.  He  may  possibly  retain  a  dreary  recollection  of  the 
hippopotamus,  the  big  turtle,  and  Tom  Thumb ;  and  in  like  manner  we 
can  only  recall  such  things  as  are  chiefly  rememberable  firom  their  size 
or  insignificance. 

As  a  su>)>^ti{ine  for  the  forgotten,  we  may  indulge  in  some  general 
remarks,  f  nyi']f^  los.^  of  woman  than  man ;  and  with  the  aid  of  our  fly- 
rod,  bring  an  occasional  fish  into  the  upper  air  for  the  relief  of  the 
reader's  eye. 

He  who  should  take  a  view  of  the  actual  condition  of  his  fellow-man 
might  be  surprised  to  find  how  large  a  portion  of  them  are  shut  out  or 
prevented  from  participating  in  the  beauties  and  uses  of  the  outward 
world ;  the  positive  requirements  of  daily  life  demanding  the  fulfilment 
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of  duties  through  which  existence  can  only  be  sustained.  But  his  sur- 
prise would  be  increased  in  contemplating  another  and  higher  class ; 
such  as  possessing  the  requisite  leisure  and  means  to  interrogate  and 
report  on  the  manifold  objects  of  interest  that  are  so  profusely  scattered 
over  the  Empire  State,  but  with  no  toiU  to  do  it.  Such  as  these  may  be 
justly  termed  infidels  to  £ill  beauty,  culprits  at  the  bar  of  Nature,  and 
exposed  to  the  severest  sentence  of  her  court :  indifferent  and  apathetic ; 
criminally  at  fault ;  exhibiting  few  aspirations  beyond  the  confines  of 
their  own  domicils,  and  fearfiil  that  tne  functions  of  life  would  stop  if 
they  could  not  hear  the  rattle  of  an  omnibus,  or  the  news-boy  cry 
*  Herald,  Tribune  and  Mirror ;'  singing  hosannahs  to  sixpences,  while 
the  sweet  minstrelsy  of  Nature  appeals  to  them  all  in  vain.  Tell  us, 
ye  exclusives  of  city  and  suburb !  if  it  is  not  an  unfortunate  state  of 
mind  that  finds  more  pleasure  and  repose  in  silver  dinner-sets,  splendid 
mirrors,  Sevres  porcelain  and  Turkey  carpets,  than  it  does  in  the  heavens 
and  the  earth  ?  Not  that  there  is  folly  in  manifesting  an  attachment  to 
such  adornings,  but  the  folly  there  is  in  being  mastered  by  them.  Devo- 
tion to  the  true  interests  of  humanity  may  be  preserved  without  idola- 
try ;  neither  is  the  race  of  life  expected  to  be  run  on  a  mile-course  and 
repeat.  We  would  not  be  understood  as  undenaluing  the  necessity  and 
efficacy  of  employment,  which  is  the  Magna  Charta  of  our  well-being, 
but  we  do  maintain  that  the  conflicting  cares  of  life,  its  wear  and  tear, 
would  be  better  met  and  borne,  and  probably  diminished,  if  a  more 
equitable  division  was  established  between  work  and  play.  An  indis- 
criminate attachment  to  what  is  usually  termed  *  the  requisition  of  duty' 
has  contracted  more  souls  than  it  ever  enlarged ;  and,  what  perhaps  is 
worse,  it  is  apt  to  foster  an  uncharitable  spirit,  which  pours  out  its  bitter- 
ness without  stint  on  many  a  devoted  head ;  now  frowning  on  any  thing 
implying  a  genial  impulse  of  the  heart,  and  now  rebuking  any  inspira- 
tion that  the  imagination  may  evoke  in  the  presence  of  inanimate  ob- 
jects ;  in  short,  it  is  humanity  half  lighted  up,  and  worshipping  one  idea. 
One  of  the  shrewdest  observers,  and  the  most  successful  author  of  our 
age,  has  remarked :  *  I  have  never  remarked  any  one,  be  he  soldier, 
divine,  or  lawyer,  that  was  exclusively  attached  to  the  narrow  habits  of 
his  own  profession,  but  what  such  person  became  a  great  twaddler  in 
good  society.*  Who  does  not  know,  or  has  not  felt,  the  cold  withering 
denunciations  of  your  exclusively  worldly  man,  when  he  assumes  the 
censor's  cap,  endeavoring  to  suppress  all  local  affection  for  the  sake  of 
gain;  denying  as  delusive  whatever  cannot  bo  crammed  into  one's 
pocket  or  put  into  a  bank ;  dwelling  with  emphasis  and  severity  on 
whatever  allures  from  traffic ;  and  prophesying  defeat  and  disaster  to 
him  whose  soul  rejects  being  melted  in  his  crucible  and  discounted ! 
Such  a  man,  rather  than  *bind  himself  to  Nature's  chariot-wheels,' 
would  go  to  the  stake  if  he  was  sure  the  fuel  were  bank-notes ;  his  con- 
science owning  no  fellowship  but  with  *  tare  and  tret.'  This  is  no  fic- 
tion ;  a  day's  reality  transcends  a  century  of  fiction.  The  lives  of  some 
people  are  passed  in  the  contemplation  of  prospective  benefits,  keeping 
them  idle  on  one  spot,  and  subjecting  themselves  to  a  jail-like  penance. 
They  have  an  uncle  or  an  aunt  or  grandfather  on  whom  this  day's  sun 
may  set  for  the  last  time,  and  believing  that  their  moneyed  salvation  de- 
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pends  ia  being  in  at  the  death,  if  they  do  not  die  by  overwatching, 
they  at  best  only  survive,  throwing  nothing  but  their  shadow  on  Time, 
and  Time  in  his  turn  consigning  them  to  a  well-earned  oblivion. 

Who  has  not  witnessed  or  heard  of  family  commotions  heaving  with 
oceanic  fury,  and  which  the  smoothing  oil  of  time  is  ofien  insufficient  to 
allay,  and  to  whom  the  harmonizing  idea  of  '  distinct  like  the  billows, 
but  one  like  the  sea,'  was  ajs  much  regarded  as  a  rope  of  sand,  in  con- 
nection with  the  welfere  of  the  paternal  ark  ?  There  are  few  more 
potent  allies  in  training  the  affections,  disciplining  the  temper,  and  pro- 
moting tranquillity,  than  a  familiarity  with  the  subUmer  scenes  of  Nature, 
and  the  habit  at  stated  intervals  of  communing  with  what  the  Almighty 
Father  has  reared  in  his  magnificent  solitudes  as  fitting  shrines  for  the 
worship  and  solace  of  his  creature,  man. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  says  somewhere  in  his  Journal :  *  I  was  command- 
ed to  Windsor.'  Not  long  since  a  similar  court-like  message  came  to 
us  from  a  noble  friend,  not  to  repair  to  a  palace,  but  to  a  spot  ever  re- 
memberable  fi^r  its  picturesque  beauty  and  its  lovely  and  remarkable 
combination  of  land  and  water.  *  Come,'  said  he,  *  prepared  for  shoot- 
ing, fishing  and  slaying ;  but  mind  you  come !'  Our  accomplished  Nim- 
rod  knew  well  enough  the  distinction  between  a  command  and  an  invi- 
tation, and  rightly  anticipated  the  effect  of  its  reception.  The  distance 
of  the  proposed  place  where  we  were  to  unjoint  our  rods,  free  our 
reels,  throw  the  fly,  wing  the  fowl  and  kill  the  deer,  vanished  into  thin 
air  when  on  examining  our  equipment  we  found  it  all  right,  and  seem- 
ingly anxious  for  distinction.  So  here  we  are,  careering  through  the 
Mohawk  Valley,  teeming  with  all  the  beauty  and  luxuriance  of  vegeta- 
ble life,  which  belong  to  the  first  days  of  Autumn ;  now  passing  with  a 
provoking  speed  some  graceful  bend  of  the  river ;  now  stretching  our 
neck  after  a  too-fleeting  landscape ;  and  now  listening  to  the  rapturous 
exclamation  of  a  young  tourist :  *  I  could  travel  for  sixteen  years  if  it 
was  all  like  this !' 

New  measures  of  delight  spring  up  as  we  advance,  never  wearying 
with  the  yet  im wrinkled  face  of  Nature,  and  the  soul  that  beats  in  uni- 
son with  our  own.  We  pass  Rome,  but  see  no  capitol ;  Canastota,  but 
no  Indian  chief;  Syracuse,  but  no  Dromios ;  but  at  the  latter  place  we 
did  see  the  very  beau-ideal  of  a  host,  in  the  person  of  one  Rust,  who  is 
worthy  of  a  more  shining  name.  We  hope  that  the  saline  properties 
for  which  this  region  is  so  celebrated  may  exert  on  him  a  conservative, 
life-lengthening  influence. 

We  must  pass  rapidly  by  Salina,  Liverpool  and  Geddesburgh,  if  we 
would  escape  evaporation,  for  their  people  are  exceedingly  well  in- 
instructed  and  exercised  in  that  process.  As  we  approach  one  of  our 
inland  seas,  of  one  hundred  and  eighty  miles  in  length,  and  bid  good- 
by  to  that  thriving,  mill-speeding  town,  Oswego,  with  its  button- wood 
tree,  thirty-five  and  a  half  feet  in  circimiference ;  the  *  Worden'  Garden, 
with  its  fine  fruit ;  its  ill-kept  hotels  and  dilapidated  forts,  our  fency  be- 
comes quickened  and  excited  by  both  the  present  and  the  remote ;  for  we 
are  now  pressing  the  soft  carpets  in  the  saloon  of  the  Steamer  *  Cataract,' 
and  passmg  and  repassing  joyful  faces  and  mirthful  hearts.  Forty  miles 
are  accomplished,  and  Hounslow  Bay,  with  Sackett's  Harbor  for  its 
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diadem,  is  revealed  to  the  eye,  as  well  as  sundry  stone  barracks,  and  a 

*  first  rate  man  of  war,'  who  has  kept  his  hat  on  for  more  than  twenty 
years !  Striking  across  now  in  the  lake  and  now  among  islands,  the 
Martello  towers  of  Kingston  engage  attention ;  and  now  tibe  city,  with 
its  forsaken  government  palace,  its  church-spires,  its  superb  stone  mar- 
ket house  and  adjacent  forts,  present  a  picture  of  no  inconsiderable 
beauty.  At  the  wharf  we  remark  the  red  coaty  but  unaccompanied  with 
the  bristling  implements  of  defence ;  no  gilded  barges  or  bannered  ships. 
On  shore  no  martial  air  salutes  the  ear,  or  military  review  dazzles  uie 
eye,  but  every  where  a  sad  serenity  prevailed,"  significant  of  the  over- 
shadowing effect  of  an  unpopular  government  Subsequently  we  visit- 
ed it,  wearing  a  more  agreeable  aspect ;  emblems  of  the  thrice  re- 
nowned victories  of  peace  then  met  us  at  every  turn.  Within  a  ten-acre 
enclosure,  of  octagon  form,  tastefully  embellished  wdth  balsams,  were 
collected  the  most  curious  machines,  agricultural  implements  of  all 
kinds,  and  flowers  of  all  hues ;  and  while  Her  Majesty's  band  was 
playing  some  appropriate  air,  we  made  our  exit,  not  forgetting  that  the 

*  annual  fair'  was  now  *  a  matter  of  history'  to  us,  as  well  as  to  the  multi- 
tude who  were  hurrying  on  foot  and  in  vehicle  to  the  seven  steamboats, 
whose  bells  were  ringing  the  final  home-march. 

We  are  again  on  board  the  Cataract,  heading  for  *  French  Creek,'  our 
impatience  increasing  as  the  distance  diminishes.  Our  impatience  was 
soon  relieved,  when  turning  to  the  west,  we  saw  the  heralding  of  a  bril- 
liant sunset,  one  of  those  occasions  *  when  nature  takes  a  coloring  fit  and 
does  something  extraordinary ;  things  which  can  only  be  conceived, 
while  they  are  visible.'  We  watched  and  watched,  and  wondered  at  the 
intensity  and  variety  of  hues  presented  as  the  great  luminary  was  about 
to  sink,  and  were  never  more  forcibly  impressed  with  Xhefacty  that  Na- 
ture can  master  Art,  and  hold  her  at  defiance  whenever  she  chooses ; 
whatever  the  North  American  Review  may  say  to  the  contrary  notwith- 
standing. 

Our  sensations  of  promised  enjoyment  are  now  rapidly  multiplying, 
as  island  after  island  is  passed,  and  the  Mecca  of  our  hope  is  only  screened 
from  view  by  some  forest  sentinels  which  seem  to  bow  their  high  heads 
in  welcome,  as  we  move  on  to  our  inheritance. 

We  are  there.  The  hanging  shore  proclaims  it ;  the  liberty-pole 
attests  it ;  and  if  required,  the  *  commodore'  and  the  *  'squire'  will  swear 
to  it. 

The  Commodore  bears  himself  like  one  of  your  large  land  ovsmers, 
with  water  privileges  to  match  ;  his  deer  range  over  a  hundred  islands, 
and  his  vision,  when  put  to  it,  can  nearly  embrace  the  whole.  He  is 
greatly  annoyed  at  times  by  the  pilferings  of  the  wild  fowl  among  his 

*  Avild  rice'  plantations,  and  he  has  frequently  been  kno\vn  to  make  his 
bed  in  their  immediate  vicinity,  (and  his  board  too,)  \vith  the  'Squire  as 
co-watcher,  determined  to  maintain  and  protect  his  rights,  even  at  the 
mouth  of  his  two-barrelled  gun. 

A  sort  of  gentle  disagreement  sometimes  occurs  between  these  deni- 
zens, touching  their  individual  experiences  and  prowess,  and  then  it  is 
that  the  argumentative  adroitness  of  the  'Squire  is  seen  to  advantage. 
He  is  first  rate  authority  on  any  contested  point  connected  with  *  Goose 
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Bay,'  *  Eel  Bay,'  or  that  once  bloody  stream  *  Crooked  Creek,*  where 
the  Yankees  once  hemmed  in  an  enemy,  even  unto  death,  by  felling 
trees ;  he  is  positive  of  one  thing,  and  will  affirm  it  to  his  last  day,  *  that 
Daniel  Lambert's  over-coat  was  never  large  enough  to  make  a  jacket  for 
the  Commodore.' 

Many  a  jest  encases  a  truth,  and  the  'Squire  is  known  to  be  as  just 
as  he  ingenious.  When  he  brings  all  his  skill  and  perseverance  into 
action  in  angling,  he  rather  excites  the  envy  of  his  generally  victorious 
associate,  for  then  his  supremacy  stands  confessed ;  for  instance,  one 
hundred  and  fifty-three  pounds  against  one  hundred  and  six  in  one  day's 
trailing !  Our  intimacy  with  these  brave-hearted  men  was  such  that  we 
did  not  permit  ourselves  to  travel  either  land  or  water  without  them ! 
,  Rarely  did  we  pass  an  island  without  having  our  memory  charged 
with  some  real  or  legendary  fact ;  some  sanguinary  panther  conflict, 
voluntarily  engaged  in  without  fire-arms,  by  a  person  who  now  bears  the 
scars  received  in  the  encounter,  and  thrillingly  relates  the  incidents  of 
his  victory ;  of  some  steamer  that  struck  upon  a  ledge  at  tea-time,  and 
overset  no  cups  or  saucers,  and  simdry  other  more  amusing  and  more 
impossible  things. 

Long  life  to  these  keen-eyed,  broad-chested,  big-hearted  denizens,  and 
may  they  always  keep  their  boats  in  good  order,  and  provide  them  with 
better  seats,  especially  for  the  convenience  and  comfort  of  their  twelve 
day  visitors,  whose  one  thousand  three  hundred  and  forty-three  pounds 
of  fish  so  favorably  afiected  the  salt  market  at  the  Bay ! 

Now  we  are  among  a  rare  family  of  islands,  the  least  of  them  pos- 
sessing some  distinct  character  of  form  or  beauty,  and  some  fow  capable 
of  supporting  some  forty  or  fifty  families.  We  have  frequently  visited 
a  dairy  there  which  turns  out  two  tons  of  good  cheeses  every  year.  The 
great  majority  of  them  are  neither  cultivated  nor  inhabited. 

Our  skiff  is  constantly  threading  its  way  among  these  land  aquatic, 
affording  the  most  agreeable  employment  for  the  hands,  engagement  for 
the  mind,  and  variety  for  the  eye.  Now  we  are  stemming  the  rapid 
current  of  some  narrow  *  gut'  with  a  black  bass  on  every  fly,  and  now 
quietly  gliding  back  into  a  deep  and  tranquil  basin  to  relieve  our  rod  of 
the  life  diat  bends  it  almost  to  breaking ;  now  we  push  into  a  wider  ex- 
panse of  water,  where  the  tempting  *  shoals'  successively  appear  swarm- 
mg  with  myriads  of  the  finny  tribe,  and  inviting  employment  for  all  our 
equipment  and  skill,  fortunate  if  both  fail  not  in  reciprocating  as  they 
ought  the  multiplying  and  affectionate  attentions  of  this  gamesome 
fish.  (This  is  more  especially  the  case  during  the  summer  months,  as 
the  bass  generally  quit  the  shoals  by  September  for  deeper  water  and 
other  feed.) 

Now  we  relinquish  for  a  time  this  sparkling,  exciting  sport,  and  seek 
the  borders  of  the  main  channel,  or  push  into  some  capacious  bay  where 
the  quick-eyed,  darting  pickerel  is  wooed  from  his  grassy  bed,  by  our 
brilliant  spinning  bait,  and  where  the  bump  of  Hope  attains  its  maxi- 
mum in  calculating  the  chances  of  securing  a  '  Muscalonge.' 

Now  our  gallantry  is  most  agreeably  exercised  as  we  approach  the 
*  Three  Sisters,'  who  are  here  anchored  for  a  long  life,  ana  each  pos- 
sessed of  a  distinct  separate  estate ;  their  domiciles  are  models  admirably 
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adapted  to  withstand  the  fury  of  the  elements  and  requiring  no  repairs 
from  mortal  man ;  fortunate,  as  Forsyth  might  have  SEiid,  both  in  their 
society  and  solitude.  At  their  side,  ever  ready  *  to  avenge  a  look  that 
threatens  insult'  is  the  trusty  *  grenadier'  whose  majestic  and  imposing 
aspect  is  only  equalled  by  his  endurance  and  constancy. 

Many  are  the  salutations  they  receive  from  the  passmg  traveller,  and 
many  a  maiden  of  the  continent  has  probably  envied,  and  would  be  glad 
to  ii^erit  their  perennial  loveliness,  even  at  the  expense  of  single  bless- 
edness! 

That  most  agreeable  dilemma,  *  Where  shall  we  dine  V  now  presses  us 
like  a  friend.  Whether,  where  Victoiua  holds  rule ;  on  the  line,  where 
*  Bill  Johnson'  ceases  from  torment,  or  on  some  of*  Uncle  Sam's*  isolated 
possessions.  Our  feelings  being  somewhat  royal,  incline  us  toward  ^ 
the  Queen.  We  soon  reach  the  main  shore,  and  under  some  thickly- 
leaved  oak  or  maple,  the  stone  table  is  spread,  and  near  by  the  flame 
ascends  with  a  truly  sacrificial  pomp ;  the  senses  are  summoned  to  their 
work,  and  their  engagedness  continues,  until  that  dietetic  monitor,  the 
palate,  annoimces  the  hunger-appeasing  jubilee  terminated. 

To  be  able  to  interpret  nature,  where  there  is  every  thing  to  elevate, 
and  *  none  to  molest  or  make  afraid,'  is  surely  an  enviable  privilege,  es- 
pecially when  we  can  successfully  practise  our  deceptions  on  the  finny 
tribe,  now  offering  an  artificial  bug,  now  a  gray  fly,  and  now  one  so  gay 
and  gaudy  that  we  almost  envy  the  victim  diat  takes  it.  Now  that  the 
repast  is  over,  we  push  forth  again ;  and  as  we  turn  a  point,  the  prac- 
tised eye  of  the  oarsman  discovers,  noiselessly  engaged  in  plucking  its 
food,  that  provokingly  shy  bird,  the  *  black  duck,'  and  the  instant  whiz- 
zing that  salutes  the  ear  too  certainly  proclaims  his  escape ;  the  beauti- 
ful wood-duck  is  quite  at  home  here,  but  they  are  quite  apt  to  be  out,  to 
mere  callers !  Enough  of  both,  however,  may  be  secured  in  September 
to  satisfy  the  occasional  sportsman  or  the  palate  of  the  epicure.  The 
gray  duck,  shell  drake  ana  teal,  also  inhabit  these  waters,  and  are  obliged 
to  tolerate  in  their  society  that  almost  unconscious,  stupid,  tough,  shot- 
resisting  thing,  which  is  called  *  nigger  duck.' 

The  broad  winged  *  blue  heron'  is  an  unmistakeable  object,  whether 
standing  or  flying,  and  his  commanding  stature  and  solemn  bearing 
would  recommend  him  as  an  overseer  of  the  entire  feathered  family  of 
this  region. 

As  an  agreeable  contrast  to  this  commerce  with  the  birds,  the  field  of 
action  may  be  transferred  to  where  the  porcupine,  the  gray  and  black 
squirrel,  and  an  occasional  mink,  abound ;  not  to  mention  the  muskrat, 
whose  houses  loom  up  at  intervals  like  very  little  log-cabins !  We  will 
not  dwell  on  the  doe,  which  met  the  usual  fate  of  almost  all  deer  that 
take  to  the  water  when  pursued  :  no  incident  is  so  instantly  inspiriting 
to  an  oarsman  as  a  discovery  of  this  nature ;  he  turns  his  boat  round 
with  an  inconceivable  quickness,  and  disreffarding  rods,  lines  and  flies, 
makes  for  the  spot  in  hot  haste  and  engages  m  the  capture.  If  the  word 
enthusiasm  required  a  more  active  and  positive  definition,  the  lexicog- 
rapher might  find  one  connected  with  such  an  event. 

Having  threaded  our  way  among  this  marvellous  congregation  of 
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islands  for  a  day,  and  which  we  have  attempted  without  exaggeration  to 
describe,  disposes  the  angler  to  seek,  with  a  deep  consciousness  of  an 
overruling  Benignant  Power,  his  rural  retreat  for  the  night ;  and  hav- 
ing exhibited  to  his  comrade  the  result  of  his  skill,  he  selects  a  few  of  the 
latest  bass  for  his  stomach's  sake.  Having  repaired  the  wants  of  the 
inner  man,  he  slumbers  on  a  bed  of  feathers  or  hemlock  leaves,  at  his 
discretion,  and  sleeps  a  lord,  until  the  morning  sim  siunmons  him  to 
another  day's  renewal  of  deUght : 

*  I  AM  too  little  to  icontahl  my  Jot 
It  flows  above  the  narrow  bank^  Gcoaoc  B. 
« What  shall  I  say  ¥    Let  me  baflie  here  eternally 
And  study  new  arithmetic  to  covmt 
New  wonders.* 

This  is  the  region  that  the  angler  of  the  present  day  contemplates 
with  unmixt  satisfaction ;  and  if  the  imaginative  principle  is  active  within 
him  he  may  dwell  even  with  rapture  on  the  perspective  which  the  future 
may  throw  around  it,  when  upon  several  oi  these  numberless  isles  will 
doubtless  arise  villas  of  simple  beauty  dedicated  to  a  pastime  which 
time  will  have  more  fully  developed  and  ennobled,  and  where  the  profes- 
sional man,  the  man  of  the  world,  the  poet,  the  philosopher  and  the 
statesman  may  find  not  only  a  charming  release  from  the  entanglements 
and  trammels  of  life,  but  a  deepening  interest  in  the  tie  that  binds  them 
to  Nature.  And  who  knows  but  at  this  congress  of  sages  and  wits,  plans 
may  be  devised,  principles  evolved,  and  action  resolved  upon,  that  may 
startle  the  (then)  entire  continent  ? 

The  angler  who  may  then  desire  to  dine  on  a  foreign  soD,  must  cross 
the  ocean  to  do  it.  Victoria  will  then  be  in  her  grave,  and  perhaps  her 
country. 

How  spontaneous  is  our  liking  for  the  man  who  regularly  makes  a 
pilgrimage  to  these  pastoral  shrines !  Should  the  cares  of  home  or 
business  press  heavily,  he  does  not,  like  your  untravelled,  unmountainl^ 
worldling,  become  surly,  snubby  and  churlish,  for  he  has  been  accus- 
tomed to  forsake  his  bill-book  and  ledger  for  a  time,  and  say  to  his 
family :  *  Now  I  am  going  to  another  sphere,  where  I  may  see  moving 
objects  without  tongues,  and  eloquence  without  passion ;  I  go  to  interro- 
gate our  dear  mother  and  ally.  Nature.'  His  pulse  soon  begins  to  beat 
quicker  aiid  stronger ;  his  cheek  assumes  a  more  ruddy  hue,  his  muscles 
expand,  and  his  vision  enlarges  to  the  full  orbit  of  humanity.  He 
reaches  an  elevation  where  nothing  speaks  to  him  of  animated  life,  ex- 
cept perchance  some  butterfly  borne  unduly  by  the  breeze  fi'om  its 
parent  bed  of  flowers.  And  here  he  has  audience  with  himself;  and 
m  this  temple  where  the  tormenting  ps^sions  are  dumb  he  marvels  and 
wonders  why  his  fellow  men  are  so  indifferent  and  dead  to  Nature's 
appeals ;  why  it  is  that  communing  with  her  is  considered  no  boon ; 
why  that  her  rugged  riches  have  no  temptations,  her  sleeping  beauties 
no  suitors,  her  torrents  so  few  delineators,  her  massive  everlasting  pyra- 
mids no  votaries,  and  no  sculptor  to  chisel  his  way  to  fame  among  her 
interminable  quarries  ? 

Such  questions,  however  pertinent,  as  they  enter  one  ear  of  the  world 
go  out  at  the  other,  and  no  response  goes  up  to  the  mountain  and  the 
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lake  better  than  this :  *  No  time,  Sir,  for  such  things ;  I  am  a  married 
man ;  have  duties  to  perform  thicker  than  blackberries  and  longer  than 
rope-walks ;  have  a  neighbor  who  is  a  little  better  oflf  than  I,  and  am 
sore  afraid  he  will  be  more  so  if  I  relax  my  eflforts.' 

This  we  imagine,  though  put  in  homely  phrase,  embodies  the  truth, 
and  nothing  but  the  truth  ;  and  so  long  as  this  continues  to  be  the  taught 

f>spel  of  our  day,  so  long  will  it  be  necessary  to  preach  another, 
hese  are  the  sentiments  Siat  make  the  study  of  the  professional  man 
a  damp  rayless  cloister,  the  counting-room  a  fashionable  hospital,  and 
the  shop  an  embroidered  hearse ;  active  agents  all  in  repelling  what- 
ever favors  a  manly  exercise. 

That  old,  very  respectable,  but  man-killing  maxim,  *  Time  is  money,* 
is  too  narrowly  interpreted.  Time  is  every  thing  ;  employment,  sensa- 
tion, pastime,  prose,  poetry ;  and  he  best  redeems  it  who  crowds  most 
into  it. 

The  pulpit  sends  forth  without  stint  its  denunciatory  voice  against 
undue  worldliness,  wealth,  extravagance  and  ambition,  but  the  number 
of  their  votaries  diminishes  not  It  seems  necessary  to  hold  up  to 
men's  minds,  apart  from  Holy  Writ,  something  that  may  outsparkle  the 
gilded  lucre  that  so  exclusively  controls  the  energies  of  our  times. 

When  the  Evil  One  wished  to  tempt  the  Saviour,  he  led  him  up  into 
the  vrildemess.  Cannot  the  preacher  dwell  with  effect  at  frequent  in- 
tervals on  the  refreshing,  exalting  influences  locked  up  in  nature's  love  % 
Can  he  not  gently  remove  the  bars  that  press  so  heavily  on  many  an  im- 
prisoned heart,  and  invite  it  out  to  exercise  in  the  propitious  redeeming 
sunlight  of  bountiful  nature  ?  Some  of  our  divines,  as  well  as  their 
hearers,  are  so  transcendental  that  they  would  take  us  clean  off  the 
earth  ;  and  if  they  do  not  consign  us  to  a  vacuum,  they  keep  us  so  long 
uncomfortably  suspended,  that  our  sensations  bear  a  near  resemblance 
to  jhose  of  the  unsuspecting  boy  who  is  promised  a  sight  of  London  if 
he  vrill  consent  to  be  lifted  up  by  the  ears. 

There  is,  we  imagine,  no  fear  of  making  the  world  too  spiritual ;  but 
those  who  are  so  singularly  fortimate  as  to  believe  that  they  have  re- 
ceived without  measure  of  this  heavenly  afflatus,  are  very  apt  to  use 
language  that  freezes  hope  and  darkens  knowledge ;  and  so  far  as  we 
have  observed,  they  neither  live  nor  act  better  than  other  folks.  We 
may  be  perhaps  too  fastidious  in  these  matters,  or  too  utilitarian ;  but 
we  are  inclined  to  think  that  we  ri'pen  as  fast  in  sunlight  as  in  moonlight. 

The  material  part  of  our  nature  is  not  sufficiently  addressed ;  it  is 
under-fed.  The  spiritual  is  over-fed.  Instead  of  fusing  the  material 
and  spiritual  togeuier,  thereby  promoting  a  good  average  for  the  con- 
duct of  life,  the  clergy  for  the  most  part  seem  mainly  anxious  to  draw 
off  all  the  material  into  the  spiritual ;  an  attempt  quite  as  likely  to  be 
successful  as  emptying  one  ocean  into  another.  The  antagonistic  atti- 
tudes thus  impelled  and  established  between  the  two  keeps  up  a  sort 
of  *  border  warfere,'  neither  allaying  asperities  nor  bettering  the  heart, 
and  in  which  both  soul  and  body  are  often  sacrificed.  Every  depart- 
ment of  nature  should  furnish  texts,  and  be  pioneers  or  messengers  of 
life-giving  truth,  carrying  the  preacher's  doctrine  home  to  the  heart, 
and  tendmg  to  promote  as  &r  as  possible  a  imion  of  the  visible  and 
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invisible*  in  indissoluble  matrimony.  This  magnificent  dowry,  the  out- 
ward world,  was  bestowed  for  all  time  and  all  people,  and  it  becomes 
the  noble  heart,  the  gifted  pencil  and  the  eloquent  tongue  to  recom- 
mend and  illustrate  its  manifold  and  benignant  uses. 

We  are  aware  that  we  have  stepped  upon  ground  that  does  not 
legitimately  belong  to  us ;  but  anglers  are  accustomed  to  exercise  the 
largest  liberty  and  to  throw  their  fly  with  peculiar  zest  into  waters  th^ 
most  unfrequented.  We  have  frequently  advocated  the  propriety  of 
appropriating  certain  portions  of  the  year  to  healthful  pastimes  and 
manly  sports,  deeming  their  indulgence  highly  conducive  to  our  tempo^ 
ral  well-being.  Neither  pennies  nor  dollars  may  be  saved  thereby,  but 
there  will  be  great  gain*  realized  in  a  series  of  years,  visible  in  an  im- 
proved animal  frame,  a  mind  freer  and  more  forcible,  an  imagination 
readier  to  receive  and  transmit,  a  fancy  more  vivid  and  truthful,  and  a 
heart  enlarged  to  the  full  circle  of  human  cares  and  caresses. 

To  one  not  regardless  of  the  physical  aspect  of  the  rising  generation 
it  is  evident  that  there  is  much  defective  training,  or  a  culpable  omission 
of  any.  If  the  Human  were  as  well  nurtured  and  watched  as  the 
State  Constitution,  we  should  have  more  sound  minds  in  sound  bodies. 
There  are  few  more  sorry  sights,  and  they  occur  at  every  turn,  than 
the  attenuated  form  and  dropping-away  aspect  of  the  ambitious  scho- 
lar, who,  abjuring  all  manly  exercises,  hovers  like  a  miller  over  the 
midnight  lamp,  and,  like  that  insect,  heedlessly  and  prematurely  pe- 
rishes in  its  blaze.  As  he  would  wear  no  armor.  Fate  was  sure  to  hit 
him. 

The  Olymjnc  games  were  instituted  to  help  both  soul  and  body ;  the 
American^  to  distract  the  one  and  weaken  the  other.  Those  who  can 
do  a  world  of  good,  thinking  and  writing  on  a  small  physical  capital, 
are  few  and  far  between.  Children  of  our  day  are  either  pampered 
or  pinched ;  the  larger  part  we  believe  are  permitted  to  select  their 
own  schools  and  teachers,  and  incHned  to  frown  on  any  thing  that  looks 
like  subjection ;  the  idea  of  being  consigned  to  any  specific  system  of 
training,  either  physical  or  mental,  is  as  imwelcome  as  the  sting  of  a 
wasp.  The  gentler  sex,  especially  of  the  rich,  too  often  bear  about 
them  the  marks  of  premature  decay.  Survey  the  clustering  groups 
at  any  of  our  summer  resorts,  and  those  of  a  sound  body  and  healthnil 
air  peer  up  and  are  as  unmistakeably  prominent  as  a  fresh-descended 
Juno  would  be. 

This  disregard  to  physical  training  is  almost  exclusively  a  parental 
affair.  The  delinquencies  of  parents  in  this  respect  stand  out  in  mon- 
strously bold  and  kilHng  relief;  daughters  especially  find  out  before 
long  that  their  constitutions  are  broken  and  their  life-inheritance  jeopard- 
ized ;  and  most  of  them  inclined  to  do  little  else  than  consult  doctors, 
noiirish  a  passion  for  fine  furniture,  rich  personal  adomings  and  eye- 
catching jewels,  repose  nowhere  to  their  mind  but  on  satin  embossed 
chairs,  or  sleep-inspiring  couches,  tolerate  no  books  less  exciting  than 
French  novels,  and  even  find  fault  with  the  breath  of  heaven  if  it  is  not 
charged  with  cologne.  If  such  are  to  be  the  fiiture  mothers  of  our 
race,  the  race  may  ere  long  call  in  vain  for  fathers. 

There  are  few  more  sublime  spectacles  on  this  earth  than  the  matron 
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who,  amidst  the  dudt  and  din,  the  asperities  and  impertinences,  the  cares 
and  caresses  that  more  or  less  centre  in  every  home,  exhibits  an  activity 
neither  forced  nor  unnatural,  a  composure  neither  assumed  nor  insult- 
ing, and  a  dignity  so  easy  and  imconstrained  that  she  seems  like  a  liv- 
ing gospel  of  charity  and  peace ;  but  we  fear  that  the  customs  and 
habits  of  our  times  are  peculiarly  unfriendly  to  their  increase. 
•  Society,  as  now  constructed,  with  its  captivating,  consuming  refine- 
ments, hardly  permits  a  young  lady  to  survive  the  period  of  blossoming : 

<  A  VIOLET  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward^  not  permanent ;  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute.* 

« 

If  the  probationary  period  allotted  to  man  is  three  score  years  and  ten, 
why  is  it  that  the  monuments  of  the  *  early  dead'  in  our  cemeteries  form 
so  large  a  majority  ?  This  fact  is  invested  with  a  double  significance 
by  commemorating  what  death  has  done,  and  what  parental  ignorance 
or  neglect  has  unconsciously  aided  in  doing.  The  times  require  a  great 
physical  reformer ;  one  combining  in  his  person  the  captivating  quali- 
ties of  an  Apollo,  and  in  his  heart  the  ardor  and  eloquence  of  a  Paul. 

Muscle  must  be  more  considered  and  developed  in  connexion  with 
mind,  else  the  latter,  which  is  a  sharp,  sensitive  blade,  may  eat  through 
its  scabbard,  and  be  turned  on  itself. 

Our  sensibilities  and  our  censures  are  sadly  taxed  in  daily  viewing  the 
conflicts  and  struggles  of  the  aspiring  mind  with  the  young  but  en- 
feebled body : 

<Cc7T  is  the  branch  that  might  have  grown  fUU  straight, 
And  bunved  is  Apollg^s  laurel  bough.* 

It  is  somewhat  surprising  how  few  are  the  professional  gentlemen 
that  have  crossed  our  piscatorial  path.  Among  the  clergy  only  two 
stand  out  on  memory's  record  possessing  the  needful  courage  to  make 
the  wilderness  a  place  of  mirthnil  joy,  and  at  the  same  time  exhibiting 
a  Peter-like  zeal  m  the  cause  of  conversion,  and  a  martyr's  devotion  to 
the  line  of  duty,  run  where  it  may.  We  have  occasionally  met  lawyers 
who  had  temporarily  relinquished  the  brief  for  Walton's  breviary,  be- 
stowing gracefully  their  patronage  on  cold-water  sports ;  but  for  the 
most  part  they  instinctively  incline  to  intimacies  with  those  who  live 
near  and  in  hot  water.  They  are  a  decidedly  domestic  biped,  and 
ipainly  anxious  for  good  fees  and  fat  feed.  Among  the  doctors  we  can 
recall  but  two  who  appeared  *  to  have  taken  the  pledge,'  and  both  pos- 
sessing a  just  appreciation  of  the  claims  of  Nature  and  of  man.  It  is, 
after  all,  the  merchant  who  pulls  a  plum  out  of  every  thing,  and  re- 
deems the  time,  being  literally  minister,  lawyer  and  doctor,  and  who 
does  more  by  his  unpatronizing,  incidental  communings  with  the  hard- 
working, uncomplaining  or  complaining  inmates  of  the  log-house,  in 
communicating  mtelUgence  and  inculcating  contentment,  than  a  regi- 
ment of  missionaries,  specially  armed  and  equipped  to  teach  and 
reprove ! 

Statesmen  sometimes  bend  to  the  rod,  but  more  frequently  under  it. 
We  apprehend  that  they  are  more  inclined  to  court  the  ocean  shore 
than  the  inland  lake ;  a  fitter  emblem  perhaps  of  the  surge-like  life  to 
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which  they  are  ordained.  We  confess  no  peculiar  partiality  for  salt- 
water sports,  for  our  suspicions  never  slumber  or  cease  to  torment  with 

*  fear  of  coming  change  ;*  but  he  who  is  fond  of  a  long  pull,  and  a  strong 
pull^  and  immindful  of  skinless  fingers,  may  find  excitement  enough  and 
to  spare  in  taking  the  yanking,  hauling,  jumping  *  blue  fish.* 

Even  that  illustrious  man,  the  *  Great  Expounder,*  marvelled  when 
he  saw  how  those  sea  Satans  were  wooed  and  won  by  our  tempting 

*  spoon  victuals.' 

Fancy  for  a  moment  the  gladdening  effect  of  the  angler's  return  to 
his  home.  Joyful  notes  herald  his  approach,  and  ready  arms  cradle  and 
embrace  him  at  the  threshold ;  young  eyes  look  up  to  him  as  a  nut  to 
be  cracked ;  faces  radiant  as  the  sim  thicken  about  him,  wishing  that 
time  would  move  with  redoubled  speed  evening-ward,  when  the  gates 
of  his  memory  are  to  be  unlocked,  and  the  narrative  to  gush  forth,  fer- 
tilizing the  fancies  of  the  young  and  regaling  the  declining  senses  of 
the  old !  And  while  the  dear  delighted  ones  are  hanging  with  enrap- 
tured ear  on  what  comes  fresh  and  spontaneous  from  the  heart,  he  es- 
capes for  a  while  from  the  otherwise  broad  but  now  too-confining  patii 
of  prose,  and  with  a  sweet  compelling  eloquence  challenges  afi*esh  meir 
admiration  by  rehearsing  from  some  favorite  poet  *  thoughts  that  breathe 
and  words  that  bum  :* 

*  Calm-bound  is  the  form  of  the  water-bird  there. 
And  the  spear  of  the  rush  stands  erect  in  the  air. 
And  the  dragon-fly  roams  in  the  lily  bud  Kay, 
Where  walk  the  bold  pike  in  the  sun-fimitten  bay. 

<  O  waken,  winds !  waken  wherever  asleep, 
In  the  doud,  in  the  mountain,  or  down  m  the  deep ; 
For  the  angler  is  watching  beside  the  green  springs 
For  the  low  welcome  somid  of  your  wandering  wings.* 

*  O  waken,  winds,  waken  I  the  waters  are  still, 
And  in  silence  the  sun-light  reclines  on  the  hill. 
While  the  angler  is  watching  beside  the  green  springs 
For  the  low  welcome  sound  of  your  wandering  wings. 

*•  His  rod  lies  beside  him,  his  tackle  nnfreed, 
And  his  withe-covered  pannier  is  flung  on  the  mead, 
As  he  looks  on  the  lake  through  the  (hne  of  green  teecs, 
And  sighs  for  the  curt  of  the  soft  southern  breeze.* 

Those  who  are  sick  of  doing,  acting,  or  even  hoping,  and  those  too 
of  bruised  hopes  and  stained  lives,  may  discover,  if  they  choose,  tiiat 
Nature  distils  the  most  precious  remedies ;  and  those  who  partake  most 
largely  of  them  will  be  soonest  cured  or  relieved. 

To  all  who  are  competing  for  the  world's  honors,  and  overlaid  with 
accomplishments,  and  conceits  to  match,  we  would  urge  them  to  climb 
the  everlasting  mountains  and  witness  the  dawn  of  a  single  day,  on 
which  so  many  eyes  will  open  and  close  for  the  first  and  last  time ;  reascend 
them  at  set  of  sun,  and  suppress,  if  ye  can,  the  mingled  emotions  which 
the  scene  inspires !  Here  you  seem  to  stand  above  and  beyond  the  life 
you  have  lived,  and  ^vith  perceptions  clarified  and  enlarged,  the  map  of 
your  past  existence  becomes  vivid  and  luminous,  errors  stand  revealed 
in  forms  not  to  be  mistaken,  and  good  works  loom  up  as  light-houses 
against  the  sky. 

If  from  such  a  spot,  where  the  feeling  of  your  own  insignificance  im- 
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parts  power,  you  are  not  inclined  now  and  forever  to  repudiate  and 
abandon  whatever  is  unjust,  unkind,  morose  or  of  ill  report,  then  you 
have  sought  this  Pisgah  in  vain,  and  your  salvation  must  be  wrought 
out  where  your  thraldom  commenced. 

Land  of  the  mountain,  and  the  lake  that  only  mirrors  the  sun  in  his 
meridian !  language  was  not  made  where  ye  dwell,  and  words  must 
give  place  to  feelmg ;  but  we  cannot  forbear  to  repeat  our  conviction 
that  both  our  moral  and  physical  natures  were  intended  to  be  quicken- 
ed, improved  and  embellished  by  a  familiarity  with  thy  eloquent  and 
immutable  presence ! 

Our  remarks  have  reached  an  undue  length,  and,  as  we  premised  at 
starting,  are  equally  conspicuous  for  their  want  of  order,  arrangement 
and  grace.  But  if  they  should  assist  to  charm  any  of  that  innumerable 
company  of  over- workers  from  their  sphere  of  voluntary  bondage,  and 
incline  them  to  seek  our  land  of  promise,  where  the  bodily  and  spiritual 
functions  do  equally  glory  in  each  other,  then  we  may  not  have  written 
in  vain. 

Should  any  deem  our  logic  too  bold,  or  our  style  too  declamatory,  we 
can  only  recommend  to  such  a  freer  acquaintance  with  the  rod  and 
reel ;  and  should  the  advocates  of  unceasing  and  unremitting  toil,  or 
the  penny-splitting  denizen,  assail  us  or  our  motives,  we  shall  repair  to 
the  Walton  OaJcf  whose  two  centuries  of  growth  now  describes  an  area 
equally  fitting  and  secure  to  shelter  his  sincere  disciples  as  that  over 
which  the  Angelo  dome  was  reared  for  the  convenience  of  her  Catholic 
votaries.  d.  e.  n. 

October^  1849. 
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Ik  the  midnight,  when  each  sweet  bnd  eealeth 
Its  lids  in  ueep,  and  folds  its  purple  wings 

Across  its  breast,  upon  the  still  air  stealeth 
The  mystic  plant,  and  into  beauty  springs. 

Through  slow  ages  it  hath  lived,  undying 
Amid  the  swift  vear^s  greenness  and  decay : 

Harvests  grew  ana  fell,  with  footsteps  flying ; 
UTen  man,  who  saw  its  youth,  hath  sped  away. 

Through  slow  ages,  hid  in  nature^s  bosom. 

In  calm  silence  wiUted  it  the  hour ; 
Now  revealed,  it  stands  in  glorious  blossom, 

Timers  ripe  offspring  and  consummate  flower. 

Yet  a  few  short  days  alone  it  bloometh. 
Soon  again  its  eye  riiall  mildly  close ; 

Boon  the  coming  Fate,  that  all  entombeth, 
Cer  its  slumbering  soul  his  mantle  throwv. 

In  the  midnight  deep  of  feith  and  feeling. 
When  the  song  is  dumb,  the  heart  Ls  cold. 

Wakes  the  new-born  mind ;  though  long  concealing, 
Now  the  ripened  thought  it  must  unfold. 

Mid  a  wondering  world,  in  splendor  towering. 
Waves  it  o'er  the  race  of  barren  men ; 

Sheds  its  perfumed  life,  then  passed  its  flowMng, 
SiidLS  In  deathless  rest,  to  rue  again. 


E.  ▲.  W. 
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THE      SPECTRE-CARAVAN. 


TKOU    THX   OBHaCAH   OT  TRXZX.XaiUTB. 


'T  WAB  at  midniglit,  in  the  Desert,  where  we  rested  on  the  ground : 
There  my  Beddaweens  were  sleeping,  and  their  steeds  were  stretched  around  j 
In  the  farness  lay  the  moonlight  on  the  Mountains  of  the  Nile, 
And  the  camel-bones  that  strewed  the  sands  for  many  an  arid  mile. 

"With  my  saddle  for  a  pillow  did  I  prop  ray  weary  head, 
And  my  kaftan-cloth  unfolded,  o'er  my  limbs  was  lightly  spread, 
While  beside  me,  as  the  Kapitaun  and  watchman  of  my  band. 
Lay  my  Bazra  sword  and  pistols  twain  a-shinmiering  on  the  sand. 

And  the  stillness  was  unbroken,  save  at  moments  by  a  cry 
From  some  stray  belated  vulture  sailing  blackly  down  the  sky, 
Or  the  snortings  of  a  sleeping  steed  at  waters  &ncy-seen, 
Or  the  hurried  warlike  mutterings  of  some  dreaifiing  Beddaween. 

When,  behold !  a  sudden  sandquake ;  and  atween  the  earth  and  moon 
Rose  a  mighty  Host  of  Shadows,  as  from  out  some  dim  lagoon : 
Then  our  coursers  gasped  with  terror,  and  a  thrill  shook  every  man. 
And  the  cry  was,  ''Alia  Akhar  !  't  is  the  Spectre-Caravan !' 

On  they  came,  their  hueless  faces  toward  Mecca  evermore ; 
On  they  came,  long  files  of  camels,  and  of  women  whom  they  bore, 
Guides  and  merclmnts,  youthful  maidens,  bearing  pitchers  in  their  hands, 
And  behind  them  troops  of  horsemen  following,  sumless  as  the  sands  I 

Moro  and  more !  the  phantom-pageant  overshadowed  all  the  plains. 
Yea,  the  ghastly  camel-bones  arose,  and  grew  to  camel-trains : 
And  the  whirling  column-clouds  of  sand  to  forms  in  dusky  garbs, 
Here,  afoot  as  HkixxEE  pilgrims ;  there,  as  warriors  on  their  barl^ ! 

Whence  wc  knew  the  Night  was  come  when  all  whom  Death  had  sought  and  found 
Long  ago  amid  the  sands  whereon  their  bones  yet  bleach  around. 
Rise  by  legions  from  the  darkness  of  their  prisons  low  and  lone. 
And  in  dim  procession  march  to  kiss  the  Kaaba'b  Holy  Stone. 

And  yet  more  and  more  for  ever !  —  still  they  swept  in  pomp  along, 
Till  I  asked  me.  Can  the  Desert  hold  so  vast  a  muster-throng  ? 
Lo !  the  Dead  are  here  in  myriads ;  the  whole  world  of  Hades  waits, 
As  with  eager  wish  to  press  beyond  the  Babelmandel  Straits ! 

Then  I  spake,  *  Our  steeds  are  frantic :  To  your  saddles  every  one  ! 
Kcver  quail  before  these  Shadows  !     Yon  arc  children  of  the  Sim  I 
If  their  garments  rustle  past  you,  if  their  glancc^s  reach  you  b(  rt-. 
Cry  Bismillah  !  and  that  mighty  name  shall  banish  every  fear. 

*  Courage,  comrades !    Even  now  the  moon  is  waning  far  a-wcst, 
Soon  the  welcome  Dawn  will  mount  the  skies  in  gold  and  crimson  vest, 
And  in  thinnest  air  will  melt  away  those  phantom  shapes  forlorn, 
When  again  upon  your  brows  you  feel  the  odor- winds  of  Morn  !* 


14  The  Wood 'Thrush,  [January, 


THE        WOOD-THRUSn. 


'lar  dork,  wet  and  gloozoy  weather,  when  scarce  a  single  chirp  is  heard  from  any  other  bird,  the  clear 
notes  of  the  wood-thrush  thrill  through  the  dripping  woods  from  morning  to  ni^ht ;  and  it  may  be 
truly  said,  that  the  sadder  the  day  the  sweeter  is  his  song.'— Wxz.802i. 


A  BIRD  with  spotted  throat  and  breast 

Is  singing  on  the  tallest  tree, 
While  day  is  &ding  in  the  west, 

In  strains  that  with  the  time  agree : 
I  know  the  little  minstrel  well, 

His  &vorite  haunts  are  also  mine ; 
The  silence  of  the  lonely  dell 

O'er-browed  by  hills  of  murmuring  pine. 

Breathe  out  thy  mellow  vesper  lay 

While  shadow  drapes  the  listening  skies ; 
Far  in  the  forest  depths  away 

How  plaintively  the  music  dies ! 
With  sunset  to  their  nests  have  flown 

Gay  birds  that  love  the  golden  light, 
And  left  thee  in  the  woods  alone 

To  welcome  melancholy  night. 

And  I  am  glad  no  warbler  near 

Responds  to  thy  transporting  strain. 
For  never  will  a  mortal  ear 

List  to  such  minstrelsy  again. 
Let  other  instruments  be  mute, 

And  Silence  lock  them  in  her  cave ; 
Even  the  warble  of  a  flute, 

Creeping  by  moonlight  o'er  the  wave. 

In  murky  weather,  when  the  sun 

Is  hidden  by  a  cloudy  veil, 
And  the  plumed  wanderers  one  by  one 

Have  hushed  their  pipes  in  wood  and  dale, 
Delighted,  I  have  often  heard 

Thy  symphonies  so  clear  and  loud, 
And  wondered  that  a  little  bird 

Was  witli  a  voice  so  sweet  endowed. 


Where  alders  overhang  the  stream 

Thy  mate's  frail  nest  I  have  espied, 
Protected  from  the  noonday  beam 

With  its  four  gems  in  azure  dyed  : 
Fit  place  to  rear  a  singing  brood 

Was  the  wild  scene  that  lay  around. 
While  mocked  the  gray  majestic  wood 

Old  solenm  Ocean's  bass  profound. 
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^ 

Shy,  unobtrusiye  bird !  thou  art 

An  emblem  beautiful  and  meet 
Of  the  poor  poet's  weary  heart, 

That  loves  in  solitude  to  beat ; 
A  lofty  heart  that  finds  relief 

And  inspiration  deep  and  strong, 
♦  "When  closeted  with  gloom  and  grief, 

Its  chords  grow  tremulous  wim  song.       ^^  h.  c.  hosmkb. 


^FE^IININE    PERFECTIONS, 
OR    THE     UNREASONABLE     BACHELOR. 


BT    A.    B.   J  O  n  N  S  O  ST.* 


As  the  study  of  geography  and  history  is  become  universal,  every 
body  doubtless  knows  all  that  has  been  published  concerning  the  king- 
dom of  Tuscora,  and  its  renowned  sovereign  Alphonso  the  beautiful. 
Still  a  little  private  record  exists  of  the  court,  that  nas  not  yet  found  its 
proper  place  in  any  published  annals  of  that  far-celebrated  monarch. 
He  was,  as  every  boay  knows,  only  nineteen  years  old  when  he  was 
called  by  Providence  to  ascend  the  throne  of  his  illustrious  ancestors ; 
yet  he  possessed  a  very  manly  figure,  and  his  muscular  energy  was  so 
great,  tliat  he  could  bend  an  iron  crow-bar  by  the  mere  strength  of  his 
hands ;  while  his  intellectual  powers  were  thought  to  excel  his  physical. 

Alphonso,  though  he  was  so  exalted  in  station,  young  and  beautiful, 
shunned  all  the  amusements  \vith  which  his  courtiers  sought  to  gladden 
his  accession  to  power.  He  was  e\'idently  unhappy.  He  lost  his  ap- 
petite, and  sleep  forsook  his  pillow.  Alarm  for  his  health  soon  became 
general,  till  at  length,  so  imminent  seemed  the  peril,  that  his  oldest  and 
most  respected  minister  of  state,  the  venerable  Pokefunatus,  disregard- 
ing the  severe  etiquette  of  the  court  of  Tuscora,  fell  on  his  knees  before 
tho  young  monarch,  and  implored  him  to  reveal  to  his  faithful  servant, 
the  grief  that  was  but  too  evidently  preying  on  the  roval  breast 

Pokefunatus  knew  that  whoever  presumed  to  question  the  sovereign 
on  any  topic,  forfeited  his  life  unless  his  majesty  should  remit  the  pen- 
alty ;  but  the  loyal  old  man  was  willing  to  hazard  his  life  and  to  lose  it, 
if  he  could  thereby  restore  the  King  to  health  and  happiness.  He  soon 
found  that  he  had  need  of  all  his  devotion,  as  Alphonso's  beautiful  face 
seemed  convulsed  with  surpiise  and  sudden  rage,  at  what  he  charac- 
terized as  the  bold  impertinence  of  a  8uperser>'iccable  slave.  All  color 
fled  from  his  cheeks  and  lips,  and  his  scimitar  seemed  to  leap  from  its 
scabbard,  and  gleam  aloft  by  its  own  impulse,  so  rapid  was  the  move- 
ment of  Alphonso  to  terminate  at  a  blow,  the  offence  and  the  offender, 

*  Author  of  a  ^  Treatiso  on  Language,  or  tho  relation  which  worda  bear  to  things ;'  *  Religion  in 
its  relation  to  the  present  Life;'  «The  Philosophical  Emperor,  or  the  rrogresB  of  a  False  Position, 
■  V         etc,  etc 
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But  the  old  counsellor  was  so  greatly  beloved  for  the  mild  dignity  with 
which  he  had  borne  his  high  honors,  and  for  the  many  important  ser- 
vices that  he  had  rendered  to  the  state  in  the  past  and  preceding  reigns, 
that  all  the  courtiers  who  filled  the  audience-chamber  manifested  invol- 
untarily, so  deep  a  consternation  as  to  cause  Alphonso  to  arrest  his  pur- 
pose, and  respite  the  offender  till  he  should  have  passed  some  reasonable 
time  in  preparation  for  death  and  in  bidding  a  final  adieu  to  his  family. 

Even  this  melioration  of  the  catastrophe  failed  to  restore  tranquillity 
to  the  alarmed  court.  The  sudden  outbreak  of  so  fierce  a  wrath  seemed 
to  leave  no  man  secure  for  a  moment ;  especially  as  princes  who  in- 
dulge themselves  in  acts  of  tyranny,  can  at  any  time  create  occasion  for 
tyrannous  conduct.  Alphonso  saw  in  the  constraint  of  his  attendants 
that  they  were  uneasy ;  hence  for  the  purpose  of  restoring  confidence, 
and  perhaps  from  a  revulsion  of  feeling  in  favor  of  an  ancient  servant, 
he  convoked  all  his  principal  officers,  and  graciously  declared  that  while 
he  would  punish  every  coercive  interference  with  his  private  thoughts, 
he  was  willing  to  state  voluntarily  the  trouble  that  oppressed  him.  It 
proceeded  from^the  love  which  he  felt  toward  his  dear  subjects,  and  the 
consequent  duty  thereby  incumbent  on  him,  of  furnishing  them  with  a 
lineal  descendant  to  occupy  the  throne  at  his  decease ;  while  personally 
he  possessed  such  a  repugnance  to  the  whole  race  of  womankind,  that 
he  feared  the  aversion  was  unconquerable :  unless  indeed  one  could  be 
found  whose  voice  was  habituallyjower  than  that  of  any  female  he  yet 
had  heard ;  for  in  a  loud  voice  seemed  to  lie  his  great  antipathy.  If 
within  a  month  such  a  female  could  be  found,  he  would  marry  her,  and 
even  Pokefunatus  should  be  pardoned. 

His  majesty's  gracious  determination,  and  a  hope  that  the  prime  min- 
ister might  be  extricated  from  his  present  peril,  induced  a  search  to  be 
instituted  throughout  the  kingdom,  for  a  young  lady  who  would  suit  the 
royal  requirement ;  but  though  all  the  ladies  of  Tuscora  lowered  their 
voices  for  the  occasion,  and  spoke  almost  in  a  whisper,  yet  when  sud- 
denly excited  by  either  grief  or  joy,  or  perchance  by  anger,  they  would 
speak  so  loud,  as  manifestly  to  be  disqualified  fVom  becoming  die  vrife 
of  an  absolute  king  who  could  not  endure  loud  speaking. 

While  the  termination  of  the  month  was  rapidly  advancing,  the  mes- 
sengers returned  slowly  and  sorrowfully  to  report  the  failure  of  their 
mission.  Gloom  again  appeared  in  every  countenance,  and  the  life  of 
the  ill-fated  minister  seemed  hopeless;  when  suddenly  as  the  last 
minute  of  the  last  day  of  the  fatal  month  was  transpiring,  an  unusual 
clamor  was  heard  outside  the  palace ;  and  presently  a  breatibless  messen- 
ger anounced  to  the  assembled  court  that  he  had  found  a  lady  vsdth  a 
voice  so  low  and  harmonious  that  when  he  first  heard  it,  he  mistook  it 
for  the  soft  breathings  of  an  iEolian  hnrp. 

Every  person  was  delighted  except  the  King.  He  was  manifestly 
disappointed  and  displeased.  He  intimated  that  the  month  was  expired, 
and  that  the  messenger  was  too  late  to  gain  a  throne  for  the  lady,  or  to 
save  the  life  of  the  criminal.  Still,  lest  his  justice  should  be  questioned 
he  granted  Pokefunatus  a  respite  during  another  month ;  and  if  within 
that  period  a  female  could  be  found  who  was  amiable  while  disappointed 
and  contradicted,  he  would  marry  her  and  pardon  the  prisoner. 
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The  messengers  had  encountered  sufficient  difficulty  in  the  former 
search  to  ahnost  despair  in  the  present,  which  seemed  to  require  a 
greater  deviation  from  the  ordinary  moral  organization  of  human  beings 
than  the  other  had  from  the  physical  organization.  Yet  they  departed 
with  a  determination  to  fulfil  the  new  requirement  of  the  sovereign  if 
such  a  lady  as  was  designated  should  happen  to  exist.  They  naturally 
visited  all  the  boarding-schools  of  the  metropolis,  as  more  likely  places 
than  any  other,  for  finding  the  object  of  their  search  ;  not  omitting  the 
various  watering-places  where  more  mature  womanhood  disports  its 
loveliness  during  the  heats  of  summer ;  for  that  happened  to  constitute 
the  period  of  the  year  when  the  search  was  in  progress.  As  rumor  ap- 
prised the  female  world  of  the  object  of  the  messengers,  they  were 
greeted  every  where  with  an  amiability  that  no  imagination  could  ex- 
ceed by  dehghted  and  hopeful  expectants ;  who,  however  maintained 
the  required  degree  of  axniability  only  while  they  were  hopeful.  This 
was  just  what  the  messengers  had  feared,  and  they  all  returned  to  courts 
sad,  slow  and  successless,  as  the  month  verged  toward  its  close. 

The  last  day  arrived.  Brightly  shone  forth  the  sun,  making  sadder 
by  contrast  the  appearance  of  the  returning  noessengefs.  The  Ring, 
surrounded  by  all  his  great  officers,  wa§  seated  on  his  throne,  to  hear 
what  was  already  known  informally,  the  failure  of  the  second  experi- 
ment. Despondency  was  visible  on  every  face,  despite  the  forced  efforts 
of  obsequious  loyalty  to  counterfeit  delight.  The  life  of  the  unfortu- 
nate prime  minister  was  fest  tending  to  an  abrupt  termination,  when 
again  a  tardy  messenger  announced,  in  breathless  haste,  that  he  had  found 
a  lady  who  could  preserve  s^ood  humor  and  kind  feelings  under  the 
severest  disappointments.  The  King  could  scarcely  restrain  his  indig- 
nation. He  insisted  that  the  sentence  had  been  in  effect  pronoimced, 
and  that  the  minister  should  no  longer  be  respited.  Still  a  moment's 
reflection  sufficed  to  assuage  his  rising  impatience.  Even  the  most  ab* 
solute  princes  must  not  disregard  the  deeply-rooted  feelings  of  their 
subjects ;  and  he  saw,  in  the  general  dejection,  that  he  must  omit  no  form 
of  apparent  lenity  and  justice.  He  accordingly  granted  another  monthfs 
postponement,  with  the  promise  of  pardon  and  marriage,  as  heretofore, 
if  a  lady  could  be  found  who  never  cried. 

This  requirement  was  deemed  more  difficult  of  accomplishment  than 
ather  of  the  others,  and  the  messengers  could  scarcely  be  induced  to 
attempt  the  search ;  but  so  great  was  the  sympathy  for  the  unfortunate 
old  counsellor,  that  they  at  length  resolved  to  find  a  dry-eyed  lady,  if  one 
inhabited  the  kingdom.  Fame  soon  promulged  what  the  King  was  seek* 
ing,  and  not  a  tear  was  shed  in  Tuscora  by  any  female,  young  or  old, 
during  the  whole  month.  But  this  availed  not.  They  all  had  been  ac- 
customed to  cry  when  they  were  vexed  or  perplexed ;  and  the  messen- 
gers returned  to  court  dispirited  and  sullen. 

The  King  received  them  in  all  the  pomp  of  royalty  as  usual.  He 
had  heard  &e  failure  of  their  mission,  and  attended  now  only  to  give 
due  solemnity  to  to  the  sequeL  Right  pleased  was  the  royal  misogamist 
in  the  perverse  contemplation  of  living  hereafter  in  undisturbed  cefi- 
bacy,  while  even  his  enemies  —  if  kings  have  enemies  —  could  not  re- 
\         preach  him  therewith,  after  the  great  efforts  that  he  had  taken  to  procure 
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a  consort.  But  in  the  midst  of  these  secret  felicitations,  again  a  tardy 
messenger  rushed  into  the  presence  chamber,  and  prostrating  himsen 
before  Sie  throne,  announced  that  he  had  foimd  a  lady  who  never  cried. 

This  time,  however,  the  month  was  clearly  ended,  and  no  one  pre- 
sumed to  question  the  justice  of  Alphonso  when  he  declared  that  exe- 
cution could  no  longer  be  delayed  against  Pokefunatus,  nor  his  own 
royal  person  be  &r&er  disturbed  in  seeking  for  a  partner  to  share  his 
throne.  The  unfi)rtunate  old  man,  who  had  been  brought  from  a  dis- 
tant fortress,  and  who,  surrounded  by  the  king's  guards,  was  in  an  ante- 
room of  the  palace,  was  therefore  summoned  into  the  presence  that  he 
might  be  sentenced  personally  by  the  king ;  ^r  such  is  the  custom  of 
the  realm  when  a  great  officer  of  Tuscora  is  to  be  decapitated.  Not 
long  was  the  fatal  simunons  uttered  before  a  distant  door  was  thrown 
open,  and  through  it  was  seen  to  issue,  in  slow  and  measured  pace,  a 
^oomy  procession  of  armed  men,  with  the  prisoner  in  their  midst. 
Confinement  and  sorrow,  even  more  than  lengthened  years,  had  whi- 
tened his  head  and  emaciated  his  body.  Pale  and  manifestly  feeble,  yet 
with  a  dignity  which  conscious  rectitude  can  under  such  circumstances 
alone  supply,  he  advanced  toward  his  offended  master,  leaning  fi)r  sup- 
port, and  evidently  with  no  stinted  pressure,  on  the  arm  of  his  youngest 
but  most  devoted  daughter,  the  lovely  Adeline.  Engrossed  wholly  by 
the  sorrows  of  her  father,  she  knew  not  that  her  beauty  was  attracting 
the  admiring  gaze  of  king  sCnd  courtiers.  Still,  no  tear  dimmed  the  ra- 
diance of  her  eyes,  and  when  she  addressed  some  words  of  consolation 
to  her  venerable  parent  the  sounds  were  so  sofb  and  melodious  that  the 
king  felt  that  he  could  listen  to  them  for  ages  with  increasing  delight. 
Female  loveliness  had  never  before  touched  his  heart,  and  he  exclaimed, 
almost  involuntarily :  '  Who  is  this  heavenly  vision  V 

*  Sire,'  said  the  tardy  messenger,  *  she  is  the  lady  who  never  cries ! 
I  found  her  with  her  &ther  in  the  distant  fortress  of  Clontorf,  or  I  should 
have  been  able  to  return  in  time  to  save  her  father's  life.' 

'  Sire,'  said  the  other  tardy  messenger,  falling  on  his  knees  suppliantly, 
'  she  is  the  young  lady  who  is  always  amiable !  The  distance  mat  I  had 
to  travel  in  returning  from  the  prison,  which  she  inhabited  night  and 
day  with  her  father,  occasioned  my  imfortunate  tardiness.' 

'  Sire,'  said  the  remaining  tardy  messenger,  <  she  is  the  lady  whose 
voice  is  always  low !  I  had  heard  of  her  by  j&me ;  but  resolving  to 
trust  no  evidence  but  my  own  senses,  in  a  matter  which  concerned  your 
majesty,  I  went  in  person  to  Clontorf;  and  though  I  journeyed  with 
the  utmost  expedition,  I  imhappily  failed  in  returning  sufficiently  early 
to  save  the  noble  prisoner  from  death.' 

'  And  who  shall  take  his  life  V  exclaimed  Alphonso ;  '  the  father  of  so 
much  sense  and  loveliness  must  not  be  lost  to  our  kingdom !' 

All  the  prejudices  of  the  king  against  marriage  were  dissipated,  for 
he  found  that  they  had  originated  in  erroneous  prepossessions.  Instead 
of  sentencing  his  ancient  counsellor  he  forthwith  restored  him  to  fevor; 
and  as  for  the  beautiful  Adeline,  she  soon  became  queen  of  Tuscora. 
Alphonso  the  Beautiful  and  Adeline  the  Good  long  reigned  the  happiest 
monarchs  of  the  age  in  which  they  flourished,  and  tiheir  descenaants 
still  occupy  the  throne  of  the  same  ancient  kingdom.  Even  to  this  re- 
mote day  a  decree  existSy  which  was  promulged  by  Alphonso  on  the 
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morning  of  his  marriage,  that  whenever  mtellectual,  moral  and  coipo- 
real  excellence  combine  in  the  same  woman,  no  man  shall  withstand  ner 
influence,  under  the  penalty,  on  disobedience  to  the  decree,  of  universal 
contempt 


NOVEMBER. 


aT  ABBT  ▲zxiir. 


Bleak  and  bare  and  blear  November, 

Art  ihon  here  7 
Saddest  thou  of  all  the  twelve  months 

In  the  year : 

AU  the  twelve  months  in  the  year. 

Bbrds'-nests  dot  the  naked  tree-tops, 

All  around, 
And  the  dry  leaves  matter,  mntter. 

On  Uie  ground : 

Matter,  mutter,  ^  Summer 's  g^e  I' 

Now  the  Storm-wind,  solemn  Storm-wind  I 

O'er  us  breaks, 
And  the  forests  fiill  before  him 

As  he  wakes : 

Fan  before  him  as  he  wakes. 

Clouds  o'erdarken  all  the  heavens, 

Brimmed  with  rain ; 
Hear  the  round  drops  drummmg,  drumming, 

On  the  pane : 

Drumming,  drumming,  on  the  pane ! 

]Jy  the  door  the  willow  boweth, 

As  in  prayer, 
And  the  hemlocks  quake  and  quiver, 

Sighing  sair : 

Q^ake  and  quiver,  nghing  sair. 

Brooks  Jheir  high  banks  overleaping, 

Kush  along, 
Washinff  dead  fl<mers  down  tlfeir  margins. 

All  along : 

Down  their  margins,  all  along. 

Earth  is  sick  with  weepmg,  weepmg, 

Drunk  with  rain ; 
And  the  tall  trees  moan  and  shudder 

As  in  pain: 

Moan  and  shudder,  as  in  pain. 

Bleak  and  bare  and  blear  November, 

I  implore. 
Let  one  sunbeam,  like  a  rainbow, 

Bvermore, 

Arch  thy  shadows,  evermore  \ 
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THE       OLD       BIBLE. 


ar  m.  b.  aTossAaB. 


It  lies  upon  the  stand,  beside 

The  antique  book-case  tall  and  wide ; 

Massive  indeed  it  is,  and  old. 

With  heavy  covers  stampea  with  gold, 

Gothic  casements,  oriel  panes, 

And  clasped  with  quaintest  silver  chains ; 

It  shows  the  wear  and  tear  of  age ; 

Now  and  then  you  miss  a  page ; 

The  leaves  are  loose,  and  day  by  day 

The  old  black-letters  £ade  away ; 

And  holy  tears,  by  mourners  wed. 

Blot  the  records  of  the  dead  I 

Fathers,  amid  their  households  bright, 
Read  it  duly  mom  and  night ; 
Solemn- voiced  before  the  prayers, 
Forgetting  earth  and  all  its  cares ; 
And  hushed,  the  servants  gathered  round, 
Sat  listening,  in  awe  profound  I 
Mothers  reaid  its  tales  divine, 
Commenting  on  them,  line  by  line, 
To  rosy  children  fond  and  sweet. 
Grouped  on  benches  at  their  feet ; 
And  they,  the  whfle.  with  earnest  eyes 
Questioned  deep  in  smiple  wise ! 

Happy  ffrandsires  old  and  white, 
Spectacled  and  near  of  sight. 
And  ancient  dames  in  ruffled  caps 
Read  it  to  prattlers  on  their  laps ;    • 
And  the  little  folks  sedate. 
Peeped  o'er  the  page  to  see  the  plate ! 
The  vUlaffe  priest,  in  surplice  white. 
Unclasped  it,  on  the  bridal  night. 
And  read  the  marriage  service  there. 
And  wed  the  loving,  blushing  pair ! 
And  Sabbath  days,  the  lads,  perplext, 
Look^  over  it,  to  find  his  text ! 

Brothers  and  nsters,  fiiir  and  kind 
Like  loving  tendrils,  intertwined, 
Sat  arm  in  arm,  ana  read  away, 
And  laid  the  volume  down  to  pray ! 
The  sick  man  propped  on  pillows  white, 
Pored  on  its  pages  with  ddight. 
And  kissed  it  o'er  with  streaming  eyef 
And  dreamed  himself  to  Paradise ! 
And  when  he  died,  the  mourners  sought, 
In  hopeful  texts,  relief  from  thought: 
And  meek  and  patient,  kissed  the  rod. 
And  gave  iJie  sainted-dead  to  €k>o  I 
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When  I  was  but  a  simple  boy, 
And  lived  in  innooenoe  and  joy, 
I  loved  this  good  old  Bible  well, 
It  bound  me  with  a  holy  spell ; 
But  now  alas!  my  youth  is  fled, 
And  Hope  is  gone,  and  faith  is  dead ; 
I  hide  the  Holv  book  away. 
And  worship  idols  made  of  clay ; 
But  oft  in  my  unquiet  hours. 
When  thinking  of  my  wasted  powers, 
And  living  o'er  my  early  years, 
I  wet  it  with  repentant  tears ! 


Kambltbom ;  m  ibttr  ®l)apttr0. 


OBAPTJIB    THXmS. 


LZBBBAL     OFPSR     FOB     A     FOBTBAZT. 

Wb  must  not  judge  of  the  appreciation  in  which  the  Pine  Arts  are 
held  by  the  ignorant  estimate  of  the  backwoodsman,  nor  by  the  assumptions 
of'  fiushionables'  who,  for  &shion's  sake,  lounge  in  the  Art  Union,  Interna- 
tiona], Dusseldorf  Gallery,  or  collection  of  the '  Old  Masters'  in  the  city  of 
New- York.  There  is  much  ignorance,  more  contempt  and  preju^ce, 
and  not  a  little  affectation  among  the  *  intelligent'republicans  of  the  Uni- 
ted States  on  the  subject  of  Fme  Arts,  and  especially  the  art  of  paint- 
ing. But  the  expansion  of  a  juster  general  taste  is  rapid,  and  if  it 
were  not,  there  are  plenty  among  us  wno  can  rightly  value  and  enjoy  a 
Guido  Reni,  a  Carlo  Dolce,  a  Caracci,  or  a  Rembrandt,  as  well  as  me 
most  exquisite  European  connoisseur.  But  such  was  not  the  taste  of 
theperson  making  the  offer  at  the  head  of  this  chapter. 

Ten  years  ago  this  very  autumn,  I  started  from  Whitehall,  at  the 
head  waters  of  Lake  Champlain,  in  company  with  a  New- York  artist 

named  W ,  to  hunt,  fish,  and  sketcn,  on  the  shores  of  Horicon. 

Climbing  those  mountains  west  of  Whitehall,  we  descended  their  tor- 
tuous slope  to  'South  Bay,'  across  which  we  were  canoed, .and  com- 
menced our  march  over  the  Dresden  Mountains,  from  the  barren 
scalps  of  which,  Horicon  lies  visible  to  the  naked  eye,  a  mirror  in  which 
the  heavens  glass  themselves  with  a  beauty,  a  glory  and  a  mystery. 
But  I  must  describe  this  Dresden  in  brief  It  is  a  mixture  of  various 
rocks,  huge  and  unshapely,  interspersed  with  the  pine,  the  spruce  and 
the  hemlock,  and  among  which  the  rushing  torrents,  especially  in  the 
snow-melting  season,  bellow  to  the  thundermg  clouds.  It  is  a  vast  den 
of  rattle-snakes,  bears  and  mosquitoes ;  roadless,  except  as  one  greases 
his  pantaloons  and  slides  down  planes,  with  no  snubbing  posts  save  the  bot- 
tom of  a  hill,  and  no  guide  but  a  firm  trust  in  Providence.  It  is  a  town 
of  lumbermen ;  rude,  frank,  but  altogether  pagan  in  their  consideration 
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of  the  refinements  of  life.  They  have  no  churches  nor  schools  there ; 
they  attempted  a  school,  but  the  women  would  permit  no  such  nonsense 
as  *  genders,'  which  they  called  ganders,  to  be  taught  to  their  children, 
and  so  the  yoimg  ideas  of  Dresden  were  left  to  the  guidance  of  nature. 

They  attempted  a  conference-meeting  once,  but  Deacon ,  the  only 

person  present  who  had  a  distinct  recollection  of  a  Bible,  was  so  drunk 
that  he  could  not  articulate,  though  he  bravely  propped  one  of  the  pil- 
lars of  the  edifice  in  which  the  congregation  had  assembled.  The  of- 
ficial honors  of  the  town-executive  descended  upon  one  man ;  a  one- 
eyed,  weasel-looking  fellow,  who  was  justice  of  me  peace,  path-master, 
collector  and  town-clerk.  His  only  books  were  a  volume  of  almanacs, 
and  a  copy  of  road  acts.  Upon  these,  he  swore  vntnesses,  and  out  of 
them  drew  decisions  that  would  astonish  Blackstone.  I  had  the  misfor- 
tune to  live  in  this  town  four  years,  my  father  having  a  lumber-bush 
there,  and  when  I  emerged  from  thence  into  the  world,  I  was  minus  of 
(oe-nails,  these  having  been  grubbed  off*  among  the  rocks.  As  I  have 
said,  rattle-snakes  abound  in  Dresden,  but  the  general  impression  touch- 
ing these  serpents  is  a  false  one.  They  are  a  handsome,  well-behaved 
race.  They  *  rattle'  you  a  warning  of  tiieir  residence,  if  you  give  them 
the  smallest  chance,  and  never  was  a  serpent  readier  to  <  cut  stick'  when 
it  is  possible.  Though  I  have  killed  himdreds  of  them  *  for  fun,'  and 
for  the  fine  penetrating  oil  they  yield,  they  never  molested  my  bare-feet, 
and  in  all  that  huge  den  of  a  town,  I  never  heard  that  man  or  beast  had 
been  bitten.  Some  of  the  out-and-out  Dresdeners  hang  them  as  pen- 
dants to  their  bed-posts,  having  first  extracted  their  teedi,  while  otners 
fasten  them  upon  their  chDdren's  necks  in  vnnter,  as  pleasurable  boas. 
Others  still,  having  faith  in  their  medicinal  excellence,  bite  through  the 
length  of  their  backs  to  cure  the  tooth-ache,  and  swallow  their  ^lUs  to 
stave-off*  consumption.  The  rattle-snake  too  is  a  water-fowl.  1  have 
seen  them  thridding  the  mid-waters  of  Horiccm,  holding  their  heads 
'  high'  like  a  moose  svdmming  Lake  Umbagog. 

But  the  bears  are  thick  as  the  snakes.  I  will  tell  you  a  true  bear 
story.  My  father's  mill  was  close  upon  a  '  gum-woods,'  and  one  Sun- 
day, in  lieu  of  '  bee-hunting,'  I  went  with  a  lot  of  boys  *  gumming.*  It 
was  the  only  time  I  ever  went  into  Dresden  woods  without  a  gun.  We 
were  not  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  mill  and  o\ir  log-cabin, 
when,  with  a  terrible  oosh !  oosh !  very  like  a  swine,  there  rose  a  huge 
bear  from  a  bed  of  high  fern.  We  all  ran  save  one,  a  fellow  of  great 
spunk,  and  the  bear,  after  quizzing  a  little,  made  snuffingly  toward  him. 
We  looked  on  fi*om  a  safe  distance  in  terror,  but  o\ir  comrade  was  not 
inclined  to  be  eaten.  As  the  bear  neared  him  he  commenced  climbing 
a  spruce  tree,  but  on  getting  up  about  the  bear's  length,  his  pantaloons 
caught  upon  a  knot,  past  all  chance  of  '  letting  up.'  Bruin's  eyes  twin- 
kled at  tne  predicament,  and  he  began  clawing  up  the  tree.  His  bait, 
however,  had  got  a  firm  hold  of  limbs  above  him,  and  his  legs  were 
well  dravm  up,  and  the  bear  clenching  his  paws  upon  the  unfortunate 
knot,  tugged  until  knot  and  breeches  both  gave  way,  and  dovm  went 
astonished  Bruin  on  his  backsides.  Improving  his  opportunity  of  fi'ee- 
dom  from  the  knot,  our  friend  mounted  up  and  saw  himself  safe.  Upon 
this,  we  hurried  for  guns,  dogs,  and  tne  *  old  folks,'  but  before  we 
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got  back,  the  bear,  evidently  *  smelliDg  a  rat,'  had  trotted  off.  Thia 
WBs  a  narrow  escape,  but  not  so  narrow  as  one  I  can  describe. 

There  are  many  great  *  racers'  on  record,  but  none  to  beat  this.  On 
the  high  shore  rocks  of  South-Bay,  at  the  mouth  of  Pike-Brook,  stood  a 
saw-mill.  It  was  water-fed  by  a  long  wooden  race-way,  connecting  the 
river  with  its  floom.  This  race-way,  from  long  use,  had  become  slip- 
pery with  moss  and  slime  on  the  inside.  An  acquaintance  of  mine,  one 
day  slipped  into  the  race  while  raising  the  pond-gate,  and  the  swifl 
water  carried  him  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  noom,  plimged  him  down 
into  one  of  the  huge  buckets  of  a  water-wheel,  in  swift  motion,  and  thia 
in  its  turn,  emptied  him  into  the  Bay.  He  got  out  with  little  difficulty 
unhurt  and  unterrified.  But  to  the  portrait ;  and  yet  I  must  say  a  word 
about  the  nearest  approach  to  a  Chiistian  burial  I  ever  vdtnessed  in 
Dresden.  Does  the  editor  of  the  Knickerbocker  regard  a  pig  ?  Does 
he  sympathize  with  Lamb  (not  mutton)  in  that  description,  wherein  Hoti, 
and  his  son  Bobo,  dis-ember  the  first  porker  ever  tested  as  to  succulency, 
by  the  palate  of  a  celestial  ]  Relishing  *  Bolognas,'  vnll  he  plead  that  a 
jdily-eyed  roaster  is  disgusting ;  that  a  spare-rib  from  a  mature  swine  is 
distasteful  ?  No,  no !  Then  he  will  hear  and  appreciate  me  in  this  in- 
cident. Beside  the  lumber-bush,  my  father  cultivated  a  little  farm,  and 
I  there  learned  to  scatter  oats  (not  wild),  peas,  beans  and  barley,  and 
to  raise  *  pigs  and  chickens.'  We  had  a  spotted  pig,  black  and  white, 
of  the  masculine  gender,  which  became  a  sort  of  *  cosset*  —  a  favorite. 
Of  course  he  was  affectionately  tended,  but  I  had  heard  that  a  long  tail 
was  detrimental  to  a  pig's  growth,  and  that '  in  season'  pigs'  tails  should 
be  cut  off.  With  my  modier's  consent,  I  undertook  this  amputation, 
on  a  bitter  cold  day — not  the  right  weather — but  to  save  my  hand 
which  grasped  the  flexible  pig-pendant,  I  cut  so  close  that  there  was 
not  tail  enough  left  to  fasten  a  string  to.  He  bled  to  death,  and  died 
without  a  grunt  I  remembqr  his  precise  look ;  as  he  paled  in  the  face 
that  had  so  often  nosed  the  bucket,  nis  countenance  wore  a  smile  of  for- 
giveness and  resignation,  as  much  as  to  say  *  It  was  an  accident !'  Upon 
my  soul,  I  shed  tears,  for  in  such  a  pagan  land  it  was  something  to  nnd 
refinement  of  feeling,  delicate  appreciations  of  intent,  even  in  a  cat,  a 
dog  or  a  pig.  *  But  you  shall  have  a  monument,'  said  I.  On  the  road- 
side, sloping  down  a  hill,  we  had  a  patch  of  gravel  stones  where  beans 
would  grow,  but  nothing  else.  Yet  it  was  a  place  on  which  the  earliest 
and  the  latest  sim  shone.  It  looked  out  upon  a  river,  and  upon  mighty 
mountains,  and  all  travellers  in  Dresden  beheld  it  At  the  top  of  this 
patch  I  scooped  a  deep  pit ;  consigned  my  pig,  done  up  in  straw,  to  its 
depths ;  placed  a  stout  memorial  at  his  head ;  covered  him  up  and  left 
him  to  the  '  winds  and  rains  of  heaven.'  Whether  his  life  or  memory 
were  most  savory,  I  know  not,  but  I  do  know  that  his  tomb-stone  is  stfll 
standing ;  that  it  is  perhaps  the  most  respectable  grave  sign  in  all  Dres- 
den ;  and  I  know  that  rank  com  is  now  grown  on  the  bean-patch  below. 
A  pig's  memory  may  be  nothing,  but  Hoti  and  Elia  thought  not  so. 

But  to  the  portrait      W had  a  flask  of  brandy,  which  we  supped 

by  the  wayside,  somewhat  to  the  hindrance  of  our  journey.    And  here» 

let  me  say,  that  a  Whitehall  editor,  B ,  of  the  Chronicle,  was  our 

companion  to  the  £ocua  of  Dresden  Mountains,  where  a  political  con- 


24  Ramhledom:  in  Four  CTiapters,  [January, 

vention  Vfzs  to  be  held,  and  he,  B— ,  was  bound  to  exercise  an  out- 
side influence  in  this  convention.  We  were  ready  to  serve  him,  if  we 
could,  and  on  coming  to  the  '  meeting,*  by  dint  of  our  bottle  we  became 
vice-presidents  and  secretaries.  The  plot  was  to  send  a  whig  delegate 
to  the  county  convention  from  a  town  that  had  not  five  whig  voters  in 
it ;  a  town  where  the  inspectors  of  election  carry  boxes  and  keys,  and 
examine  and  correct  the  vote  to  suit  themselves.  By  '  bottle-plying,' 
not  pipe-laying,  we  succeeded  in  sending  the  whig,  to  the  confusion  of 
General  B 1,  who  once  gave  to  the  New-York  democrat^  the  finest 

*  hickory'  ever  raised  before  *  Old  Tammany.'    This  done,  we  bade  adieu 

to  B ,  and  upon  two  'poked'  colts,  which  we  caught  and  bridled 

with  beech  withes,  descended  to  the  shore  of  the  Horicon.  It  was 
near  sunset.  Scarce  a  cloud  flecked  the  sky,  and  the  burning  eye  of 
day  wore  that  red  smile  which,  I  doubt  not,  tinctures  the  leaves  of 
autumn.  Lovingly  and  sadly  it  seemed :  it  looked  back  upon  its  eastern 
pathway,  but  the  mountains  rose  before  it,  catching  its  latest  blushes, 
and  casting  them  on  the  calm  waters  beneath.  From,  the  mountain 
side  we  gazed  mutely  upon  the  glorious  scene.  Pen  nor  pencil  can 
describe  it.  It  was  a  conglomeration  of  Poussains,  Wouvermans,  Rem- 
brandts  and  Titians ;  a  pot  of  nature's  glory-colors  spilled  over  island 
and  lake,  mountain  and  field,  and  all  we  could  do  was  to  be  worship- 
ful to  the  Infinite  Spirit,  who  in  that  circle  of  seclusion  and  quiet  had 
dipped  His  fire-plumed  pencil  in  the  sky,  and  flung  down  mingled  lights 
ana  shadows  to  mock  the  vanity  and  presumption  of  man ! 

But  we  are  near  the  portrait.    A  little  past  sun-down  we  alighted  at 

the  hospitable  farm-house  of ,  unslung  our  traps,  and  prepared 

for  supper  and  a  night's  rest     I  had  been  at  the  house  before,  and  was 

known,  but  W ,  tlie  man  and  his  trade,  were  incog.     We  were 

scarcely  in  doors  before  we  saw  evidence  of  a  party  to  be  held  that 
evening,  a  *  paring-bee,'  and  W was  ready  for  fun.  Soon  after  sup- 
per the  boys  and  girls  from  all  the  country  round  about  began  to  gather 
m.  The  editor  of  the  Knick.  knows  what  a  paring-bee  is,  but  some  of 
his  readers  may  not.  It  is  a  gathering  of  jolly  boys  and  girls  at  a  farm- 
house to  pare,  quaiter,  core  and  string  apples  for  ctying.  The  working 
time  is  until  nine  or  ten  o'clock,  then  comes  dancing,  plays,  kissing,  etc., 
the  whole  winding  up  with  a  supper.  The  girls,  you  may  be  sure,  had  on 
their  '  go-to-meetmg*  clothes,  (fliey  came  out  with  hig  figures ;)  and  the 
boys,  throwing  off*  coats,  according  to  custom,  when  the  dance  com- 
menced, though  a  little  short  in  pantaloons,  and  flush  of  whip-strings  to 
tie  them  down,  displayed  their  *bran  new  gallowses,'  alias  suspenders,  and 
their  new  silk  nose-wipers,  generally  red  or  yellow,  and  always  tucked 
in  the  breeches-pocket,  so  as  to '  hang  out'  lai'ge.  And  when  the  fiddle 
struck  up,  did  n't  they  seize  partners,  and  right  across,  and  wheel  and  reel, 
and  up  and  down  the  centre,  with  an  earnestness  that  would  surprise 

*  Seanng,'  and  an  honesty  of  purpose  which,  if  our  belles  would  follow 
the  example,  instead  of  *  lolhng'  through  quadrilles,  would  drive  the 
sallow  from  their  cheeks,  save  the  reputation  of  nature,  and  put  rouge 
at  a  discoimt !  Give  me  the  real  paring-bee  reels  and  jigs  before  all 
your  waltzes,  and  Spanish  dances,  and  bawdy  polkas !  I  speak  for 
myself  in  this  matter.  Not  inclining  to  dance,  and  always  hating  silly 
plays  and  kissings,  I  posted  to  bed  at  an  early  hour,  while  W ,  up 
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to  his  ears  in  the  clover  of  novelty,  staid  the  party  out,  waited  on  the 

Fretdest  Miss  home,  and  came  to  bunk  about  four  in  the  morning.  Yes, 
vf  ent  to  bed  early,  but  on  my  way  '  up-stairs'  I  had  a  strong  presenti- 
ment, from  a  peculiar  tingling  of  my  olractories,  that  a  cupboard  of  pies 
and  other  goodies  was  somewhere.  I  very  soon  convinced  myself,  to 
the  mortification  of  two  pumpkin-pies  and  a  cup  of  jelly,  tiie  £shes  of 
which  I  tucked  under  my  bed.  The  next  morning  I  heard  the  theft 
laid  to  the  *  pesky*  rats.  With  a  good  night's  rest,  I  rose  early,  long 
before  W  —  was  awake.  In  the  mean  time,  the  old  lady  of  die  house, 
witii  that  curiosity  natural  to  women,  and  which  filled  Blue-Beard's 
house  with  headless  wives,  had  inspected  W — — 's  traps,  and  was  ur- 
gent to  know  from  me  his  occupation ;  indeed,  she  asked  me, '  What 
duz  he  dew  for  a  living  V  '  O,  he  paints  pictures,'  said  I,  *  and  some- 
times fiu5es.*     Now  W was  zealous  of  his  art,  and  with  a  lack  of 

philosophy  could  not  see  why  any  body  should  be  ignorant  of  its  beau- 
ties. He  v^ras  soon  up,  and  we  took  breakfast  preparatory  to  crossing 
the  lake.  When  we  came  to  '  settle  up,'  I  saw  tiiat  something  weighty 
was  on  die  old  lady's  mind.  The  charge  was  one  dollar  each,  (cheap 
enough,  considering  the  pies  and  jelly,)  which  we  *  planked  down.'    She 

took  my  money,  but  lookmg  up  to  W ,  she  said,  *  I  won't  charge  you 

any  thing,  if  you  'U  only  wait  an  hour  or  two  and  paint  my  old  man  on 
the  clock'ghtss  !*     I  saw  a  storm  of  wrath  at  such  a  measure  for  his 

noble  art  rising  on  W 's  face,  and  turning  him  aside,  told  the  old 

lady  to  take  die  money,  and  we  would  be  back  in  a  day  or  two  and  do 
her  job.    Our  boat  was  already  engaged,  and  on  reaching  it  I  found 

W swearing  diat  he  would  never  come  within  rea^  of  such  a 

heathen  again.  I  have  not.seen  die  good  dame  since,  but  I  know  diat 
she  could  fry  pork,  onions  and  apples  <  first  rate,'  and,  I  doubt  not,  she 
diought  a  dollar  a  very  liberal  ofier  for  her  old  man's  portrait.  She 
did  not  dislike,  but  radier  liked  the  painter's  art ;  her  only  fault  was 
ignorance,  from  having  seen  no  Art-Unions,  Dusseldorfs  nor  Louvres, 
but  only  some  pretty^faced  Washinotons  and  Napoleons  on  clocks 
and  looking-glasses*  

OHAPTSB  VOtJftTS. 

fiOOSlS     AND     LABOH. 


• 


In  one's  travel  in  these  days  it  is  natural  diat  one  should  read  books. 
During  my  short  ramble  I  read  my  share.  They  were  not  selected, 
neither  were  they  miscellaneous  ;  they  had  come  to  hand  by  chance, 
and,  for  a  wonder,  were  all  sensible.  First,  being  somewhat  of  an  in- 
valid, I  read  a  manual  on  health,  the  concoction  of  the  wise  heads  of 
the  Graffenberg  Company,  who,  abjuring  all  quacks  and  bleedings  and 
mercurializing,  with  a  gist  worthy  Chrono-Thermal  and  its  apostles,  lay 
down  a  theory  of  their  own  ;  a  very  good  theory,  in  which  allopathy, 
without  lancet,  and  hydropathy  are  about  equally  blended.  In  our  day 
of  multitudinous  systems  for  the  regeneration  of  the  flesh,  it  seems 
strange  that  men  drop  off;  that  people  die  at  all.  The  world  is  be- 
come a  panacea  shop,  with  its  pots  and  jars  and  bottles  all  labelled 
*  perfect  cure.'    And  the  people  dose  and  drug  from  the  cradle  to  the 
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grave.  There  is  no  intermission  of  the  pill  or  the  phial  at  the  mouth. 
It  is  swallow  and  rub  on,  ad  infinitum,  ad  nauseum,  until  Death,  like  a 
eunuch,  puts  his  consoling  bow-string  to  the  weasand,  and  twangs  out 
the  breath  of  life.  I  read  also,  for  the  first  time,  the  works  of  Con- 
greve ;  he  who  wore  in  the  old  age,  and  by  the  consent  of  that  great 
poet,  the  poetical  mantle  of  Dryden.  But  I  think  as  a  poet  Drvden 
over-flattered  him.  Congreve  is  heavy,  and  too  often  bombastic  in 
verse,  especially  lyrics  and  odes,  though  his  blank-verse  play  of  *  The 
Mourning  Bride'  is  grand  and  masterly.  It  is  a  tragedy,  for  it  ends 
with  at  least  a  dozen  deaths ;  enough  to  convulse  even  the  boys  at  the 
*  Chatham'  with  horror.  But  Congreve's  prose  plays  are  imexcelled. 
They  are  all  comedies,  genteel  though  smutty,  as  was  every  thing  popu- 
lar on  the  stage  in  his  day.  His  'Bachelor'  and  'Double  Dealer* 
might  with  slight  expurgation  be  brought  out  successfully  on  the  Ame- 
rican stage.  Their  biting  satire  applies  to  the  rakes  and  rou6s  of  to- 
day as  well  as  they  did  to  the  fasnionable  profligacies  of  the  last  cen- 
tury. It  is  a  matter  of  wonder  to  me  that  some  manager  does  not  try 
the  speculation.  *  The  Mourning  Bride*  I  have  caDed  a  grand  piece 
of  blank-verse,  and  so  it  is.  Dr.  Johnson  did  not  hesitate  to  applaud 
it  in  parts,  and  he  was  one  of  those  hedge-hoe  critics  who  are  me  last 
to  confer  merit  on  authors.  In  *  The  Moummg  Bride*  are  many  of 
the  sayings  that  have  passed  into  common  quotation,  and  which  ninety- 
nine  in  the  hundred  who  hear  them  would  credit  to  any  one  but  the 
right  owner.    In  this  play  occurs  the 

^Music  hath  channs  to  soothe,'  eto^ 

and  the 

<  Hkavkn  hat  no  rage  tike  lore  to  hatred  tuned, 
Nor  hell  a  fury  like  a  woman  Boomed.* 

But  with  all  the  momentary  applause  that  followed  the  Ben  Jonsons^ 
the  Marlowes,  the  Malones  and  the  Congreves,  their  fame  was  never 
world-wide,  nor  to  become  so.  They  dragged  dotvn  their  glory  to  the 
tomb,  leaving  their  books  as  shelf-monuments,  to  be  read  in  the  stu- 
dent*s  closet,  but  little  to  be  known  to  the  masses.  Only  Shakspeare 
of  the  play-writers  in  our  language  wrote  for  the  conunon  heart,  the 
conunon  passions,  and  for  all  time.  Death  unveiled  instead  of  obscured 
him,  and  nis  fame  expands  in  proportion  as  he  is  past  its  personal  ad- 
vocacy. Such  is  the  reward  of  that  genius  which  beholds  and  speaks 
great  truths  ;  which  forgets  itself  in  its  utterance,  and,  though  uncon- 
sciously, envelops  itself  m  a  pyramid  of  light  which  pierces  upward 
forever : 

Most  noble  Sbakspb  aks  I  who  hast  song  and  said 

Such  goodly  thinga  as  men  cxm  ne^er  forget ; 
Though  dead  in  flean,  thv  spirit  undecayed 

Doth  walk  abroad,  and  lives  and  conquers  yet. 
Thou  greatest  bard  I  thou  braveet-thougtited  man 

Whieh  time  hath  given  to  teach  all  other  men, 
Thy  name  and  Tame  already  have  outran 

Fame's  ftyrthest  goal ;  and  vet,  to  those  who  ken, 
Thou  hast  but  started  on  the  immortal  course: 
Up  I  onward  still,  with  swift  undying  force, 
Thy  glory  pants ;  we  wistftil  watchers  gaze 

With  awe  and  Joy  to  see  thee  mount  so  high. 

Waving  thy  pinions  in  God's  boimdless  sky, 
Leaving  c^d  earth  in  splendor  and  amaze. 

I  read  also  *  The  Nineteenth  Century*  American  quarterly,  devoted 
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to  progress  as  developed  in  the  radicalisins  of  our  day.  The  number 
was  embellished  with  a  portrait  of  the  American  De  Sta^l  who  contri- 
butes to  its  columns.     Have  you  ever  seen  '  Cora  Montgomery/  alias 

Mrs.  S ,  alias  Madame  C ?  for  she  is  now  emerged  from 

widowhood,  and  married  to  General  C ,  whilom  high  in  Texan 

office.  You  ought  to  know  her,  if  you  do  not,  L.  G.  C,  as  the  most 
masculine-mind^  woman  in  America;  a  perfect  political  Juno  in 
petticoats,  and  more  than  a  master  of  diplomacy  and  tricks  of  state 
than  any  five  statesmen  living.  She  writes  clearly,  to  the  point,  and 
always  with  vigor.  She  loves  to  fight  abolition  fanatics  and  aristocracy 
in  government.  She  is  democratic  to  the  core,  and  all  over  a  South- 
erner in  feeling.  She  is  one  of  the  women  who  are  hterary  without 
being  pedantic.  She  never  bores  you  with  discourse  on  that  point ; 
you  might  talk  with  her  as  a  stranger  for  half  a  day,  and  take  her  for 
a  most  conversationable  nun.  I  like  such  women,  as  I  hate  the  eternal 
reciters  and  gabblers  about  '  what  they  have  written.*  Most  of  our 
literary  women  manage  to  unsex  themselves ;  they  do  n't  positively  put 
on  breeches,  but  tfiey  lose  all  modesty,  and  forget  duties  which  women 
should  most  remember.  Be  sure  that  the  children  of  *  blue  stocking' 
go  as  ragged  and  dirty  as  the  preacher's.  They  cannot  compose  stones 
and  see  that  the  pot  boils  and  the  babies  are  washed.  Madame  C  — — * , 
(or  De  Stael,  for  that  name  well  belongs  to  her,  without  the  personal 
ugliness  and  scandalous  faux  pas  of  its  original  bearer,)  is  not  one  c£ 
these.  She  is  a  true,  modest  woman,  with  a  masculine-thoughted  mind; 
and  her  thoughts  will  one  day  form  a  text-book  of  political  clevernesses, 
if  not  truths.  But  most  of  all,  and  with  gusto,  did  I  read  a  nimiber  of 
*  Old  Knick.'  It  matters  not  what  number,  for  they  are  as  like  in 
marrow  and  fatness,  in  humor  and  wisdom,  as  a  circle  of  sausages  made 
in  the  same  stuffer.  By  the  way, '  L.  G.  C  loves  sausages ;  he  emulates 
therein  a  dignitary  of  the  capital ;  and  if  I  might  liken  a  good  intellec- 
tual thing  to  a  sausage,  I  should  call '  Old  Ej^ick.'  a  tremendous  string 
of  sausages  !  Yes,  I  read  *  Old  Knick.  ;'  always  racy,  and  sometimes, 
in  its  jokes — vide  'Editor's  Table' — like  'J.  B.,'  '  devilish  fimny  and 
devilish  sly !'  Why  does  n't  the  Editor  gather  up  from  that  *  Table'  of 
his  a  volume  of  pearls  and  gems,  and  cast  them  before  us  as  sausage- 
meat  ?  Let  not  his  modesty  deter  him.  Is  he  not  past  his  minority, 
and  installed,  of  his  own  good  worth,  among  the  wortby,  to  stand  clean 
out  of  a  niche  somewhere,  at  least  in  the  Pantheon  of '  Gossip'-ers  ?  For 
one,  I  call  on  him  to  rake  over  the  coals,  (they  have  been  in  ashes  long 
enough  to  test  them,)  and  give  us  the  live  ones  in  a  string.  And  the 
reading  of  these  books  suggests  how  wonderful  is  the  revolution  ci:e- 
ated  and  going  on  by  that  machinery  which  scatters  books  as  dust — the 
press.  The  press  is  the  Atlas,  the  Titan  of  our  age.  The  press  bears 
the  world  on  its  shoulders,  and  heaves  it  into  the  light  It  creates 
mind ;  it  makes  opinion,  and  guides  it.  It  is  a  heart  in  harness  of 
iron,  steam  and  hghtning,  filled  with  free  and  fiery  thought,  and  it 
throbs  against  chains  and  dungeons  and  thrones,  makmg  the  earth  freer 
witfi  every  revolution  of  the  sun.  Warriors  and  statesmen  hear  it  and 
fear  it,  and  priests  and  hierarchs  tremble  at  its  pulsations.  Wherever 
it  exists,  the  seed  of  light  and  freedom  is  planted,  and  can  never  be 
rooted  up.    Tyrants  nor  crafb  can  stand  before  the  press,  for  the  press 
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is  the  fbrlom-hope  of  the  people ;  their  apostle,  their  fortress,  their  in- 
vulnerable rock ;  and  aroimd  it  they  rally  in  the  strength  and  majesty 
of  millions  of  God's  images.  Fifty  years  hence,  and  types  instead  of 
soldiers  will  fight  the  battles  of  the  nations ;  types  will  supersede  bayo- 
nets and  cannon,  and  the  trade  of  the  man-butcher  will  be  a  hideous 
memory. 

But  during  all  this  time,  this  jaunting  through  four  chapters,  tiresome 
enough  to  me,  and  to  the  reader  too,  I  doubt  not,  I  have  forgotten  the 
word  I  would  say  for  labor.  Among  the  beautiful  things  I  saw  on 
.  every  road-side,  in  every  valley,  were  the  grain-fields,  which  I  call  the 
grand  signet  of  toil,  and  the  best  title  to  aristocracy  on  this  round  earth. 
Indeed  I  care  not  in  what  honest  guise  labor  appears,  it  is  transcend- 
ently  beautiful ;  for  it  fulfils  one  of  the  great  laws  of  nature  and  provi- 
dence, and  answers  to  the  first  necessities  of  man.  The  ploughman  or 
the  goatherd  is  a  lord  in  his  own  right ;  a  lord  of  the  soil,  paramount 
to  tdl  swindling  lords  of  parchment  and  all  robber  kings.  1  care  not 
who  disputes  his  title  or  beats  him  back  with  violence,  no  man  can  annul 
his  patent,  or  degrade  a  nobility  gotten  by  him  directly  from  GrOD  ! 
However  estimated  in  courts  or  camps,  he  shall  be,  as  he  has  been,  the 
basis  of  states  and  societies,  and  his  monuments  shall  be  wherever  tem- 
ples and  palaces  and  pillars  rise ;  wherever  the  earth  yields  ores  and 
grains ;  wherever  white  wings  cleave  the  seas ;  wherever  art  and 
science  rear  a  trophy,  and  wherever  humanity  is  exalted^  or  Christianity 
exemplified  in  the  practice  of  its  precepts. 


TEE     THREE     TREA8UBE8. 

T  WAS  on  a  time,  and  in  ye  month  of  May, 
A  little  merrle,  spritely  elfe  one  day 
Hopped  on  ye  piUowe  where  FiNBLLAlay, 
Touched  her  soHe  cheek,  and  saide,  '•  I  praye 
Awake,  faire  maide,  and  liste  to  what  I  aaye  I 

*■  Inahrined  within  my  caslcet  here  I  holde 
Three  treasures  richer  tlian  all  earthlie  gold : 
A  Beantie  which  can  ne  be  boughten  nor  yet  soldo,  ' 
A  biushynge  Modestie  and  Oraee  untoide, 
Which  once  a  goddeu  did  betraye  of  olde. 

*  These  will  I  giye,  and  manie  more,*  quo*  he ; 
« An*  if  thou^  moimte  a  sunbeam  now  with  me, 
And  hie  away  to  where  ye  murmuringe  sea 
Laves  ye  greene  borders  of  oure  isle,  and  be 
A  subjact  to  my  gracious  Queen.* 

Ah,  met 
Ye  maiden*s  heart  did  throb  exoeedinglie  I 
NathelesB  she  pressed  ye  casket  to  her  hearte, 
As  if  firom  home  it  almost  tempted  her  to  parte. 

Juste  then  a  knlgfatlie  bee,  in  azure  veste, 
In  golden  armonre,  and  with  lance  in  reste. 
Of  some  adventure  worth  his  Steele  in  queste, 
To  meete  this  enemie  himselfe  addrest. 

Meanwhile  ye  elfe,  who  hadden  little  leisure 

For  warlike  pastime,  had  it  been  a  pleasure, 

Y*8cared  wsa  beyonde  all  courtlie  measure ; 

Y*vani8hed,  and  quite  forgot  his  treasure ! 

And  thus  it  haps  the  maiden  faire  and  brighte, 

Retaining  still  these  iewels  as  her  righte, 

Is  gorgeowfy  arrayed  in  them  to-nifi^te.  p.  UAaxvnAuu 
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to  progress  as  deyeloped  in  the  radicalisms  of  our  day.  The  number 
was  embellished  with  a  portrait  of  the  American  De  ota^l  who  contri^ 
butes  to  its  columns.     Have  you  ever  seen  *  Cora  Montgomery,'  alias 

Mrs.  S f  alias  Madame  C ?  for  she  is  now  emerged  from 

widowhood,  and  married  to  General  C ,  whilom  high  in  Texan 

office.  You  ought  to  know  her,  if  you  do  not,  L.  G.  C,  as  the  most 
masculine-minded  woman  in  America;  a  perfect  political  Juno  in 
petticoats,  and  more  than  a  master  of  diplomacy  and  tricks  of  state 
than  any  five  statesmen  living.  She  writes  clearly,  to  the  point,  and 
always  with  vigor.  She  loves  to  fight  abolition  &natics  and  aristocracy 
in  government.  She  is  democratic  to  the  core,  and  all  over  a  South- 
erner in  feeling.  She  is  one  of  the  women  who  are  literary  without 
being  pedantic.  She  never  bores  you  with  discourse  on  that  point ; 
you  might  talk  with  her  as  a  stranger  for  half  a  day,  and  take  her  for 
a  most  conversationable  nun.  I  like  such  women,  as  I  hate  the  eternal 
reciters  and  gabblers  about  *  what  they  have  written.'  Most  of  our 
literary  women  manage  to  unsex  themselves ;  they  do  n't  positively  put 
on  breeches,  but  t£ey  lose  all  modesty,  and  forget  duties  which  women 
should  most  remember.  Be  siu-e  that  the  children  of  *  blue  stocking' 
go  as  ragged  and  dirty  as  the  preacher's.  They  cannot  compose  stones 
and  see  Siat  the  pot  boils  and  the  babies  are  washed.  Madame  C  — — * , 
(or  De  Stael,  for  that  name  well  belongs  to  her,  without  the  personal 
ugliness  and  scandalous  faux  pas  of  its  original  bearer,)  is  not  one  of 
these.  She  is  a  true,  modest  woman,  with  a  masculine-thoughted  mind; 
and  her  thoughts  will  one  day  form  a  text-book  of  political  clevernesses, 
if  not  truths.  But  most  of  all,  and  with  gusto,  did  I  read  a  nimiber  of 
*  Old  Knick.'  It  matters  not  what  number,  for  they  are  as  like  in 
marrow  and  &tness,  in  humor  and  wisdom,  as  a  circle  of  sausages  made 
in  the  same  stufier.  By  the  way, '  L.  G.  C  loves  sausages ;  he  emulates 
therein  a  dignitary  of  the  capital ;  and  if  I  might  liken  a  good  intellec- 
tual thing  to  a  sausage,  I  should  call '  Old  Ej^ick.'  a  tremendous  string 
of  sausages  !  Yes,  I  read  '  Old  Knick.  ;'  always  racy,  and  sometimes, 
in  its  jokes — vide  '  Editor's  Table' — like  '  J.  B.,'  '  devilish  funny  and 
devilish  sly !'  Why  does  n't  the  Editor  gather  up  from  that  *  Table'  of 
his  a  volume  of  pearls  and  gems,  and  cast  them  before  us  as  sausage- 
meat  ?  Let  not  his  modesty  deter  him.  Is  he  not  past  his  minority, 
and  installed,  of  his  own  good  worth,  among  the  worthy,  to  stand  clean 
out  of  a  niche  somewhere,  at  least  in  the  Pantheon  of  *  Gossip'-ers  ?  For 
one,  I  call  on  him  to  rake  over  the  coals,  (they  have  been  in  ashes  long 
enough  to  test  them,)  and  give  us  the  live  ones  in  a  string.  And  the 
reading  of  these  books  suggests  how  wonderful  is  the  revolution  cr,e- 
ated  and  going  on  by  that  machinery  which  scatters  books  as  dust — the 
press.  The  press  is  the  Atlas,  the  Titan  of  our  age.  The  press  bears 
the  world  on  its  shoulders,  and  heaves  it  into  the  light  It  creates 
mind ;  it  makes  opinion,  and  guides  it.  It  is  a  heart  in  harness  of 
iron,  steam  and  hghtning,  filled  with  free  and  fiery  thought,  and  it 
throbs  against  chains  and  dmigeons  and  thrones,  makmg  the  earth  freer 
witfi  every  revolution  of  the  sun.  Warriors  and  statesmen  hear  it  and 
fear  it,  and  priests  and  hierarchs  tremble  at  its  pulsations.  Wherever 
it  exists,  the  seed  of  light  and  freedom  is  planted,  and  can  never  be 
rooted  up.     Tyrants  nor  crafb  can  stand  before  the  press,  for  the  press 
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THE     OARRZSR'S     DRBAM. 


Bxxxa  Av  APOz.oor  vo»  av  Aoskxaa. 

In  the  vast  cbamel-lioiiBe  of  Timk  all  in  my  dreams  stood  I ; 

The  gathered  dust  of  ages  past  I  see  around  me  lie — 

All  in  their  marble  oere-olothes  clad,  grim  Death's  cold  panoply  1 

Fartiher  than  mortal  eye  may  scan,  down  the  sepblchral  hall, 
Sleep  by-gone  years  in  long  array,  and  o'er  them,  one  and  idl. 
Berimed  with  dust  and  stained  with  rust,  hang  trophies  of  their  age ; 
Old  pennons  torn,  old  spears  war-worn,  swords  dulled  with  battles'  rage. 
There,  too,  unfurled,  that  o'er  a  world  had  waved  in  Tictory, 
Many  a  hero's  banner  hung — full  low  the  owners  lie  I 

I  heard  a  toll  for  a  parting  soul,  a  wailing  diriek  swept  by : 
Old  Forty-Nine,  that  sough  was  thine  I  and  straight  a  feeble  cry ; 
An  infimt's  wail  comes  on  the  gale ;  for,  see  where  draweth  near, 
A  youthful  heir  to  claim  the  throne  of  the  departed  year  I 

A  long  and  sad  procesnon  moves  adown  the  dusky  usle, 

The  parted  year  is  borne  alonff  to  his  funereal  pile ; 

And  all  around,  before,  behind,  flit  figures  of  the  past, 

Dim  shadowy  things  of  human  form — the  year  had  been  their  last! 

Amid  the  hosts  of  pallid  ghosts,  by  phantoms  dire  led  on, 
CoNsuMFTioN,  with  her  hectic  dieek,  marshals  a  goodly  throng ; 
An  Azure  Fiend,  all  hoUow-eyed,  counts  millions  in  her  train, 
Grathered  from  city  and  from  field,  from  mountain,  hill  and  plain : 
Pale  Famine,  with  her  shrunken  form,  her  sad,  lack-lustre  eye, 
Foul  Dropst,  with  his  bloated  limbs,  fierce  Fevers  too,  pass  by. 

The  bloody  car  of  ruthless  War  leads  on  its  myriads  now : 
Oh !  had  ye  but  have  seen  the  sight,  your  cheeks  had  paled,  I  trow ! 
The  wheels  whose  creak  's  a  dying  sl^ek  roll  on  the  trembling  stones, 
The  ghastly  hubs  were  grinning  skuDs,  the  spokes  were  dead  men's  booet. 


Here  come  the  patriots  of  Rome,  slain  by  false-hearted  Gaul ; 
The  deepest,  darkest,  damning  blot  on  her  escutcheon  fiill  I 


Freedom  for  her  ?    No,  God  forbid  ;  for  her,  the  living  lie  1 
Oh  lay  on  France  the  stripes  and  chains,  and  pass  the  Magyar  by ! 

But  see,  fh>m  once  proud  Hunffary  what  thousands  swell  the  tide ; 
Not  all  were  slain  on  batUe-plam — these  on  their  hearth-stone  died, 
And  these  by  cord,  and  these  by  soimrge,  doomed  by  base  Austrian  Isw, 
That  found  a  hangman  fit  in  thee,  Oh  I  world-aocnrsed  Hatnav  I 
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Ye  Christian  men  and  Christian  reahns,  that  stood  so  passive  by, 
And  saw  the  horde  of  Northern  slaves  o'emm  doomed  Hungary, 
Raise  now  the  voice,  raise  now  the  arm,  lest  such  fiite  be  your  own, 
And  check  the  foulest  murderers  the  world  ere  this  has  known  1 

Caligula,  thou  heathen  brute !  thy  name  shall  be  forgot ! 
Thine  from  the  page  of  history  shall  Time,  Oh !  Nero,  blot ! 
Whfle  pen  may  write,  while  tongue  may  tell,  or  ear  drink  in  a  soondy 
Hatnau,  O  vilest  of  the  vile !  wide  shall  be  tliy  renown  1 

And  with  thee  live  thy  master^s  names,  more  hated  yet  than  thine, ' 
Could  but  a  lower  depth  be  found  in  ct^ogue  of  crime ; 
Oh !  for  a  pen  of  living  fire,  deep  dipped  in  bitter  gall  I 
To  record  all  the  curses  dire,  I  pray  upon  ye  fall ! 

The  world  methinks  is  growing  old ;  the  yellow  leaf  and  sere 
Ib  felling  to  the  wintry  blast — the  end  sure  draweth  near : 
How  long,  how  long  may  such  things  be,  until  a  wasting  flood 
Of  earth^evouring  flame  shall  cleanse  the  monster  stain  of  blood  7 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  morning  sun  is  shining  now,  and  with  its  earliest  ray 
The  direful  phantoms  of  the  night  affi*ighted  fled  away : 
Oh !  may  this  young  time  so  dispel  these  deeds  of  blood  and  fear, 
And  usher  to  a  sorrowing  world  a  peaceful,  Happy  Tear ! 


OUK  OWH  OOURBK  AND  THAT  OF  OOR  Ad- 

viasARY. — Let  the  adventurous  eagle,  him 
of  the  piercing  eye  and  sturdy  wing,  pur- 
sue his  quarry  in  the  pure  expanse  of 
ether,  putting  a  final  clause  to  the  career 
of  many  a  bright-winged  and  glad-voiced 
wanderer  of  upper  air,  wherewith,  to 
fin  the  wide-acape  throats  of  the  eaglets  of 
his  eyrie ;  let  me  bold  fish-hawk  of  the  iron 
beak  and  relentless  purpose  dive  swift  as 
bolt  of  Jove,  deep,  deep  into  the  crystal 
bosom  of  the  lake,  bearing  away  in  triumph 
from  their  parent  waters  the  mottied  trout, 
the  bright-scaled  perch  or  silvery  pike  to 
appease  her  dam'rons  brood ;  let  the  king  of 
beasts  roam  dauntless  through  the  tanked 
maze  of  the  pathless  forest,  or  o'er  the 
■andy  sea  of  Afric's  burning  plains,  and 
ruthless  seize  the  quivering  prey  to  feed 
the  ravening  cube ;  still  will  the  resurrec- 
tionist jacksdl  prowl  midst  the  cadaverous 
remains  of  decayed  mortality ;  the  dii^ust- 
ing  buzzard  flap  her  heavy  wing  o'er  mthy 
carrion,  and  the  vile  tumble-bug  gloat  o'er 
her  accumulation  of  ordure-ous  matter ! 

Onward  and  upward  is  our  course ; 
now  flitting  with  l^htsome  wing  through 
the  airy  regions  of  wit  *,  now  stalking  with 
measured  pace  mid  the  sober  halls  c^  phi- 
losophy ;  and  ever  choosing  from  the  wisest 
and  the  best  to  feed  the  thirsting  votaries 
who  look  to  the  *  Chronicle'  for  their 
mind's  food.    Grovelling  in  the  dirt,  prowl- 


ing midst  the  rejected  dust  and  trash  of 
ages ;  disinterring  the  buried  remains  of 
pestiferous  jests ;  dabbling  in  the  muddy 
waters  of  pseudo-philosophy ;  our  adversa- 
ry p(Hsons  the  wretched  few  who  patronize 
Mm,  and  rankles  an  ever-festering  sore 
upon  the  fair  boscnn  of  our  country's  litera- 
ture ;  a  disgrace  to  humanity,  to  himself, 
and  to  his  readers ! 

Yet  what  better  can  we  expect? — for 
is  it  not  written, '  Ex  nihilo^  nihil  fit  ? 
Which,  reader,  tohich  is  here  the  eagle 
and  which  the  Duoard  ?  Dixi :  we  ]bavo 
said. 


XVOWLEOGB  FOH  THB  FBOPLB. 

xtxicBBB  rovn. 
OAST  BO  KOM  Y. 

Gastronomy,  properly  speaking,  is  the 
science  of  the  table,  but  among  seamen  it 
is  known  as  panthology,  their  food  being 
always  served  up  in  pans. 

We  have  no  institution  in  which  this 
art  is  taughli,  but  in  England  they  have  an 
Eaton  College. 

The  feeding  establishments  connected 
with  our  literary  institutions  are  termed 
'  commons,'  in  consequence  of  the  inferior 
quality  of  food  served  up. 

Starvation  or  absence  from  food  is  a  very 
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popular  mode  among  physicians  of  ridding  had  a  &ther  and  mother/  we  hare  not 

themselves  of  troublesome  patients.  met  with  any  thing  approaching  in  beauty 

Gruel  is  a  conmion  expedient  in  such  the  following  paragraph,  extracted  fi*om 

cases.    The  term  is  a  corruption  of  ^  growl/  an  ^  editorial'  in  the^Tnbune;'  the  sub- 

from  the  effect  which  it  produces  upon  ject  being  the  late  Premdent's  career : 
both  tongue  and  stomach.    It  is  made  by 

thickeningatea-.poonfim  of  flour  or  meal  q^'^^^^^^^Sd^S 

with  s  gallon  01  water.  education  near  his  home,  aodiAer  yean  of  ninr- 

A  few  years  rinoe  the  phjnricians,  fear-  log  (Vom  a  very  painlU  complalia,  was  reUeraii 

ing  that  the  demand  for  food  would  be  by  a  surgical  operation.' 

neater  than  the  supply,  inyented  a  new  -^^  ,^^  f^^  ^  foUowing,  that  al- 

^TT'  '^^  ^1  dyspepsia,  winch  »  a  ^^  ,,  ^  ^^^  ,  ,^,,  y^^  ^^^ 

patent  method  of  starvmg  men  to  death  by  ^  carying-kn"'e  »  not  a '  tragical  a^r,'  it 

a  Blow  but  "ure  process.    The  dyspeiwa  becomes  one  when  perform^  by  a '  cW 

^^^f^^H'^^'^yVo,\i>^ioonn^U>i  ,    We  quote  fr^  the  Wairf.-' 

to  the  *  hystencks'  by  marriage.                •  '^                ^ 

Women  were  probably  intended  to  do  all  (He  confeflsed  to  Captain  Lionard  thai  he  had 

the  carvimr,  since  we  are  informed  that  intended  to  stab  them.  There  was  another  sharper 

T?w,-  «,««^2«««  ♦«  A  na»  #u«  o  v«i«.  «,^*  •  carving-knife  lying  beside  it  on  the  same  table, 

Eve  was  given  to  Adam  for  a  help-meat,  and  hSi  he  takenthat  he  would  have  cut  off  tS 

With  regard  to  the  usances  of  the  tabic,  head  of  Cunninoham,  or  had  he  taken  a  chopper 

we  would  remark,  for  the  benefit  of  the  that  waa  there,  the  conaequences  would  have  been 

uninitiated,  that  it  is  considered  to  be  a  *"***^ 

breach  of  etiquette  to  use  the  napkin  (a  xhe  tulip-mania  and  the  moms  multi- 

table-ck)th)  in  lieu  of  a  handkerchief,  es-  caulus  fever  are  the  only  vegetable  excite- 

necially  if  one  has  a  cold  in  the  head ;  that  nients  ever  heard  of  by  us  until  the  foUow- 

tooth-picks  should  not  be  applied  to  the  jng  startling  announcement  *  met  our  eye.' 

ear  should  the  fingers  be  washed  in  the  As  *  vegetable  excitements'  must  be  grow- 

wine-glass ;  and  that  sUver  forks  are  not  ing  evils,  they  are  much  to  be  deplored, 

intended  to  eat  soup  with.  The  mtelligence  comes  by  telegraph  from 

Gastronomy  and  astronomy  are  different,  Syracuse : 

although  both  are  illustrated  by  a  series  of  „         * 

plates-,  yet  persons  who  have  been  in-  ^^J^JJ^j- a  great  v^table  and  crttle  excite- 

dulging  in  the  pleasures  of  the  table  are 

very  apt  to  see  stars,  and  examine  mtently  Several  very  startling  discoveries  have 

revolutions  both  of  celestial  and  terrene  t*^**  lately  made.    Some  time  since  the 

bodies.  ^Journal  of  Commerce^  found  an  ^epke- 

meraV  artery  in  a  man's  leg;  which  is 

perhaps  the  first  instance  that  one  o(  a 

SftlBOBLLAH  Y .  transitory  and  evanescent  nature  has  been 

met  with. 

.         ELEGANT     EXTRACTS.  jj^^.^  j^  ^^^^  ^^^   ^^^^  ^ 

As  free  and  enlightened  citizens  of  the  ^^^  restored  to  life : 

«  Great  model  Republic,'  we  have  a  thou-  cths  four  persona  attacked  (hesideg  ih»99  to 

sand    causes    for     self-gratolation ;     but  «>A«m  it  jm-oomI /atoO  sie  recovering,  and  proper 

among  the  manifold  blessmgs  showered  precaution  haa  been  taken  to  purlly  the  place, 

upon  our  heads  by  a  ben^cent  Provi-  There  hj^^been  no  c««  raaemtllng  choleni  ^ 

DKNCB,  WO  know  of  none  for  which  wo  

should  be  more  truly  thankful  than  the 

high  moral  tone,  irreproachable  bearing,  proverbial  philgsopht. 

and  brilliant  writings  which  distinfiruiui  -kk                           r^                         ». 

our  daUy  press.    We  have  often  f^dly  ^^^  '*5"»™  ^"^  God  disposes.- A 

imagined  5iat  a  collection  of  those  gems,  "^^!1  ^^  ^f  T  T^'^f^'Z  "^^^ 

80  frequently  to  be  found  in  the  ooLmi  ^^ry  stoenuously  to  the  first  part  of  this 

of  OM  city  ^pers,  would  ihake  a  pleasing  P'*'^^';^  I  ^^'^  ^^  "^^  *^®  °*^  ^"^  °  *  P'^ 

and  readable  tome.    In  illustration  of  this,  P^*®  **  *"' 

we  present  our  readers  with  two  or  three  Avoid  low  Company.  —  G^ood  advice. 

BointQlations :  Never  be  seen  in  company  with  a  man 

Since  the  celebrated  eulogy  upon  the  ^^^  ^^^  ^  ^  cellar ;  neither  wiUi  a  wdl- 

Florida   legislator    *Mr.  Hiooins,    who  digger  or  a  grave-digger. 

^  died  of  the  brown-creaters,'  was  an  in-  Bacchus    has  drowned  more  than 

genjoas  persooi  and  in  his  younger  days  Neptune.  —  Do  n't  know  about  this.  His 
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■ub-marme  Highness  has  caught  many  a 
chap  *•  half-seas  over.' 

Credit  lost  is  likk  a  broken  look- 
iNo-oiAss.  Exactly.  Rather  hard  to 
shave  with  any  longer. 

Father  and  Sons.  —  TJnoommonly 
■mart  &thers  are  very  apt  to  have  uncom- 
monly stupid  sons.  And  we  fear  for  our 
offspring,  when  we  think  upon  Oliver 
Cromwell  and  Master  Dick,  Daniel 
O'CoNNELLand  his  boy  Johnny.  Dick 
was  too  small  potatoes  to  be  made  a  Dick- 
TATER  of;  and  his  &ther*s  mantle  fits 
Master  Jack^iis  a  purser's  shirt  does  a 
bean-pole.  The  great  Richard  of  Eng- 
land, (not  Dick  Cromwell)  was  known 
as  'C<suR  DE  Lion,'  Master  John  will 
probably  figure  as  '■Tite  de  VAne.^  The 
former  raised  men  for  a  Saracen  crusade, 
the  latter  demands  the  Repeal  crews-aid 
in  the  form  of  mopusses.  His  father  re- 
ceived more  purses  than  his  share,  but  we 
fear  the  son's  *  rent'  will,  like  that  of  a 
certain  Secretary  of  War,  be  in  arrears. 
John  is  considered  by  all  to  be  a  broth  of 
a  boy,  which  accounts  for  his  being  so 
much  of  a  soup. 


OOBRESPOITDENOE,  ETC. 

'  A  Friend'  sends  us  the  following  dis- 
quisition upon  the  lines : 

'Ob,  life  is  a  river,  sod  man  is  a  boatf 
That  over  its  surfiioe  is  destined  to  float* 

Most  true,  oh !  king,  and  accounts  for 
many  things,  particukirly  and  especially 
the  propensity  some  men  have  for  getting 
< half-seas  over.'  Some  are  very  fast; 
real  clippers ;  whOe  others  are  decidedly 
slow-sailing  craft.  Some  are  luggers  of 
wood  and  carriers  of  water,  while  others 
with  their  fimcifol  streamers  flying,  yacht 
it  up  and  down  the  world,  having  a  per- 
petual holiday.  There  be  crafts  of  plea- 
sure, and  there  be  crafts  of  busmess; 
there  be  crafts  that  cannot  move  a  peg, 
unless  wound  up  to  a  proper  pitch  wiSi 
steam,  and  a  noisy,  quarrelsome,  turbulent, 
troublesome  set  they  are ;  always  coming  m 
collision  with  something  or  somebody,  until 
a  collapsed  flue,  a  burnt-out  boiler,  a  stove- 
in  bow,  broken  paddles,  or  a  run  down  at 
night,  put  a  stop  to  their  career.  In  fine, 
an  men  are  crafty. 

'  Salt  water'  says  we  are  not  right  in 
Bupposing  that  pitching  and  tossing  and 
turning  up  coppers,  are  the  only  vkses  that 
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ships  are  guilty  of;  for,  he  adds,  they  lie 
to. 

We  extract  the  following  from  a  letter 
to  a  friend.  The  writer  is  evidently  down 
in  the  Musquito  country :  *  This  place  is 
sum,  spesh^lly  in  summer.  Tour  nose 
Ime  tached  to  the  shang  daffers  in  the  diff- 
gin  line.  Oh  Bill  !  ef  ye  could  ondly 
dap  ise  on  the  perduckshuns  of  this  ride, 
jTude  be  silent  enuf  about  yure  &rm.  All 
the  trese  here  bares  poU  -parots  and  monkese 
and  coons  and  go-away-news  and  possums 
and  kokemuts^and  awl  on  'em  a hangin'  by 
thare  tales.  Them  kokernuts  is  full  ov 
milk,  and  the  peple  gits  awl  thare  butter 
and  chease  that  way.  When  thay  want  to 
lie  in  thare  winter  suply,  they  git  tugeder 
a  hull  passel  on  'em,  and  makes  a  long  rope 
out  of  monkese  tales,  and  fiastens  one  eend 
to  the  top  of  the  tree,  and  pulls  backward 
and  for'ard  till  the  milk  is  awl  churned. 

^  When  the  thunder  and  litenin'  begins, 
thare  awl  as  busy  as  beese.  The  thunder 
kurdles  the  milk,  and  they  do  n't  use  run- 
nit,  but  jest  set  to  and  brake  up  the  nuts, 
and  put  the  contents  in  a  bag,  and  ride 
horseback  on  it  till  its  hardenuff,  I  tell  ye.' 

Dear  Readers,  one  and  all,  a  Happy 
New- Year ! 


ANSWERS   TO   OORRESPOlTDBirTS. 

*An  Anxious  Fathsr'  writes  thus:  ^fVkat  am 
J  to  do  with  my  bof  7  He  is  one  of  the  d—Ps 
unaeeoufUables,  StetUs  his  mother's  sweat- 
meats  ;  worries  cais^  dogs  and  rirls  ;  fights 
all  the  small  boys ;  plays  truant  four  days  ami 
office ;  and  threatens  to  set  the  house  on  fire,  if 
I  do  not  quit  thrashing  himJ*  My  very  diear 
and  affiieted  Sir,  the  only  remedy  that  we  wot 
ofy  in  such  a  distressing  ease,  to  have  him  run 
over  by  an  omnibusy  or  blown  up  with  gunpow- 
der. He  will  iwtmediately  become  a  fine,  iiUeUi- 
gentf  interesting^  and  amiable  boy ;  and  should 
he  not  survive  the  operation,  you  will  have  the 
satisfaction  of  learning  from  all  the  papers 
that  condole  with  yon,  thiU  his  loss  was  deeply 
lamentod  bw  a  large  circle  of  loving  and  monm' 
ing  friends  and  acfuaintance, 

*Strsst  Inspkctor^  inquires  if  Canal-street  be 
not  one  of  the  coldest  and  most  disagreeable 
streets  in  the  city,  during  winter.  We  thinh 
not :  there  is  a  BUeclur'Street  just  beyond 
Houston, 

*  Ordkrlt*  asks  why  perturbed  spirits  are  like . 

raw  recruits.  We  take  it  to  be,  because  they 
require  exorcising, 

^  Artiquart'  wishes  to  know  if  any  attendant 
spirit  watched  over  the  safety  of  Ji'oah  and  his 
family  when  upon  the  vast  flood ;  and  if  so^ 
what  one,  Canh  answer  precisely ;  but  if  such 
was  the  case,  suppose  it  mnst  have  been  a«  arch- 
angel, 

*  Crabtrbs'  desires  to  know  what  tribe  of  Indians 

deserves  to  bed — d.  Upon  the  best  informa- 
Uon  which  we  have  been  able  to  obtaiuy  we 
shouU  rather  think  U  mnst  be  the  Creeks, 


Sumzat:  To  Lucy. 
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'Dkt  Uiuumi'  utf  ickf  agks  evirU  artlikta 
gted  a^pttiU.    Baevu*  it  mmka  attftik. 

*Awn  Euea'  vuket  our  adviLa  oAdmJ  tnng  la 
CilifmUa.     Ov  bf  aU  mat,  fttrnf  M». 

'£lTU  'EULD.'  —  fTl  UMlM  tiU  fsn,  wt  lot, 

cUti  nhdJiar  Uu  knar  tknri  la  Cu^  or 
Hfmai.  Wa  nuliiu  U  tki  farmtr,  wit  i<r- 
iMtmlti  imgU  twi  iitu  fltf  *mtmf  [A<  /<ur 


firpir?"o:5,if,se'  ■*'■"" 

"»*'■     Bl"     -pi 

kim,U,Mk       p,y' 


li  mpectjullf  (oUdled  to  tlie  (Blkivliig 
l«l'7VMl.C?in,'aiil'."    '--■'  — 


ibnlcr  iictM  htr^wi  OtS"  v%lt  tjtcU 

UC  f  noiffl-A,  ff  frigkiem'ta^aatkibiu  iu 

Tba  pmatitiGr  woald  embnca  Ibis  opp 
of  iiir<HinLDg  Uw  pubUc  Uut  UiD  fifli  law  i 
appjy  Lo  Bay  Ikt  cbUdren*  womeoi  or  t 
bojs  niBed  In  BrooUju,  in  bli  pwesli 
bU  penaiu  bnlMUig  luiu  for  Uwm  vUl  i 
IbHTOWQilik.  FEIEB  BUR] 


AOTSBTISBUBBT8. 

;H»-EM'S    OREAT    AUEEICAN  HUM- 
UUO^DirecMla  oppoella  Ihe  BuDkumvlllfi 

aUPEBHUUAN  ATTKACTIOSS. 


FiVBHUMbEEDDOLLAKB  iddll 
tnOiay  evIdoDce  Ji  pToducod  of  blj 
■-•'-— App^to 


ilbMUiBj  PowoSir 

I  HI  opportunity  10  AmerlculB  to  palroall4  tbfl  dlA- 
I  tlDffuished  BjilBid  of  Europe. 

1  ba  advBuiigefl  of  tbn  plin  vo  obTlou  aod 
'  nuinlfetl.  A  balplog  huif  will  be  IBU  la  the  d&- 
I  caylDg  eaD\ut  of  buropa.  A  round  loin  pat  Into 
thu  pocbeU  of  the  ■nibKrlbefa,  uui  DmUve  bum- 
bug  wlU  bo  proveoted  from  foUUug  Ui«li  tmk 

N-B.  Kich Bad ncy French prlnU u>d ptctuTH. 

tfalH  country  prBvent  ua  from  Bxhit 
obtBljwd  hj  prlvfll 


A  REAL  ALLIGATOR, 
that  In  endaiToTiiig  to  avtilow  ■  yonog  negro, 
WH  panly  HiDOcUiid  bi  Uie  beela  lodging,  (lee 
palndng)  Bud  In  Itata  coodlUon  va>  hbIIv  cap- 
tured.   Ilia  negro,  who  In  cooBequence  of  bli 

public  BhDBld  doubt  tUa  almpla  itataiaont,  aui\r 
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AtI  BeButjCidM;  but  Lore  and  Trnlh 
OanDareTdte.    Immoftal  Saulh   . 
Climna  e4eta  wllb  Lib,  ud  both  Btaall  ^01 
In  tba  bright  bllia  which  aogeli  knowl 
Lddt  I  «n  jon  Ufti*B  awUM  Bpring 
la  BCaUBrlu  ttomn  Willi  IiiHiih  wlif; 
Mj  prajer  la  that  to  fon  be  gtran, 
Tm  OulMiin^  growth  to  God  and  Hc«Tea 
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XT    OnABLMB    B.    OX.ABXB. 


Tb  tarry  long,  pole  wizards  I  but  at  last, 
In  the  still  hush  of  evening  thin  and  dreary, 
Mantling  our  fields  and  forests,  autumn-weary, 

With  pallid  whiteness  have  ye  snivered  past. 

And  still  ye  flioker  through  the  biting  air : 
While  the  bright  moon,  in  mockery  of  your  sailing, 
Sheddeth  her  ardent  beams,  but  unavailmg, 

Thiokly  where  ding  your  hoar-frost  jewels  rare. 

Ye  are  right  welcome !  by  the  ancient  board. 
While  sparkles  comfort  from  the  generous  ember, 
'T  is  joy  to  quaff  again,  with  old  Decbmbkr, 

The  full  hUarlous  cup,  by  Memory  stored. 

'T  is  joy  to  hear  the  glad,  &miliar  sound 
Of  merry  sleigh-bells,  in  their  busy  tinkling, 
And  o'er  the  carpet  of  your  grateful  sprinkling. 

See  the  gay  whirl  of  Pleasure's  morris-round. 

'T  is  joy  to  follow  o'er  the  slippery  waste, 
Anon,  the  skater  in  his  graceful  swinging ; 
Mark  the  bold  curve,  then  list  the  iron  ringing, 

And  feel  the  dying  hours  grow  feathery-£BK)ed. 

Ay.  these  are  joys :  but  mingling  in  their  chime. 
Are  strains  whose  echoes  tell  no  tale  of  pleasure ; 
That  creep  betimes  across  the  happy  measure) 

Lake  the  lone  plaints  that  blend  the  wild-bird's  mime. 

They  whisper  that  the  fierce  north-coming  ohUl, 
Tbat  only  wreathes  our  ruddy  fireside  brighter. 
That  only  bids  our  home-cheered  heart  beat  lighter, 

Speeds  arrowed  DxATh  o'er  Want's  unguarded  sill : 

Bears  on  its  frozen  wings  a  weight  of  wo 
For  him,  the  toUer,  whom  Disbask  unnnerveth, 
For  her  !  whom  Hope  a  bitter  morsel  s^rveth. 

For  them,  the  thousands  whom  we  cannot  know. 

Then  let  our  radiant  charity  be  flung 

Out  on  the  air  thus  weighed  with  blue-lipped  sorrow, 
Tni  the  fierce  dullness  of  the  hour  shall  borrow 

Kew  cheer  for  us,  and  joy  where  misery  sprung. 
Rochester^  (JV*.  1%)  JVVvcaifrer,  1849. 
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MEMORIES       OF       SUMMER. 


BT   ▲   OOnXTBTlCAV. 


Thet  *rk  gone,  all  gone !  (hose  joyous  days, 
When  balmy  Summer  shed  her  rays 
From  ever  blue  and  laughing  skies, 
And  made  the  earth  a  paradise. 
In  green  and  gold  the  fields  were  dressed, 
The  foot  the  flowery  carpet  pressed, 
And  through  the  grass,  with  ardent  looks, 
The  noon-beams  chased  the  virgin  brooks; 
Which  ever,  as  they  coyly  run. 
Throw  tinkling  laughter  at  the  sun ; 
While  fragrance  hung  upon  the  air. 
And  birds  careered  and  carolled  there, 
And  insects  swarmed  in  tireless  play, 
Dancing  their  giddy  life  away 
In  bacchanalian  merriment, 
As  fiercely  gay,  as  swifUy  spent. 

They  're  gone,  all  gone !  the  gentle  flowers, 
Whose  life 's  the  poetry  of  ours  ; 
Speaking  beyond  the  power  of  art 
In  silent  numbers  to  the  heart. 
And  waking  in  the  enraptured  breast 
Feelings  that  may  not  be  expressed. 
All,  all,  alas !  have  passed  away. 
And  stole  its  lustre  from  the  day ; 
The  modest  beauties  and  the  proud. 
The  solitary  and  the  crowd ; 
Bright-eyed  ones  laughing  o'er  the  meads, 
And  mourners  with  £eir  drooping  heads ; 
And  worshippers  with  tearftd  eye 
AU-meekly  lifted  to  the  sky ; 
The  violet  that  mused  alone, 
like  hermit,  'neath  a  mossy  stone ; 
The  meek-eyed  daisy,  primrose  pale, 
Tlie  queenly  lily  of  the  vale ; 
From  field  and  hill  they  all  have  passed. 
And  left  this  dead  prosaic  waste. 

They  're  gone,  all  gone !  each  happy  bird. 
Whose  song  the  waking  morning  heard  : 
The  road-side  sparrow  chirps  no  more. 
Nor  swallow  skuns  the  meadow  o'er ; 
Nor  firom  the  river's  reedy  brink 
Carols  the  tuneful  bobolink ; 
Nor  linnet,  hid  among  the  leaves. 
His  curious  note  unwearied  weaves. 
No  parent-robins  gather  food 
To  still  their  open-throated  brood  ; 
There,  where  the  cunning  nest  was  seen 
Snug-built  behind  the  foliage-screen 
Of  vmes,  that  o'er  the  portal  crept, 
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And  where  nnsoared  the  birdlrngs  dept, 

Thoiigl)  underneath  friends  cosy  sat. 

And  whiled  the  time  in  lively  chat, 

Or  *  sweetly  sympathetic'  wept, 

While  plaintive  night-winds  round  them  crept. 

And  they  are  gone,  the  friends  so  loved. 

With  whom  we  sat,  with  whom  we  roved ; 

Sometimes  discoursed  in  serious  mood 

Such  wise  as  sober  people  should : 

And  sometimes  (blush  we  to  confess  T) 

Spent  time  in  wiser  idleness ; 

Set  the  unruly  member  free. 

And  bade  it  wag  in  lawless  glee, 

And  lungs  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 

Tin  echo  answered  &r  and  near. 

We  kicked  the  football-iest  about 

Tin  we  had  fiiirly  kicked  it  out ; 

Loud  laughing  when  the  mark  we  hit, 

And  louder  when  we  missed  of  it. 

Or  took  Dan  (tpethe's  *  Faustus'  down, 

With  grammar  eke  and  lexieon. 

To  find  the  meaning  of  our  lesson. 

And  where  we  could  not  find  one,  guess  one : 

Or,  foiled  at  last,  would  smile  to  see 

'  Der  Meitter'*  solve  the  mystery. 

And  now  and  then  a  peep  we  took 

At  ^  Dr.  Sam.'  in  Bozzr's  book  ;  , 

Enchanted  with  the  grand  old  cur, 

Sage,  critic,  lexicographer. 

Poet  and  wit,  as  rolling  there. 

He  bolts  Sir  Joshua's  generous  fare, 

And  belches  forth  such  sparkling  gems 

As  pale  the  sheen  of  diadems ; 

And  an  the  goodly  group  the  whUe 

Their  thoughtful  admiration  smfle. 

Gibbon,  and  ^  Lankky,'  and  Beauolerk, 

Garrick,  and  ^  Goldy,'  Thrale  and  Burke, 

And  {intiar  omnium  I)  mighty  Boz, 

More  than  the  Great  Sublime  he  draws. 

Sometimes  wo  turned  our  Shakspeares  o^er, 
And  ranged  the  realms  of  &ncy-lore, 
In  wHdering  moonlit  mazes  lost 
With  Hamlet  and  his  father's  ghost : 
Or,  chuckling,  watched  the  garden  tnck 
On  Beatrice  and  Benedick  *, 
Dropped  tears  o'er  Desdemona's  &te, 
And  gave  Petruchio  joy  of  Kate  •, 
With  many  an  observation  sage 
Shed  light  upon  the  doubtful  page  •, 
Untied  aU  knots,  and  brou^t  to  view 
More  beauties  than  the  author  knew. 

Or  throwing  books  and  business  by, 
Forth  saUic^  to  the  open  sky,  * 

And  roamed,  a  roystering  company, 
Exultant,  noisy,  &r  and  free ; 
Climbed  to  the  hiU-top's  breathless  height, 
Tlienoe  turned  to  gaze  (O  goodly  sight !) 
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Where  green  Chenango's  glory  lay 
Beneath  the  enamonrMl  eye  of  day, 
At  tofUy  Blumberons  ease  reclined, 
Her  green  robes  waving  in  the  wind, 
With  liquid-silver  ribands*  wound, 
And  lef^  garlands  wreathed  around, 
And  yon  fiff-^leaming  lakelet  set, 
like  jewel  in  her  ooronet 
The  nery-god  arrests  his  car. 
And  bends  to  breathe  his  passion  there ; 
WliOe  the  full  chorus  of  the  groves 
With  nuptial  songs  salute  their  loves, 
Sounds  ojf  the  distant  water&ll 
Embassing  the  sweet  madrigal. 

Then  plunging  into  forest  shades. 
We  sought  the  cool  sequestered  glades. 
Where  holy  Nature  dwelt  alone, 
From  sight  and  sound  of  men  withdrawn. 
And,  myriad-voiced,  her  Maxsr  praised. 
In  temples  His  own  hand  hath  raised. 
But  all-uliworshipful  were  we. 
Shouting  aloud  our  graceless  glee ; 
Laughing  in  consecrated  bowers. 
And  plucking  all  the  holy  flowers ; 
Or  huddled  in  some  leafy  nook. 
Along  the  margin  of  the  brook, 
With  songs  and  cachinnations  there, 
Startled  to  life  the  sleepy  air ; 
Then  spread  our  feasts  to  gods  unknown, 
And,  sated,  left  the  ground  bestrewn 
With  cake  pro&ne  and  chicken-bone. 

Ah !  happy  days  were  those,  I  ween ! 
Those  days  of  gladness  and  of  green.  • 
But  now,  alas  I  in  vain  we  rove 
The  &ded  field,  the  feding  grove. 
And  search  each  memory-blunted  spot 
For  those  we  love — we  find  them  not  I 
The  season  has  begun  in  town. 
And  every  Grothamite  is  flown : 
Where  late  we  saw  their  soul-full  fiioes 
We  gaze  into  cold,  empty  places. 
And  freezing  sUenoe  smites  the  ear, 
Bent  their  funiliar  tones  to  hear. 
They  're  gone,  all  gone !  the  summer  hours. 
The  friends  we  love,  the  birds  and  flowers  *, 
And  these  entrancing  memories  seem 
The  fragments  of  some  fading  dream. 

But  while  we  mourn,  of  these  bereft. 
Thank  Heaven,  our  happy  home  is  leA ! 
And  other  friends,  a  cherished  few. 
And  cheerful  work  enough  to  do. 

*  Onk  of  the  prettiest  ftotores  of  our  landseape  is  ftmiished  hj  the  windingB  through  it  of  the 
beautiful  Cheusugo  and  the  canaL  The  river,  here  Jnat  sweUing  beyond  the  dimeiiei<»B  of  a  mill* 
streamf  wanders  acroflB  the  plain  and  into  the  broad  month  of  the  vall^,*  at  its  own  sweet  win.'  And 
the  bold,  graoeftdcnrrea  of  the  canal  slide  into  the  lines  of  nature  with  an  ease  and  a  decision  which 
fipeak  wen  tx  the  taste  of  the  engineer  (I  had  almost  said  of  the  srtisfc)  who  traced  them. 
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The  wood-pile  laughs  beneath  the  shed, 
The  stove  asks  only  to  be  fed ; 
The  cellar  bulges  with  the  hoard 
Of  good  things  in  its  belly  stored ; 
Our  books  stand  waiting  on  the  shdves, 
And,  bless  the  stars !  here  are  ourselves : 
With  aids  like  these  methinks  we  Ul  do  — 
At  least  we  'U  try  to  rough  it  through ; 
Rejoicing  aye  to  think  how  soon 
The  days  of  absence  will  be  done, 
Stern  Winter  and  his  icy  reign, 

And  all  we  love  come  back  again !  j.  e.  b. 

Jiaiuon  Univerntfj  (JV.  Y^)  November. 


WALDEMAR: 
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TWLOU  Tum  amnMA.v,  nr  'sxlta.' 


WALDEUAR     TO     HIS     FRIEND     OUSTAVUS. 

M.,,af  JtJp  ntky  180S. 

Here  we  are  yet,  dear  Gustavus,  lying  quietly  in  front  of  the  enemy. 
I  do  not  understand  the  reason  of  this  eternal  deltiy ;  the  whole  army 
is  anxious  for  the  battle,  and  all,  with  me,  curse  this  tiresome  inactivity 
which  so  wears  out  our  spirits.  According  to  all  appearances,  we  shall 
remain  here  for  some  time  yet,  and  our  hopes  of  an  engagement  with 
the  French  seem  likely  long  to  remain  unfulfilled.  To-morrow  I  am  to 
advance  with  my  guards  some  fifteen  miles  to  Villarosa.  My  comrades 
envy  me  even  this  change,  for  it  is  said  to  be  a  very  pleasant  spot.  It  be- 
longs to  Count  P ,  who  has  also  considerable  possessions  in  the 

Tyrol,  where  you  certainly  have  heard  of  him.  He  is  living  here  in 
the  bosom  of  his  family,  who,  as  well  as  himself,  are  praised  by  every 
body,  enjoying  the  delightful  rural  scenery.  It  is  not  to  be  denied  that 
one  learns  here,  in  the  rough  companionship  of  war,  how  to  value  the 
privilege  of  living  in  the  society  of  refined  and  intelligent  persons.  But 
such  reflections  are  only  transient.  I  would  we  might  go  into  battle 
to-morrow,  rather  than  live  in  this  intolerable  idleness. 

That  I  should  thus  visit  this  land,  this  Italy,  the  subject  of  my  fondest 
dreams ;  that  I  with  rough  and  bloody  hand  should  help  to  drive  sweet 
Peace  from  its  hallowed  vales,  pains  me  deeply.  I  had  hoped  to  cross 
its  borders  under  other  circumstances.  I  am  a  soldier ;  a  soldier  from 
choice,  from  pure  love  and  thirst  of  battle ;  but  such  wild  passions  suit 
not  this  sky,  this  scenery,  where  every  thing,  in  spite  of  these  troub- 
lous times,  flourishes  in  such  luxuriance  and  beauty.  Oh,  you  should 
see,  my  dear  Welland,  its  richness,  its  splendor  and  bloom!  Who 
could  bear  to  enter  here  at  the  head  of  a  victorious  army  ? 
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ViUarosoj  July  31. 

I  WRITE  to  you  from  Villarosa,  this  Paradise  of  nature.  Friend, 
envy  me ;  envy  me  each  hour  I  am  permitted  to  live  here.  What  a 
circle  of  noble  persons  !  You  should  see  Magdalene  ;  her  tall,  noble 
figure,  her  full  dark  eye,  her  rich  flowing  tresses.  You  should  hear 
the  music  of  her  voice,  sweet  as  the  note  of  a  seraph,  and  you  would 
forget,  as  I  do,  war  and  its  tumults.  The  quiet  samiess — gentle  trace 
of  some  deep  sorrow — giving  a  softening  richness  to  her  exquisitely 
beautiful  features,  and  the  expression  of  fondest  love  that  beams  forth 
from  her  eyes,  make  her  appear  most  unspeakably  ravishing.  But  I 
cannot  describe  her  to  you ;  I  cannot  tell  you  all  the  wild  sensations 
that  with  sweet  intoxication  fill  my  soul ! 

But  I  just  perceive  that  I  have  written  nothing  as  I  should  have 

done.     Know  then  that  Magdalene  is  the  daughter  of  Count  P , 

to  whom  Villarosa  belongs.  An  old  friend  could  not  have  hoped  to 
have  been  better  received  than  I  have  been ;  such  warm-hearted  kind- 
ness has  been  shown  me,  that  I  cannot  understand  my  own  good  for- 
tune. Brother,  now  I  live  under  the  same  roof  with  her ;  am  almost 
always  near  her.  I  accompany  her  on  the  guitar  when  she  sings  her 
native  airs ;  those  sweet  songs  of  love  and  sadness.  She  leads  me 
through  the  beautiful  grounds  of  the  villa,  and  enters  with  such  delight 
into  my  astonishment  at  this  Garden  of  Eden.  Ah  !  she  is  an  angel ; 
a  creature  of  perfect  sweetness  and  gentleness  !  How  I  feel  all  the 
inclinations  of  my  spirit  changed !  I  feel  that  I  am  become  better ; 
that  her  presence  elevates  me.  I  am  happy,  for  I  may  see  her.  In- 
deed, I  am  blessed ! 

FUlarosa,  July  93. 

Thank  God,  as  yet  we  hear  nothing  of  any  change  in  our  quarters  ! 
Probably  the  armies  will  remain  thus  opposite  each  other  for  some 
weeks  yet,  and  I  shall  not  be  compelled  to  leave  my  paradise.  I  never 
thought  that  love  could  so  have  changed  me.  Formerly,  a  continual, 
burmng  uneasiness  drove  me  out  into  the  mists  of  the  distant ;  all  my 
wishes  lay  in  the  future,  and  life  with  mournful  tones  passed  shapeless 
before  me.  But  now ! — all  my  longing  has  ceased,  ana  in  her  hallowed 
presence  the  wild  storm  of  the  soul  is  hushed  in  sweetest  contentment. 
The  present  filk  me  with  inexpressible  bliss ;  and,  moved  by  the  breath 
of  love,  there  is  vibrating  deep  within  me  the  chords  of  a  higher  and 
holier  life. 

With  how  much  kindness  they  treat  me  !  They  do  not  let  me  feel 
for  an  instant  how  burdensome  I  necessarily  must  be  to  them.  What 
noble  persons  they  are  !  The  father,  with  his  eye  fixed  so  calmly  on 
these  stormy  times,  his  tall,  manly,  respect-commanding  figure ;  and 
the  mother,  who  exists  only  in  the  circle  of  her  dear  ones,  embracing 
all  things  in  her  deep  and  holy  love ;  and  Magdalene  —  Magdalene  ! 
He  has  never  known  what  is  holy  and  rapturous  in  life  who  has  not 
seen  in  her  angel-eye  the  dawn  of  a  higher  existence ;  who  has  not 
before  this  pure  shrine  bowed  his  knee  in  sincerest  devotion. 

She  has  a  brother  whom  she  most  fondly  loves.  He  has  been 
obliged  to  absent  himself  on  account  of  a  duel,  and  they  hardly  know 
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where  he  has  gone.  This  is  the  cause  of  her  sadness ;  for  she  clings 
to  this  brother  with  a  love  and  tenderness  that  only  her  own  heart  can 
know.  How  she  told  me  it  all,  with  such  an  expression  of  anguish ! 
How  the  tears  filled  her  eyes  1  I  cannot  tell  you  how  deeply  her 
story  affected  me.  .There  are  no  circumstances  in  human  life  under 
which  the  tenderness  and  nobleness  of  the  soul  are  more  fully  displayed 
than  in  sorrow ;  and  it  is  not  possible  that  diere  can  be  any  thing  more 
afibctingly  touching  than  the  tear-drops  sparkling  in  the  lovely  eyes  of 
one  so  beautiful.  I  told  her  so,  and  she  lelt  it  was  not  a  mere  compli-^ 
ment  Gently  withdrawing  the  hnnd  I  had  seized  in  the  excitement  of 
the  moment,  she  rose  quickly,  and  whispered  as  she  lefl  me  :  '  I  be* 
lieve  you  have  a  kind  heart,  Waldemar  !*  Oh,  you  can  form  no  idea 
of  the  heavenly  sweetness  in  the  tone  of  those  few  words !  For  some 
time  I  stood  and  gazed  at  her  receding  form,  then  threw  myself  on 
the  ground  and  kissed  the  grass  she  had  gently  swayed  as  she  passed. 
Do  you  call  me  a  child,  Gustavus  ?  Well,  yes,  I  am ;  but  I  am  a 
happy  one ! 

At  evening  I  stand  by  my  window  as  long  as  I  can  see  a  light  in  her 
room ;  fi)r  as  hers  is  in  the  left  and  mine  in  the  right  vnng  of  the  villa, 
I  can  look  directly  upon  her  apartments.  Often  do  I  stand  thus  for 
hours  and  watch  the  flickering  of  her  light  until  it  expires,  then  seize 
my  guitar  and  pour  out  its  passionate  tones  on  the  clear  moonlight, 
which  here  under  the  Italian  sky  lies  like  the  spirit  of  the  Eternal 
One  holy  and  quietly  upon  the  earth.  Can  you  form  an  idea  of  the 
bliss  that  then  surrounds  me  with  heavenly  harmony  ?  Have  you  the 
least  conception  in  your  bosom  of  these  raptures  %  No,  Gustavus  ^  we 
never  dreamed  of  such ! 

nUarotOy  Jvlf  SB. 

Oh,  that  I  could  throw  myself  into  your  arms,  that  on  your  brotherly 
heart  I  could  shed  tears  of  deep,  unfathomable  delight !  That  I  must 
endure  alone  this  overflowing  of  endless  joy !  My  poor  heart  cannot 
bear  the  throbbing  of  these  emotions ;  it  must  bre^dc  ! 

Gustavus,  she  is  mine  !  From  her  quivering  lips  trembled  the  con- 
fession of  her  love  ;  she  lay  upon  my  breast,  and  I  dared  to  press  burn- 
ing, glowing  kisses  on  those  lips.  We  were  sitting  together  in  silence 
upon  the  balcony,  lost  in  sweet  dreams,  the  sun  just  setting  behind  the 
mountains,  when  a  squadron  of  our  troops  emerged  into  view,  the  arms 
of  the  riders  flashing  in  the  setting  sun  hght.  At  that  instant  it  seemed 
as  though  the  voice  of  a  spirit  whispered  in  my  ears :  *  Thou  must  de- 
part !'  Magdalene  perceived  my  emotion,  and  sympathizingly  asked 
m^  the  cause.  I  told  her  my  fears,  and  added,  as  I  seized  her  hand : 
*  And  virill  you  shed  a  tear  for  me  V  She  trembled  with  emotion,  and 
gazed  tenderly  into  my  face,  while  the  tears  gushed  into  her  eyes.  I 
could  restrain  myself  no  longer,  but  throwing  myself  at  her  feet,  ex- 
claimed :  '  Magdalene,  I  will  not  disguise  it :  I  love  you  !'  She  sank, 
overcome  by  her  feelings,  into  my  arms,  and  our  lips  sealed  the  holy 
confession. 

When  at  length  I  roused  from  the  sweet  delirium,  what  think  you 
were  my  feelings  ?     The  evening  shadows  indeed  lay  upon  the  earth, 
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cradling  the  world  to  a  gentle  slumber ;  but  there  shone  in  my  breast 
the  li^ht  of  an  endless  day ;  the  morning  of  my  happiness  had  dawned. 
And  how  changed  was  my  Magdalene !  She  stood  as  it  were  trans- 
figured before  me ;  the  spirit  of  a  higher  existence  was  shed  around 
her,  and  the  expression  of  happy  love  shone  in  her  features  like  the 
bright  halo  which  encircles  the  immortal.  Before,  she  was  the  perfect 
woman  ;  now  she  stood  before  me  a  seraph  from  a  better  worla. 

I  have  not  spoken  with  her  parents  yet,  but  I  hope  they  will  not 
blight  our  happiness.  They  love  Magdalene  ^ith  such  tenderness, 
that  I  feel  sure  they  could  not  throw  a  cloud  over^er  sky.  Gustavus, 
if  you  have  never  yet  experienced  the  rapturous  moment  when  love 
wraps  two  hearts  in  sweet  confUsion  and  fills  them  with  highest  earthly 
bliss,  if  you  have  never  heard  the  heavenly  words  *  I  love  mee  1'  faUing 
fi:om  lips  you  love,  then  you  can  form  no  idea  of  the  fiahomless  joy» 
the  soul-thrilling  joy,  of  requited  affection  ! 

Share  my  happine^,  dear  Gustavus  ;  she  is  mine  !  —  mine  by  the 
choice  of  her  own  heart,  and  mine  by  the  consent  of  her  parents ! 
They  make  no  objection  to  me ;  they  receive  me,  stranger  as  I  am, 
into  the  beautiful  circle  of  their  love.  Does  not  every  thing  conspire 
to  gratify  my  fondest  wishes,  sooner  than  even  I  had  dared  to  hope  % 
Does  not  every  thing  lovingly  unite,  even  in  these  stormy  times,  to  es- 
tablish sweet  peace  forever  in  my  breast  1 

I  have  told  them  all  my  plans ;  how  that  from  love  of  arms  I  had 
joined  this  campaign  ;  how  I  intended,  when  it  was  over,  to  obtain  my 
discharge,  sell  my  property  in  Bohemia,  and  return  to  my  happy  Italy, 
there  to  live  for  Magdalene  and  the  pleasant  duties  of  our  youthful 
loves.  I  told  them  all,  and  believe  they  felt  that  at  least  I  would  not 
make  her  unhappy.  I  pressed  them  to  make  a  speedy  decision,  for  I 
expected  every  moment  orders  to  march ;  and  they  at  length  gave  us 
their  blessing.  Gustavus,  when  the  father  led  her  to  me  and  said : 
*  Take  her — she  is  the  joy  of  my  life — and  make  her  happy !'  when 
she  sank  into  my  arms  and  the  kiss  of  ratification  burned  on  our  lips 
in  the  holy  presence  of  her  parents,  I  was  lost  in  bliss ;  all  the  angels 
of  heaven  descended  into  my  soul,  and  bore  down  to  me  a  most  be- 
witching Eden.  I  revelled  in  the  fulfilment  of  dreams  that  now,  in 
beautiful  reality,  were  blooming  on  the  path  of  my  life.  Surely,  Gus- 
tavus, such  happiness  was  never  intended  for  me ! 


FUlarota^ 


Dear  Friend  :  What  days  of  Eden  I  am  now  enjoying  in  the  circle 
of  those  I  love.  The  fether  and  mother  strive  in  every  manner  to  show 
their  regard  for  their  new  son,  and  Magdalene  lives  only  for  me.  We 
are  together  the  live-long  day,  and  she  seems  to  grow  more  noble,  more 
lovely,  more  holy  every  hour.  I  have  told  you  of  her  taste  for  music : 
she  is  anticipating  great  pleasure  when  Brodier  Camillo  returns.  Ca- 
miUo,  she  says,  sings  a  clear  and  beautifiil  tenor,  and  then  we  shall  have 
many  a  pretty  trio  together.    I  am  quite  anxious  to  see  my  new  brother. 
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They  cling  to  liim  with  such  fondness  that  they  are  moved  ahnost  to 
tears  whenever  they  are  reminded  of  his  absence,  and  that  is  hardly 
for  a  moment  to  be  avoided,  for  there  is  everywhere  some  memento  of 
him.  They  love  dearly  to  talk  of  Camillo.  He  must  be  a  noble  fel- 
low. I  think  of  him -always  as  a  tall  young  man,  full  of  spirit,  decision 
and  energy ;  strong  in  body  and  in  soul ;  a  youthftil,  proud  athlete. 

Besides  her  singing  and  playing^  she  sketches  also  beaudiully.  She 
loves  most  to  draw  historic  scenes,  and  in  the  execution  has  attained 
an  astonishing  degree  of  perfection.  She  has  just  finished  one  repre- 
i  senting  Horatia  at  the  moment  when  she  discovers  in  her  brother  the 
conqueror  and  slayer  of  her  lover.  The  expression  of  the  maiden's 
face,  in  which  one  can  read  the  strong  struggle  of  conflicting  emotions 
within,  is  most  happy.  To  me  the  drawing  was  touching.  The  sim- 
ple forms  have  maae  a  deep  impression  on  my  mind.  You  ought  to 
near  her  talk  about  it,  to  see  how  feelingly  she  enters  into  the  painful- 
ness  of  Horatia's  position.  She  does  not  blame  the  slayer  of  the  lover, 
she  blames  the  iron  destiny ;  for  the  brother  as  Roman  must  conquer ; 
and  not  Horatius  but  Rome  thrust  the  sword  into  that  loved  bosom. 

Magdalene  is  now  drawing  from  memory  a  likeness  of  her  brother 
for  me.  Her  parents  say  it  is  excellent,  so  life-like  does  her  memory 
call  up  his  image ;  but  I  am  not  to  see  it  until  it  is  finished.  Gustavus, 
what  an  endless  chain  of  heaven-like  joys  and  feasts  of  love  shall  my 
future  be !  How  my  gentle  M.  will  adorn  our  beautiful  circle !  I 
shall  live  days  I  would  not  give  for  all  the  treasures  of  the  world. 
Those  are  indeed  happy  feelmgs  we  experience  when,  safe  from  the 
storms  of  the  sea,  our  ship  in  full  sail  enters  the  harbor ;  but  it  is  with 
anticipations  of  highest  earthly  delight  that  we  look  out  upon  the  rosy 
mommg  streaks  of  love.     Gustavus,  my  day  has  dawned. 
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What  I  have  long  feared  has  happened.  I  must  part  with  her ;  I 
must  leave  my  beautiftd  Magdalene.  This  morning  I  received  orders 
to  retire  fifteen  miles  from  Villarosa  by  day-break  to-morrow.  The 
enemy  is  probably  advancing,  and  our  general  desires  to  receive  him 

on  the  advantageous  heights  of  C .    Alas !  war,  on  which  I  once 

dwelt  with  such  enthusiasm,  has  become  wholly  insupportable.  The 
thought  that  I  might  lose  Magdalene  fairly  makes  my  soul  shudder,  and 
dark  forebodings  haunt  my  dreams.  If  it  were  only  to  advance ;  but 
to  retreat,  to  leave  Villarosa  and  all  that  is  dearest  on  earth  in  the 
power  of  the  enemy,  it  almost  makes  me  mad !  I  am  not  one  of  those 
iron  spirits  that  can  hear  everything ;  dare  everything  I  can  indeed ; 
but  to  attain  my  point  through  patient  endurance,  there  I  lack  the 
power.  How  hated  is  every  moment  in  which  I  cannot  see  Magdalene ; 
m  which  I  cannot  press  her  to  this  throbbing  heart !  Ah !  I  am 
Waldemar  no  more !  I  cannot  summon  resolution  for  the  parting ; 
the  proud  consciousness  of  manly  power  bows  before  this  agony  of 
feeling. 

""""  Aieeardino,  Aug,  Itk, 

Gustavus,  let  me  pass  in  silence  the  scene  of  our  parting,  Magda- 
lene's tears,  my  anguish  and  her  last  kisses.    I  obeyed  my  orders,  and 
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have  now  been  three  days  in  Riccardino.  It  is  a  great  comfort  to  me 
that  from  one  window  of  my  new  quarters  I  can  see  Villarosa,  where 
my  loved  ones  are.  I  am  continusdly  at  that  window  looking  out  to- 
ward it,  and  the  intense  longing  of  my  spirit  seems  as  though  it  would 
burst  this  bosom!  Everything  around  me  is  so  tiresome  and  dull; 
even  the  tumults  of  war,  for  there  is  considerable  confusion  from  the 
number  of  regiments  stationed  here,  has  no  interest  for  me.  I  have 
now  but  one  feeling;  a  burning,  maddening  longing,  which  almost 
rends  this  frail  body !  Magdalene !  Magdalene !  how  unchanging  is 
my  love !     I  cannot  live  thus  separate  from  thee ! 


7Vo  kaiiT*  later, 

GusTAVus,  I  am  in  a  phrenzy  of  excitement !  My  dark  forebodings 
are  approaching  their  fulfilment.  The  general  has  ordered  us  out,  and 
beat  for  volunteers  to  storm  Villarosa.  The  enemy  have  taken  posses- 
sion of  it,  and  seem  determined  to  intrench  themselves  on  the  heights. 
That  I  should  be  the  first  to  volunteer  you  can  well  understand. .  I  shall 
rescue  Magdalene  from  the  enemy ;  what  a  heavenly  thought !  But 
that  I  shall  cause  death  within  those  peaceful  halls,  shall  help  to  disturb 
that  beautiful  home,  to  which  she  clings  with  such  inmost  love,  can  I  do 
that!  dare  I  do  it!  Oh!  conflict  of  duties!  But  I  must  take  the 
chances.  The  struggle  will  be  sharp.  The  enemy  cannot  be  exceed- 
ingly strong,  yet  my  band  is  small.  But  there  is  need  of  alertness  on 
every  hand,  for  the  enemy  expect  hourly  large  reinforcements.  Shield 
me,  God  !  Duty  and  love  call  me !  With  blood  must  I  achieve  my 
destiny! 

Thus  far  run  Waldemar's  letters.  A  few  moments  after  he  ad- 
vanced with  his  brave  guards  on  Villarosa.  Already  they  neared  the 
outposts  of  the  enemy. 

Waldemar  had  hoped  to  approach  unnoticed  by  a  path  leading 
through  the  cypress-grove,  the  path  he  had  so  oflen  threaded  in  hap- 
pier hours,  under  the  very  walls  of  the  Castle,  but  the  enemy,  to  whom 
his  attack  had  probably  been  betrayed,  fell  unnexpectedly  upon  him. 
The  conflict  was  fierce,  and  soon  they  were  engaged  hand  to  hand. 
Waldemar's  guards,  seeming  to  know  they  were  contending  for  their 
leader's  bride,  pressed  fearfully  up  against  the  foe.  Maddest  of  all 
fought  the  French  officer,  a  young  man  of  noble  figure  and  dauntless 
bravery.  Waldemar  met  him  several  times  in  the  fight,  but  they  were 
as  often  separated  by  the  changing  tide  of  the  battle.  At  length  the 
French,  unable  to  bear  up  against  the  flirious  charge  of  the  Guards, 
threw  themselves  into  the  Castle.  The  young  officer  defended  the 
entrance  with  the  energy  of  despair.  Waldemar  threw  himself  upon 
him  with  all  his  force.  He  yielded,  and  the  Guards  poured  after  their 
victorious  leader  into  the  Villa.  Waldemar  followed  his  obstinate  op- 
ponent from  room  to  room,  in  each  of  which  the  contest  was  renewed, 
calling  on  him  to  surrender,  but  in  vain;  instead  of  answering,  he  only 
fought  the  madder.  Both  were  already  bleeding  from  many  wounds, 
when  suddenly  it  seemed  to  Wsildemar  as  though  he  heard  the  sound 
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of  Magdalene's  voice.  The  thoueht  nerved  him  with  new  energy, 
and  he  summoned  all  his  remainmg  strength.  His  antagonist  sanky 
pierced  through  the  heart.  At  this  moment  Magdalene  and  her  father 
burst  into  the  room.  *  Brother,  unhappy  brother !'  broke  from  her  lips, 
and  she  fell  lifeless  upon  his  body.  Despair  fell  upon  Waidemar.  He 
stood  thunderHBtruck,  overwhelmed  by  tne  thought  of  a  brother's  mur* 
der.  At  lene^th  Magdalene  revived.  Her  first  glance  fell  on  Waide- 
mar, then  on  his  bloody  sword.  She  swooned  again,  and  fell  back  upon 
tibe  bleeding  body  of  her  brother.  They  bore  her  away,  and  her  aged 
&ther,  who  had  stood  with  his  eye  fixed  in  death-like  ^aze  upon  his 
son,  followed  in  silence.  Waidemar  remained  alone,  with  the  reflec- 
tion that  he  had  destroyed  the  happiness  of  those  he  held  most  dear. 
Soon  the  Count  returned.  He  had  recovered  his  self-possession,  and 
held  out  his  hand  to  the  murderer  of  his  son.  Waidemar  was  over- 
come ;  he  sank  at  his  feet,  and  moistened  his  hand  with  his  tears ;  but 
the  old  man  drew  him  to  his  heart,  and  both  wept  aloud  in  each  others 
embrace.  When  the  Count  had  sufficiently  recovered  himself  he  nar- 
rated to  Waidemar  how  his  son  CamiUo,  eJter  he  had  been  obliged  to 
leave  on  account  of  the  duel,  had  taken  service  in  the  French  army, 
and  a  few  days  before  had  agreeably  surprised  them ;  how  Magdalene 
had  told  her  brother  of  her  Waidemar,  and  how  he  rejoiced  in  the  hope 
of  knowing  and  loving  the  friend  of  his  sister.  Waldemar's  frame 
^ook  with  anguish  at  me  recital.  He  raved  as  one  mad,  and  the  Count 
snatched  the  sword  out  of  his  hand  to  prevent  him  from  taking  his  own 
life. 

But  now  the  anxiety  depicted  in  every  movement  arrests  their  atten- 
tion. Alas !  Magdalene,  whose  tender  fii-ame  could  iU  endure  such  a 
^ock,  was  dying ! 

Waidemar  became  frantic  with  despair ;  he  prayed  the  count  to  let 
him  see  Magdalene  once  more,  and  threw  himself  at  his  feet  Trem- 
bling with  emotion,  the  stricken  father  turned  away  that  he  might  not 
refrbse  the  unfortunate  man  this  last  request  Magdalene,  whose  heart 
struggled  painfully  between  affection  and  horror,  could  hardly  be  per- 
suaded to  see  again  the  slayer  of  her  brother ;  but  her  lovely  spirit,  so 
near  its  departure,  overcame  the  reluctance,  and  undying  love  con- 
quered.    But  here  is  a  fragment  of  another  letter  from  Waidemar : 

'  GusTAvus,  I  am  ruined !  I  have  murdered  the  peace  of  three 
angels !  The  stain  of  blood  is  on  me,  and  despair  throbs  in  my  veins ! 
Gustavus,  curse  me!  Fearfully  do  visions  of  the  past  haunt  me; 
they  win  drive  me  mad.     I  am  crazy  now! 

*  Once  more  have  I  seen  her  whose  heaven  of  joy  I  have  destroyed ; 
once  more  she  looked  on  me  with  all  the  tender  expression  of  former 
love,  and  faintly  whispered :  *  Waidemar,  I  forgive  you !'  These 
words  went  like  a  dagger  to  my  soul,  and  I  sank  down  at  her  feet 
With  her  last  effort  she  tried  to  raise  me — to  draw  me  to  her  bosom ; 
but  her  strength  failed,  and  she  sank  dead  into  my  arms  1 

'  Griistavus,  Gustavus,  despair  is  hurrying  me  to  her  again ;  yes,  I  am 
hastening  after  her.  She  has  forgiven  me,  the  lovely,  the  sainted  one, 
but  I — I  cannot  forgive  myself  I  I  must  offer  up  myself;  only  by 
blood — by  my  blood — can  I  wash  the  stain  from  my  soul ! 
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*  Farewell !  I  dare  not  contend  with  my  destiny.  I  have  murdered 
my  own  peace.  Farewell,  thou  true  brotherly  spirit ! — God  in  mercy 
will  let  me  die !' 

His  last  wish  was  granted  him.  That  little  skirmish  was  the  pre- 
lude to  a  decisive  battle,  and  the  following  day  saw  the  two  armies  join 
in  fearful  conflict  Waldemar  fought  with  desperation,  rushed  mto 
the  heart  of  the  hostile  army,  and  foimd  what  he  sought — deadi  I 
Pierced  through  with  countless  bayonets,  he  sank  in  the  thickest  of 
the  flght,  and  the  last  word  that  breathed  forth  from  his  dying  lipawas 
*  Magdalene !'  His  companions  in  arms,  who  loved  him  with  generous 
enthusiasm,  sought  him  out  after  the  battle,  and  with  tears  of  man]^ 
sorrow  laid  him  in  the  family  vault  at  Villarosa,  by  the  side  of  bis 
much-loved  Magdalene. 


THE        CREMATION. 


BT  WZZ.X.ZAK  BBroaXB  OLASIBB. 


To-night  my  eyes,  tear-laden,  have  wandered  sadly  o^er 
The  lines  that  told  a  passion,  sleeping  now  to  wake  no  more. 

From  each  mute  and  voiceless  syllable  are  dreary  memories  bom, 
That  with  fingers  dim  and  spectral  point  to  days  forever  gone. 

*  Forever,'  oh !  *  Forever !'  't  was  the  word  you  breathed  to  me 
When  your  girlish  £uth  you  plighted,  with  the  stars  alone  to  see. 

False  BoroU  and  flalser  passion  I  how  it  haunts  me  lying  there, 
Bead  into  my  deepest  memory,  treasured  up  to  mook  despair. 

:  Tears  of  joy  have  (alien  on  it,  and  again  and  yet  again 

^ '  Have  my  lips  sought  out  the  places  where  your  fingers  might  have  lain. 

Foolish  tears,  ye  were  but  squandered !  idle  was  the  niinging  kiss  1 
Of  the  love  that  blazed  so  brightly  there  is  nothing  left  butSiis. 

Ere  this  too  be  cold  in  ashes,  let  the  voices  of  the  past 

Speak  once  more  unto  thy  spirit,  speak  for  this  time  and  the  last 

We  were  young  in  life ;  no  shadows  fell  upon  our  lightsome  way ; 
There  was  then  no  night  of  sorrow  that  would  never  break  to  day : 

No  passion  heart  inwoven,  no  memory  so  deep 
That  the  wave  of  Lethe  only  could  lull  it  into  sleep. 

Then  I  lingered  in  the  sunlight  of  thy  deep  and  pleadmg  eyes. 
Then  I  felt  firom  out  the  fountains  of  my  heart  a  love  arise. 
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Not  unloying  was  thy  accent,  not  of  anger  was  thy  bhish, 

When  the  words  '  I  love  you !'  came  to  break  the  twilight's  holy  hnah. 

But  the  lip  on  mine  that  quivered,  and  the  orimflon  on  thy  brow, 
Seemed  to  say  with  chiding  fondness :  ^  Canst  thon  doubt  I  love  thee  now  V 

Doubt  thee ! — if  from  out  the  silence  of  the  sky  a  voice  had  rung, 
Saying  *■  Doubt  her !'  all  the  closer  to  thy  heart  I  would  have  dung. 

Then  the  distant  gleaming  glory  of  the  stars  appeared  to  lie 
Reflected  in  the  lustre  of  thy  timid  upturned  eye. 

Then  I  seemed  to  hear  life's  volume  dosed  with  soft  and  muffled  sound. 
And  a  whisper,  saying,  ^  Read  no  more ;  thou  hast  the  secret  found  I' 

But  to-night  the  stars  have  lighted  their  mournful  fires  agun. 
And  to-night  my  heart  is  saying,  ^  Did  she  love  thee  even  then  ? 

'  Didst  thou  think,  in  that  sweet  moment  when  her  kisses  lightly  fell. 
That  to-night  the  only  accent  on  thy  lips  would.be  ^  Farewell !' ' 

Yet  it  must  be ;  through  the  midnight  with  a  dreary,  hopeless  tone, 
The  wind  the  word  repeateth,  and  repeateth  that  alone. 

I  must  sift  thee  from  my  spirit ;  I  must  sever  thee  from  thought ; 
In  the  net  of  my  remembranee  must«thy  image  ne'er  be  caught. 

There  were  hopes  my  heart  had  guarded ;  let  them  perish  in  their  prime ; 
b^  Let  no  answer  to  their  longing  come  from  out  the  future  time. 

fri? 

Q2|  There  were  springs  that  blessed  life's  journey ;  let  me  never  of  them  taste : 

There  were  green  spots  where  we  rented ;  let  them  be  a  barren  waste.  . 

•   .  It  was  summer  when  I  met  thee,  and  with  hues  as  bright  and  gay 

™  As  the  summer's  wooing  blossoms,  dawned  love's  twiUght  into  day. 

*"^  \        It  was  autumn  when  we  parted,  when  the  flowers  no  more  were  lair, 
and  jlU    When  the  maple  tossed  his  bloody  arms  upon  the  frosty  air. 

of  or 

&Olf         So  the  autumn  of  the  spirit  came  with  sudden  step  on  me, 

pi/  And,  with  hues  at  death  the  brightest,  fdl  the  leaves  from  passion's  tree. 

F 

/  Wherefore  do  I  speak  of  pasrion  ?  here  are  words  that  seem  to  rise 

From  its  hotliest  blazing  sdtar,  firom  its  purest  sacrifice. 

Did  they  spring  from  young  Aflection  ?  did  they  Truth's  impression  wear? 
No  I  the  Falsehood  looked  from  out  them  with  a  leaden,  mocking  stare ! 

Brighter  blaze,  ye  flames  that  flicker,  fiercer  yet,  ye  embers,  glow, 
W^e  amid  your  red  embraces  this  uiithlesB  scroll  I  throw  1 

AH  is  dark :  anud  the  forest  of  the  pines  with  sullen  roar 
The  midnignt  ?nnd  is  saying,  *  No  more,  oh  I  never  more  1' 

UoUowell^  Maim, 
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SPROUTS. 

Who  ever  heard  the  like  of  it? 

It  really  is  terrific ! 
I  do  nH  believe  Time  ever  brought 

A  season  so  prolific : 
An  odd  mysterious  influence  seems 

Pervading  all  the  air, 
For  scarce  a  house  in  all  the  town 

But  lo !  a  baby  there. 

Our  pleasant  neighbor,  Mrs.  BoDOiy 

Now  quite  a  faded  matron, 
Presented,  only  yesterday, 

Her  husband  with  a  fiit  one : 
Indeed,  the  doctor ^s  wife  herself 

Is  by  the  times  infected, 
And  hope's  fruition  swells  her  breast 

With  gladness  unexpected. 

Now  nurses  have  become  so  scarce 

That  fathers  go  distracted. 
While  robust  doctors  droop  beneath 

The  labors  thus  exacted. 
The  caudle-cup  upon  the  hearth 

Becomes  a  sort  of  fixture, 
And  druggists'  clerks  are  overwhelmed 

With  cfUis  for  soda-mixtore. 


From  myriad  little  boys  and  girls, 

On  life's  broad  prairie  lancung, 
I  hear  one  universiol  wail 

Their  little  lungs  expanding ; 
I  hear  admiring  maidens  cry, 

*  How  very  like  its  mother  I' 
Though  not  a  single  one  can  I 

Distinguish  from  another. 

Ye  printers,  set  your  types  at  work ; 

Here  is  a  premonition. 
That  fresh  recruits  for  ^  Mother  Goosi' 

Demand  a  new  edition : 
And  thou,  O  miracle  of  mind  I 

Whom  parents  toast  in  bumpers, 
Creative  genius !  latest,  best. 

Bring  on  your  baby-jumpers ! 

The  fact  that  *  liative'  rule  will  last 

Is  now  developed  clearly ; 
So  turn  fresh  furrows  to  the  sun, 

And  fell  great  forests  yearly ; 
Let  formers  stUl  expand  their  fields, 

And  ampler  calls  will  meet  'em ; 
Potatoes  always  pay  to  raise 

When  there  are  mouths  to  eat  'em. 
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Then  dig  away,  ye  sons  of  toil ! 

Root  out  the  last  year's  stubble ; 
Plant,  sow  and  reap,  until  the  soil 

Its  greatest  yield  shall  double  \ 
Here  is  a  hungry  army  come 

Your  hoarded  heaps  to  find, 
And  it  will  sweep  them  all,  nor  leave 

A  gleaner's  share  behind.  j.  x. 


A     REVELATION. 


<HaLloo,  my  Fancie!  whither  woold'st  thoa  go^^ 


It  was  my  fortune,  during  the  period  of  early  manhood,  to  become 
acquainted  with  a  lady  of  delightful  conversational  power,  much  en- 
ergy and  vivacity  of  nund,  and  great  goodness  of  disposition :  my  senior 
by  many  years ;  and  who,  vnth  the  tact  that  properly  belongs  to  her 
bright  sex,  found  diversion,  and  perhaps  interest,  m  examining  the  im- 
pulses of  a  young  unpractised  existence  of  the  other  sex,  where  the 
heart  still  *  promised,  what  the  fancy  drew.* 

Perhaps  it  may  have  been  in  reward  of  the  docility  and  frankness 
with  which  I  submitted  to  the  analysis,  and  exposed  unreservedly  my 
hopes  and  fears  of  after-life  to  her  judgment ;  perhaps  it  may  have 
been  impulsively  and  without  premeditation,  that  she  raised  tihe  veil 
from  off  a  picture  of  domestic  life,  (of  which  we  had  been  conversing,) 
and  gave  me  a  lesson  that  I  have  never  since  forgot 

Young,  ardent  minds  of  either  sex  look  forward  in  this  country  to 
that '  state  of  untried  being,'  called  Marriage,  almost  with  the  dreamy 
imaginings  of  fear  and  hope  with  which  they  regard  an  interchange  of 
worlds.  '  Love,  says  Madame  de  Stael,  which  is  a  mere  episode  in  the 
life  of  man,  forms  the  life  of  woman/  But  this  observation,  applicable 
and  just  to  our  sex  in  Europe,  is  far  less  exact  in  America,  where  those 
of  our  youth,  who  deserve  the  name  of  American  Youth,  labour  on 
from  day  to  day,  in  hope,  in  industry,  in  ceaseless  toil,  in  self-denial ; 
picturing  to  themselves,  as  the  precious  reward  of  a  long  course  of 
purity  and  exertion,  the  perspective  joy  of  sharing  the  fruits  of  this  life 
of  untiring  labour  with  the  one  Being  to  whom  they  can  ever  say,  *  In- 
treat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to  return  from  following  thee ;  for  whither 
thou  goest,  I  will  go ;  and  where  thon  lodgest,  I  will  lodge  ;  thy  people 
shall  be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God  :  where  thou  aiest,  I  will  oie, 
and  there  will  I  be  buried :  the  Lord  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if 
aught  but  Death  part  thee  and  me.' 

This  is  Love.  This  is  Marriage.  This  is  Love  and  Marriage  in 
America.  This  is  that  state  of  unity  of  which  the  Almighty  hath  said, 
*  And  they  twain  shall  be  one.'  That  spiritual  union,  of  which  the  com- 
munity is  perfect ;  in  which  thoughts  that  spring  up,  and  have  their 
root  in  the  one  soul,  grow,  and  bourgeon,  and  effloresce,  throughout  the 
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whole  being  of  the  other.  Flowers  of  the  one  mutual  existence ;  aspira- 
tions of  the  one  perfect  heart.  Perfect,  because  of  it's  being  *  one 
made  of  twain.'  Like  the  binary  Stars  of  upper  Heaven.  Like  the 
indissoluble  union  of  Light  and  Heat.  Like  Truth  and  Love  direct 
from  the  bosom  of  God,  intermarried  with  each  other  in  the  beam  that 
gives  us  Life !  Quiet  thyself  now,  my  Pancie,  and  tell  us,  in  her  own 
^  words,  the  story  of  the  vivacious  lady, 

*  I  am  bom,  as  you  know,  of  one  of  the  old  Huguenot  families  of 
South  CaroliuEu  I  inherited  hardly  any  thing  that  could  be  called  for- 
tune, and  had  still  less  pretension  to  that  which  is  considered  beauty. 
But  my  education  had  not  been  neglected,  and  I  had  been  brought  up 
with  the  utmost  care  by  parents  widi  whom  I  was  long  in  constant  in- 
tercourse, and  who  were  distinguished  by  that '  grace  beyond  the  reach 
of  art,*  that  refinement  of  thought  and  manner,  3iat  I  befieve  come  into 
the  world  only  with  one  small  class  of  our  species. 

*  With  these  slight  advantages  it  was  with  great  pleasure,  not  immin- 
gled  with  surprize,  that  I  found  myself,  on  my  first  Visit  to  the  North, 
addressed  by  one  of  the  most  agreeable  young  men  that  I  had  ever 
chanced  to  meet.  Like  myself,  he  was  of  good  family  and  small  for- 
tune. He  had  been  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  was  struggling  to  acquire 
that  professional  eminence  which  to  my  mind  has  ever  been  far  above 
the  distinction  that  is  conferred  by  mere  wealth.  I  entered  into  all  his 
plans  with  a  deep,  full  heart.  I  longed  to  struggle  by  his  side ;  to  ani- 
mate him  with  my  own  fervour ;  to  cheer  him  in  his  exertions ;  and,  in 
the  visions  of  the  day,  it  was  my  delight  to  share  in  advance  the  pro- 
mised fame  of  his  fiiture  eloquence  and  rank.  In  short,  I  loved  him ; 
and  we  were  married. 

*  The  halcyon  days  of  our  early  union  passed  like  a  dream  of  joy — 
as  beautiful,  as  bright,  and,  I  have  sometimes  thought,  as  fleeting !  —  for 
the  transport  with  which  he  used  to  return  homeward  soon  passed  away. 
The  animation  with  which  he  used  to  depict  the  cases  at  court  and  to  re- 
cite the  arguments  of  counsel  on  either  side  was  no  longer  to  be  seen, 
or  felt,  or  heard.  He  seemed  no  more  to  cherish  the  hope  of  success, 
but  entered  the  house,  careworn,  oppressed,  and  iatigued ;  and  I  had 
ceased  to  welcome  him  at  the  door. 

*  Frequently  I  retired  to  my  chamber,  when  he  left  me  for  the  o£fice, 
questioning  myself  to  know  by  what  fatal  change  I  could  have  forfeited 
his  love.  *  Good  God  !'  I  said,  *  have  compassion  upon  me !  It  was  all 
that  I  had  of  value,  and  it  is  taken  from  me !  I  gave  myself  utterly  to 
him !  I  staked  my  all  upon  the  hazard  of  this  die.  It  is  cast.  I  have 
lost,  and  am  forever  ruined !  In  what  have  I  changed  1  He  did  not 
expect  fortune  with  me !  He  knew  that  I  had  no  beauty !  He  must 
have  seen  that  the  slight  attraction  I  possessed  was  drawn  from  him,  as 
planets  borrow  from  their  Sun.  I  am  undone,  undone  forever !  My 
husband !  my  husband's  love  is  lost,  lost  to  me !' 

*  The  habit  of  brooding  over  such  thoughts  as  these  had,  of  course, 
its  efiect  upon  my  health  and  spirits.  I  lost  much  of  the  freshness  of 
youth,  and  all  its  buoyancy  of  manner.  When  my  husband  came  home, 
he  encountered  my  swoln  eyes,  and  trembling  lips,  and  misplaced 
colour,  and  without  a  word  of  explanation  between  xis,  we  seemed  tacitly 
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to  have  arrived  at  the  fixed  conclusion  that  we  had  been  each  mistaken 
in  the  other,  and  were  altogether  unfit  for  the  relation  in  which  we  stood. 
A  distance  that  seemed  every  day  extending  was  interposed  between 
us.  We  both  suffered  deeply,  but  grew  too  proud  for  any  explanation 
or  advance : 

*  ^  Had  we  never  lovM  so  kindW, 
Had  we  never  lov'd  so  blindly, 
Never  met,  or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted.* 

'  At  this  juncture  the  seasons  changed,  and  brought  on  to  the  North 
the  usual  concourse  of  Southern  visitors.  Among  them  was  a  dear 
friend  of  my  lost  mother.  She  visited  me  repeatedly,  and  gazed  on  me 
with  her  dark  inquiring  eyes.  One  morning,  while  We  were  examining 
the  house  together  in  which  I  lived,  she  was  shewn  to  my  chamber. 
She  placed  one  chair  opposite  another,  and  desired  me  to  sit  down. 
She  took  both  my  hands  in  hers,  and  regarded  me  as  if  she  would  have 
exchanged  eyes.  The  door  was  closed,  and  we  sat  together  a  moment 
in  silence. 

'  *  Do  you  know,  my  child,'  said  she,  in  her  calm  still  way, '  that  I 
strongly  suspect  you  to  be  a  mere  simpleton  ?  You  fancy  that  you  have 
lost  your  husband's  love ;  confess  to  me,  is  it  not  so  V 

*  T  could  only  reply  with  my  tears,  which  I  felt  to  be  coursing  down 
my  cheeks. 

* '  I  thought  it  was  so.  I  knew  it  to  be  so.  Yes !  it  is  the  period  for 
the  first  trial  of  married  life  where  marriage  is  destined  to  be  nappiness. 
Look  at  these  hands  —  which  she  held  in  hers  —  these  beautiful  hands  ? 

Mr.  Waters,  in  those  days  my  hands  were  considered  beautiful.' — 

*  Madam,'  I  replied,  *  they  are  always  regarded  and  cited  as  models  for 

sculpture' *  these  hands,  which  are  precisely  those  of  your  mother,' 

she  went  on,  *  these  hands  are  married  to  each  other ;  animated  by  one 
spirit,  bom  to  aid,  and  strengthen,  and  gratify  each  other ;  individual 
existences,  but  only  perfect  when  united :  what  could  they  do  apart  1  — 
how  perfect  in  their  sympathy  for  each  other !  Think  of  all  the  ofiices 
that  they  perform  together !  Are  they  not  one  in  every  action  of  life !  Do 
any  words,  or  expressions  of  affection,  or  of  passionate  regard  pass  be- 
tween the  two  ?  and  yet  what  would  not  the  one  do  for  the  comfort  and 
happiness  of  the  other  ? 

*  *  This  is  the  state  which  you  and  your  husband  have  attained.  De- 
light in  it.  It  is  incomparably  superior  to  the  feverish  existence  by 
which  it  was  preceded.  Have  this  figure  always  in  your  thoughts. 
Meet  him  to-day  when  he  returns  home  as  the  cheerful  tranquil  ever- 
ready  left-hond,  without  which  the  right  could  little  do,  but  which  is  far 
inferior  to  the  right  in  strengtli  and  skill,  and  be  assured  that  all  his  past 
love  is  trifling  compared  to  the  sensation  which  you  now  awaken  in  his 
heart' 

*  Upon  this  hint,  I  changed  my  course  towards  him.  I  have  ever 
done  so.  I  have  exacted  nothing,  and  have  regained  his  heart,  and  have 
been  truly  happy ;  and  the  day  is  never  to  be  forgotten  by  me  when  I 
saw  that  my  husband,  in  regarding  me,  gazqd  on  me  with  a  look  of 
long-sustained  delight  as  the  mother  of  his  boy,^ 

I  have  written  out  this  essay  with  interest,  for  I  know  that  it  will  be 
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read  by  her  who  is  the  vision  of  my  heart ;  whose  happiness  is  more  than 
most  other  things  precious  to  me.  And  I  would  close  it  with  the  injunction 
and  the  words  of  the  Persian  poet,  and  say,  henceforth  *  Let  the  night- 
ingale of  Friendship  kiss  the  rose  of  Conciliation.'  jobh  w^xsm. 


STANZAS. 


Bt  AV  OZ.D   AWD   ALWAYS    WBZ.0OKK   C0HTBXBT7TOR 


I. 


November  was  dying ;  I  went  to  the  wood, 
But  found  no  blossom  to  deck  his  bier  : 

So^l  that  I  offered  him  —  all  that  I  eould, 
Was  a  laurel-wreath  —  and  a  tear. 

XI. 

For  every  floweret  of  every  hue. 

In  field  or  forest,  golden  or  red ; 
Star-like  aster,  and  gentian  blue, 

Like  the  season  itself,  was  dead  ! 

III. 

How  was  it,  my  lady  went  after  me, 

And  gathered  a  garland  so  fresh  and  fair  ? 

Why  had  I  eyes,  and  could  not  see  ? 
For  I  wandered  every  where. 

IT, 

Oh  1  H  is  no  wonder  —  her  foot  on  the  hill. 
The  touch  of  her  robe,  as  she  fluttered  by, 

Seemed  the  coming  of  SpriQg^  shrub  and  nil, 
And  the  violet  opened  Hs  eye. 

Nor  is  it  strange  that  inanimate  things 
Should  believe  it  was  April  that  smiling  came. 

And  mistake  her  breath  for  the  new-bom  Springes, 
Since,  myself,  I  have  done  the  same. 


VI. 


For  oft  as  I  hear  her  step  in  the  hall, 
Or  her  merry  laugh  in  the  morning  air, 

Or  see  her  leap  over  the  mossy  wall, 
And  sweeten  the  wind  with  her  hair : 


▼II. 


Then,  spite  of  the  cold  north-wind  and  snow, 

I  count  it  no  longer  a  winter's  day, 
Though  the  faithless  calendar  call  it  so, 

In  my  heart  I  am  sure  it  is  BIat.  t.  w.  r. 
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WAGSTAFF,     Editor. 
I 


CIRKELATE! 


To  every  individooal  reader  of  the 
*  Flag-Staff'  we  wish  them  all  the  com- 
plunentB  of  the  season.  Eighteen-flfty 
breaks  the  back  of  another  centoory,  and 
while  we  have  hitherto  been  travelling  on 
rising  ground,  recollect  that  we  are  now 
going  down  hill.  Lock  the  wheels ;  do  nH 
go  too  fast  with  your  revolutions,  or  else 
yon  'n  run .  off  Uie  bank.  Lewis  Flip 
stays  where  he  is,  but  the  Poop  of  Rome 
is  going  back  to  the  Vacuum  as  soon  as 
they  can  get  the  house  whitewashed.  He 
is  only  the  Ninth  Pious  Poop  they  have 
had  to  Rome :  appears  to  us  a  small  num- 
ber out  oi  so  many.  We  wish  him  a 
merry  Christmas.  The  *  Flap-Staff* 
entertains  not  the  least  unfriendly  feeling 
to  Pious.  He  has  got  a  good  name,  and 
we  hope  a  good  natur'. 

Since  our  last  happy  new-year,  General 
ZicHA&Y  Taylor  has  been  elected  Presi- 
dent of  the  Uniten'd  Stets.  He  fought 
our  battles,  and  we  put  him  in.  We  have 
one  fault  to  find  with  him  and  his  cabbin- 
net — that  we  have  not  yet  received  that 
hispektreship  of  ashes.  It  appears  to  us 
that  it  was  a  very  small  modulum  for 
what  we  done  for  him,  and  we  will  not 
say  that  we  will  tiphold  the  leading  mea- 
sures of  his  administration  if  it  is  to  be 
withheld ;  we  could  not  in  justice  do  it. 
To  him  and  all  our  fellow  men  we  have 
the  best  feelinks.  Oh,  that  they  would 
■how  a  little  corresponding  feeling  for  us  ! 
ngow,  while  it  is  to-day.  All  turkies, 
geas,  chickens,  sassages,  souse,  spare-ribs, 
chine,  hed-cheas,  and  other  things  of  that 
natur,  will  reach  us  at  this  orifice. 


*  Do  your  best,  and  then  you  will 
be  prepared  for  the  worst,*  said  that  cor- 
ruscation  of  genus,  George  Washington 

Smith.     What  truth  and  poetry  combined  , 

is  contained  in  that  sentenshos  sentens !     I  dcncc  by  one  of  his  compositors  who  came 


The  ^  Chronicle^  man  is  ashamed  of  his 
*No  PrmcipaP  theory.     We  suspek  we 
have  galled  him  pretty  essentially  on  that 
p'int,  causin'  him  to  twist  and  squirm  in 
a  sundry  variety  of  ways.    He  now  an- 
nounces that  he  will  go  for  *  the  principals 
of  Number  One,  and  no^AtnAr  dse;*  the 
most  barefaced  confession  of  selfish  con- 
duck  we  pretty  near  ever  seen.    A  man 
who  goes  for  the  principals  of  Number 
One  and  nothink  else  wUl  do  no  good  in 
this  world,  and  is  a  disgrace  to  the  press. 
He  wonH  give  a  six-penoe  to  a  beggar ; 
he  won't  give  Mr.  Bilorovb  but  four  shil- 
lings for  killin'  his  hogs,  when  he  demands 
seventy-five  cents  5   he  will  feed  himself 
up  wiA  ice-creams  and  every  think  nice, 
when  he  do  n't  care  three  shavings  for 
what  any  one  else  has.    In  short,  he  is 
friendlier  to  hisself  than  to  any  of  his 
friends,  and  will  think  nothink  of  putting 
on  a  clean  shirt  on  his  own  back  on  a  holi- 
day, while  he  will  let  a  poor  man  wear 
s'iled  linen.    This  will  give  the  readers  of 
the  ^  Flag-Staff'  a  little  idea  of  Uie  igno- 
minyus  conduck  of  going  for  the  principals 
of  Nunjber  One  and  nothink  else.    Oh, 
fy!   fy!   brother  Chronicle!      How  can 
you  hang  out  your  sign  on  the  coroner  of 
the  street  and  act  so  ?    He  also  accuses  us 
of  stealin'  his  spellin' ;  the  most  ridiculous 
chdarge  which  was  ever  thrust  down  the 
throat  of  the  public  with  the  ram-rod  of 
folly.     How  could  we  steal  his  spellin'  ? 
It  is  the  most  poverty-stricken  spellin'  we 
pretty  near  ever  seen.     We  can  prove  an 
allybi  on  that  murder.     We  are  sure  there 
is  n't  a  rag  to  pick  on  that  bush.    Oh,  no ; 
we  would  n't  steal  your  spellin'  any  more'n 
we  would  your  readin',  and  that  is  n't 
wery  extensive.     He  '11  be  accusin'  us  of 
stealin'  his  hand-writin'  next,  we  shouldn't 
wonder ;  but  he  need  n't  alarm  hisself  on 


that  score;  for  we've  bin  told  in  confi- 
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here  to  try  and  get  a  sitooation  onto  the 

*  Flag-Staff,*  &it  his  writin'  was  so  bad 
that  he  had  been  worn  down  to  nothink 
but  skm  and  bone,  and  his  head  turned 
prematoorly  gray,  a-tryin  to  decifer  it : 
which  wo  knowed  to  be  quite  true ;  for 
we  seen  him  often  before  he  went  to  work 
on  the  ^  Chroniele,*  and  a  &ttcr  man  was  n't 
to  be  found  in  all  the  town. 

Another  thing :  he  has  wrote  some  po- 
etry in  his  last,  which  he  calls  by  the  name 
of  *  Fytte.'  We  hope  he  won't  *  give  us 
^  Fyttes'  *  agin.  Judgin'  from  the  meter, 
we  should  think  it  was  oonwulsion-fits  in- 
stead of  a  fit  of  inspiration.  We  do  hope 
our  feller-citizens  will  not  let  this  man  do 
the  talking  for  Bunkum.  lie  ain't  qua- 
lified.   

It  affords  us  the  most  un- 
feigned disappointment  and 
regret  to  inform  our  readers 
that  our  wife,  Mrs.  Wag- 
staff,  has  abscondod.  We 
have  done  every  think  to 
ihumor  this  woman  for  a 
great  many  years  or  more,  and  all  of  it  of 
no  use't.  On  Hiursday  last  she  seized  her 
bonnet  and  new  shawl,  for  which  we  only 
recently  paid  ten  dollars,  and  said  she 
was  a-goin',  and  ran  out  frautik,  wo  calling 
her  back.  Seeing  she  did  not  come,  we 
ran  after  her,  first  down  Elm-street,  so 
into  Main,  then  she  steered  for  Terraxi- 
cum,  (by  which  time  a  crowd  got  collected, 
we  shouting  at  the  top  of  our  voice,)  so 
on  to  Willum's  and  Bunkum-Square. 
Our  warm  friend  Alderman  Binklet 
here  assisted  us,  (she  being  a  cousin  of 
his,)  shouting  out  with  stentorian  lungs  : 

*  O,  Mrs.  Waostaff  !  Mrs.  Waostaff  ! 
Mrs.  Waostaff!'  till,  seeing  that  she 
tumod  a  deaf  car,  he  sot  down,  on  the 
coal-box  on  the  stoop  of  Mr.  Smith's 
store,  and  wept  like  a  child.  Mr.  Bigs- 
LBT  was  also  very  kind,  and  tried  to  head 
her  off  in  Terraxicum-street.  The  last 
glimpse  which  we  got  of  our  wife's  calico 
was  a  hundred  yards  from  our  own  door. 
Let  her  abscond.  We  cannot  help  it. 
We  will  find  bread  for  our  twelve  children 
if  our  advertising-list  will  do  it.     The 

*  Flag-Staff'  will  be  continuous  as  usual. 

We  married  Mrs.  Waostaff  on  a  rainy 
Friday  mornin'  in  18  hundred  and  18,  and 
was  soon  unhappy.  She  would  never  let 
us  bo  a  night  out  of  the  house,  nor  let  us 
enjoy  the  company  of  a  friend.  If  we 
wanted  to  take  a  glass  of  wine '  with  a 
friend,  she  sot  opposite  and  looked  daggers 
at  OS,  so  as  our  friend  would  n't  come  ag'in. 


We  expostulated  with  her.  We  remon- 
strated. We  said :  *  Do  n't  do  it  V  We 
said :  *■  Madam,  there  '«  money  for  your 
shawls.  Do  n't  be  always  a-nolakin'  ub  go 
in  the  track  *,  do  n't  always  be  a-usin'  £0 
break  and  puttin'  the  switch  on!'  A 
spell  ^go  we  even  took  her  to  the  theay- 
ter.  We  done  every  think  for  her.  Now 
we  mean  to  get  a  divorce. 

N.  B. — Subscriptions  for  the  <Flao- 
Staff'  received  at  this  orifice.  No  debts 
paid  of  her  contracting. 


As  appropo  of  the  above,  we  as 
journalists  have  also  to  record  that  Mr. 
Jerothnail  Pode  has  absconded ;  hut  not 
with  Mrs.  Wagstaff  !  A  year  ago  an 
unfortunate  speculation  in  shingles  brought 
him  to  the  verge  of  absqnatulation.  But 
there  ain't  where  Jerothnail  missed  it ; 
we  thmk  it  was  in  believing  what  Isaac 
Pond  told  him  about  patent  suspenders. 
These  articles  altogether  fell  short  of  what 
was  confidently  expected  of  them.  They 
did  not  hitch  so  high  as  to  realixe  what 
was  presumed  they  would,  and  the  steel 
spring  took  up  so  much  ile  as  to  eat  up  afl 
the  profits,  and  not  much  of  a  meal  at 
that.  There  's  where  the  great  error  in 
calkelation  lay ;  for  though  they  would 
hoist  a  man  cff  the  ground  like  hoas- 
power,  yet  when  you  came  to  put  in  the  ile 
the  account  would  n't  come  out  square. 
How  many  very  ingenus  creaturs  get  run 
aground  in  this  way  !  They  can 't  seem 
to  look  up  the  street  and  round  the  comer 
at  the  same  time.  They  make  wheels  to 
go  by  wind,  but  they  stand  stock  stiU  when 
you  come  to  put  them  in  water.  Ton 
have  got  to  look  at  all  parts  if  you  want 
to  make  any  executive  work  go  sliok. 
Wliy  did  n't  Jerothnail  think  of  the  ile  T 
We  have  always  sot  a  good  deal  of  store 
by  him,  both  as  a  store-keeper  and  a  man. 
Ilowscver,  perhaps  he  ?ias  n^t  absconded. 
He  may  have  gone  to  see  his  uncle  Zkrub- 
BABEL,  up  at  Jericho  South,  and  be  back  on 
Monday  morning.  We  await  the  issoo  in 
suspense.   It 's  a  strange  world  we  live  in ! 


We  been  tarred  and  feathered  sinoe 
our  last,  owing  to  some  altercation  with  an 
individooal,  (not  McGooselbt.)  Altoge- 
ther it  was  an  outrageous  business,  and 
will  undergo  a  legal  investigation.  The 
feathers,  which  are  of  a  good  quality,  and 
aperiently  fresh  picked  from  a  goes,  are 
for  sale  at  this  offis. 
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We  have  had  a  moett  extromery  seasoti. 
Never  before  have  we  knowed  the  lips  of 
December  to  kiss  the  cheek  of  a  rose.  As 
we  saw  these  Boreas  blasters,  which  are 
nothink  more  than  a  Zephyr  grown  old, 
smackin'  away  at  the  r^,  red,  fragrant, 
full-blown  cheeks  of  Miss  Damask,  we 
said  to  them,  ^  Kiss  and  take  your  leaves  / 
We  will  record  it  in  *  Flaq-Staff  j'  upon 
honor  we  will  1 

We  want  to  warn  our  friends  from  the 
ked'ntry  to  keep  their  eyes  wide  oping  and 
their  hands  in  their  pockets  when  they  go 
to  'York.  It  is  one  of  the  wickedest  spots 
in  the  TJniten'd  Stets.  The  foUowen  suck- 
umstans  occurred:  A  friend  of  ours,  a 
constant  subscriber  of  the  '  Flag-Staff,' 
Mr.  Solomon  Bagsley,  of  Bunkum,  was 
in  the  Fulton  Market,  selling  cabbages  and 
buying  a  piece  of  corn-beef.  A  quite  a 
wo-b^ono  individooal  comes  up  to  him, 
and  offers  to  sell  him  a  big  silver  watch. 
Twenty  dollars  he  asked,  and  he  would  by 
no  means  take  that,  but  he  was  wery  dis- 
trest  for  pecunary  means.  *  Oh,  no,'  Mr. 
Bagsley  said ;  ^  he  could  not  give  it ;  he 
wanted  the  money,  and  he  did  n't  want 
the  watch.'  *  Would  he  then  come  into 
the  followin'  arrangement :  to  let  liim  have 
only  five  dollars,  and  take  the  watch  ?  It 
war  n't  perobable  he  should  call  for  it : 
ony  it  was  an  ole  &mmely  time-piece,  ana 
to  let  him  redeem  it  for  ten  dollars  at  some 
futur'  time  ?'  *  Oh !  wal,  why,  yes  !  Mr. 
Bagsley  did  n't  keer  if  he  did  do  that.' 
^  Tou  '11  find  there 's  no  mistake  about  its 
goin^ ."  says  the  watch-seller ;  *  I  '11  set  it 
a-goin'  for  you ;'  and  with  that  he  gi'n  it 
a  wrench  or  two,  and  commenced  a-'rap- 
pin'  it  all  round  with  bits  o'  newspaper. 
Mr.  Bagsley  gi'n  him  the  money,  and  he 
left  the  field  of  action.  A  wunnerful 
chubby-cheek'd,  red-face  sort'of  a  young 
butcher  kept  lookin'  knowin'  and  grinnin', 
and  last  he  hollered  right  out.  Says  he  : 
*  Look  a-here,  my  friend,'  says  he,  *  look 
a-here :  what  '11  you  bet  you  have  n't  got 
a  atun  ?'  This  kind  of  nettled  Mr.  Bags- 
ley,  who  takes  the  *  Flag-Staff'  punc- 
tual, and  he  swore  some,  (he  done  wrong 
to  swear,)  and  *  What  do  you  mean  ?'  says 
he.    *  Why,  you  've  a  stun,  friend,  'rap- 

ShI  up  in  them  papers.'  '  'T  ain't  so,'  says 
AGSLEY,  quite  sharp.  *  What  '11  you  bet 
it  aint't,  respected  and  dear  Sir  ?'  *  I  '11 
bet  you  five  dollars !'  says  Bagsley,  his 
spunk  getting  on  top  of  his  prudence,  and 
keepin'  it  down.  *  Done !'  said  the  young 
man  ;  *  plank  the  tin !'  Our  friend  done 
so ;  ho  then  commenced  un'rappin'  it,  and 


took  off  the  ^  Courier  and  Enquirer'  news- 
paper, then  ^The  Express,'  then  ^The 
Her'ld,'  then  ^  Momin'  Star,'  and  lo  and 
behold  nothmk  but  a  small  round  cobble- 
stone I  .  We  suppose  there  was  a  haw-haw 
unequal'd  in  the  whole  histOTy  of  haw- 
haws.  The  wery  dead  bulls'  eyes  seemed 
to  stare  right  out  of  their  sockets,  and  the 
cleavered  beef  to  gape  open  wider.  One 
ole  fish-woman  put  her  hands  right  onto 
her  waist,  sot  down  on  her  stool,  and  cried, 
she  did.  So  the  jolly  young  butcher  put 
his  five-dollar  bill  into  his  pocket,  and  Mr. 
Bagsley  threw  the  stun  away  and  walked 
off.  But  oh !  when  hk  wife  found  it  out ! 
Oh!  oh! 

The  Session  of  Congress  has  com- 
mence, and  we  are  now  going  to  throw 
out  some  remarks  for  their  good.  We 
see  they  can  't  get  no  Speaker  as  yet. 
Bime-by,  we  're  afoered,  there  will  be  too 
many  Speakers.  That  ain't  all :  they  HI 
8peak  too  much!  They  usually  spend 
the  fust  part  of  the  session  in  ballotting, 
and  the  middle  in  doinff  nothing,  and  the 
latter  ecnd,  when  the  busineos  ought  to 
taper  off  gradual,  and  come  to  the  sharp 
p'int  of  an  accomplished  good,  which  will 
puncturate  into  all  time,  they  get  the  busi- 
ness all  huddled  up  like  a  drove  of  sheep 
in  a  corner,  and  nothing  to  do  but  to 
scratch  and  hurry  and  sweep  together  the 
biUs  and  papers,  the  most  of  which  they 
chuck  under  the  table.  While  the  mem- 
ber from  Bunkum  is  windicating  himself 
against  the  aspersions  of  the  member  from 
Tinnecum,  and  like  enough  go  right  up 
and  slap  him  in  the  face  before  the  hull 
house,  there  our  uncle  John  R.  BonE- 
MusEs  claim  for  spoliations  on  his  land  and 
robbin'  his  cattel  in  the  last  war,  written 
out  in  a  clear  hand,  lies  onto  its  back  in  a 
more  eloquent  silence  than  all  their  spout- 
ings,  by  far.  I  have  told  my  uncle  John 
for  the  last  ten  years  that  he  'U  get  nothin' ; 
not  one  Sue  Markee.  Representatifii  of 
the  people,  slappin'  you  onto  the  back,  we 
say  to  you  firmly,  yet  with  apparent  kind- 
ness, ^  Alter  your  tictacs  in  this  matter. 
Tou  are  now  all  assembled.  Pick  out 
your  boardin'-housen,  unpack  your  trunks, 
hire  your  washerwoman,  get  your  ded» 
arrange,  smooth  down  the  paper,  do  n't 
read  newspapers  or  write  letters,  but  mind 
your  business,  for  which  you  get  eight 
dollars  by  the  diem  ;  too  much  by  half  for 
any  think  you  do  and  for  the  way  you  do 
it.  We  do  n't  want  to  hurry  you  too 
much.  Bury  your  coUeagnes  decently; 
they  ain't  any  of  'em  dead  yet,  but  they 


56 


Bunkum  FlcLg-Staff  and  Independent  Echo.      [January, 


always  do  die.  They  come  from  fever  dis- 
triks  half  sick  with  swamp  air  and  election 
excitements,  go  right  into  eating  custards 
and  ice-creams  they  never  been  used  to, 
and  by  the  time  they  get  ready  a  long 
speech  and  ammunition  to  ram  down 
some  where  or  other  into  the  barrel  of 
the  time  of  the  house,  get  knocked  over 
with  the  bilious  dysentary,  take  sick  and 
died.  Wc  do  n't  want  to  speak  lightly  of 
this  matter.  It  is  a  solemn  and  awful 
tiruth.  Be  respekful.  Wear  your  crape. 
Praise  them  up  in  a  tolerabul  size  speech 
if  they  deserve  it,  and  if  they  do  n't  it 
ain't  much  matter.  These  things  are  a 
mere  matter  of  course.  They  are  your 
feller  men,  and  as  they  cannot  any  more 
speak  a  good  word  for  themselves,  and 
nobody  to  think  of  'cm  again  except  a 
widow  cryin'  her  eyes  out  thousands  of 
milds  off  in  Texas  or  California,  and  we 
dono  but  what  we  may  say,  putty  soon,  in 
Canady  or  Kooby ;  and  us  it  is  the  last 
time  that  many  of  them  will  be  again 
thought  of  on  airth,  it  is  proper  and  chari- 
table, and  we  dono  but  what  it 's  right^ 
to  pile  up  the  laudations  to  a  pretty  eon- 
siderabul  p'int  of  haighth.  Well,  after 
you  have  got  your  cheers  and  sot  down, 
the  fust  thing  is  the  President's  Message. 
We  have  great  hopes  of  tliat  dockymcnt. 
For  once't  in  the  history  of  the  ked'ntry 
we  want  that  it  should  be  short ;  and  if  it 
only  comes  any  thing  like  up  to  those 
Palo  Alty  and  Resacca  de  Palmy  and 
Benny  Visty  despatches,  it  will  be  the  best 
and  at  the  same  time  the  greatest  paper 
that  was  ever  spread  before  the  session  of 
Congress.  The  General  showed  his  good 
sense  in  war. 

If  he  only  called  for  a  little  more  grape 
on  the  white  boss,  he  is  n't  agoin'  to  deal 
in  long  verhaitim  reports  in  the  White 
House.  He  never  V3as  wordy,  but  he  done 
A  good  deal.  And  it  was  bccase  he  said 
so  little  and  done  so  much  that  the  sovring 
people  heisted  him  right  onto  their  backs, 
and  with  one  oheargo  at  the  mouth  of  the 
bagnet  pitched  him  right  into  the  sitooa- 
tion  where  he  is  now.  If  he  had-a  only 
said  a  leetle  more,  you  would  n't-a  found 
the  General  where  he  is.  This  is  j  ist  what 
we  're  comin'  to.  Follow  the  General. 
No  talkin'  in  the  ranks ;  wc  mean  to  say 
not  among  the  common  men.  When  the 
time  comes,  as  General  Tatlor's  men,  they 
may  put  in  then*  toote,  and  it  will  tell  on 
the  good  of  the  ked'ntry.  No  difficul. 
Hie  powder  and  shot,  and  waddmg  and 
flash  of  miscellaneous  talk  won't  get  the 
ked'ntry  on  one  inch  in  advance  without 


the  bullets  of  common  sense.  For  Mer- 
cy's sake!  do  n't  talk,  Members  of 
Congress ;  do  n't  talk  if  you  have  n't  got 
anythink  to  say !  And  then  do  n't  do  it 
if  you  do  n't  know  how  to  say  it.  Do  n't 
spread  a  pound  of  butter  over  an  inch  of 
bread,  and  very  likely  the  butter  not  good 
nother.  Come  to  the  p'int.  All  subjeks 
have  got  a  p'int,  which  is  the  littlest  thing 
on  airth,  except  the  soul  of  a  mean. man. 
Thafs  a  cur'osity  that  Barncm  might 
make  his  fortin  out  ot  could  he  get  it  into 
his  museum.  He 's  done  it  already  out  of 
a  little  body  ;  but  could  he  only  get  a  leetel, 
lectel  bit  of  a  soul^  and  put  it  into  a  bottle, 
he'd  make  more  out  of  it  than  twenty 
Swccdish  nightingales.  We'd  give  one 
DOLLAR  plank  down  to  see  it.  We  do  n't 
believe  you  could  see  it.  Ain't  it  queer  ? 
We  're  gittin'  off  the  p'int  ourselves.  To 
come  back :  Let  your  words  then  slide 
down  the  needlc-like  shaft  to  the  p'int. 
Do  n't  make  a  pyramid  of  words  with  no 
p'int ;  where  you  can  walk  on  the  top  of 
it,  and  nothmg  in  it  but  gum  and  incendary 
substances.  A  sensible  man  might  take 
any  of  your  long  speeches,  of  three  or  four 
columns,  and  the  fust  thing  he  'd  do  would 
be  to  knock  the  preface  right  off.  You 
do  n't  want  no  preface.  The  nose  is  the 
preface  of  the  fece.  See  how  short  it  is ! 
Ours  is  short  enough ;  and  the  longest  nose 
is  short,  compared  with  the  whole  body. 
Preface  in  books  is  exploded ;  it  ought  to 
be  in  speeches.  The  next  thing  would  be 
to  knock  off  that  part  where  you  go  to  ex- 
plain your  motives^  to  define  your  position. 
Your  motives  are  taken  for  granted  by  the 
ked'ntry  at  large,  and  your  position  won't 
be  any  better  by  defining  it.  We  '11  bet  a 
load  of  shingles  that,  by  ordinary  press- 
ing, twenty  of  your  long  sentences  could 
be  got  into  one  short  one;  and  four 
columns,  by  judicious  whittlin',  bring  it 
down  to  one.  But  the  fact  is,  that  you 
want  to  send  home  to  your  constituents  a 
long  printed  speech,  while  the  members 
are  writin'  letters,  jist  as  if  the  valy  of 
your  speech  depended  on  the  length  of  it. 
The  member  from  Bunkum,  who  is  a  man 
of  more  than  ordinary  elegance  and  edica- 
tion,  was  fetched  up  to  say  things  in  a 
pithy  way,  will  bear  us  out  in  this  matter. 
He  knows  our  sentiments  very  well  on 
this  pMnt.  We  are  willin'  to  bet  a  bunch 
of  shav  ins,  poor  as  we  are,  and  in  need  of 
kindlins,  that  what  he  doos  say  will  be  to 
the  p'int,  and  so  come  home  to  the  hearts 
and  consciences  of  mep,  that  they  may 
have  a  rcalizin'  sense  of  the  subjek  matter 
of  debate.    Oh !  that  our  feller  men  would 
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take  this  matter  to  heart,  and  not  imagine 
that  the  floor  of  Congress  is  a  stamp,  with 
open  space  about  them,  where  they  may 
blow  away  like  five  hundred  bellowses 
without  fiUin'  up  the  wackuum,  and  that 
the  time  of  the  House  is  eternity ^  and  big 
enough  to  put  any  think  into ! 


NetD  9ttibHc8t(ons, 

Is  LB   or    Wight  Quarterly.     Smith    and 
Sxithsok:  Brnikum.    RepubllcaUon. 

Wb  are  afraid  that  some  of  the  quarter- 
lies are  getting  rather  seedy.  They  been 
conducted  now  in  one  strain  for  a  good 
many  years.  It's  high  time  some  new 
fcaturs  was  grafted  into  'em.  Society  and 
manners,  and  feelings  and  ways  of  doing 
things  are  shifting  the  whole  blessed  time, 
just  as  the  Sun  keeps  changing  his  posi- 
tion, making  the  lights  and  shades  dif- 
ferent all  the  time.  Now  the  tree  is  fore- 
shortened, like  a  boy  when  he 's  a  goin' 
to  leap,  and  then  again  it 's  plastered  way 
out  on  the  ground  a  half  a  mild.  One 
season  makes  apple-blossoms,  and  another 
as  good  Newtown  pippins  as  you  pretty 
near  ever  tasted.  Well,  when  it 's  sum- 
mer wo  put  on  nankeen ;  in  winter  woolen. 
When  it 's  Charles  the  First's  reign  we 
wear  loose  waist-coats  and  ruffles,  and 
small  clothes  and  sword-canes,  and  dress 
like  gentlemen ;  but  when  it 's  Victoria's 
and  General  Zackary  Taylor's  reign,  we 
have  other  things  to  attend  to,  and  don't 
dress  like  gentlemen.  Hence  we  view 
that  newspapers  begin  with  a  prospectus ; 
and  when  they  follow  after  it  for  about  ten 
years,  fixed  and  stationary,  the  whole  sub- 
stratum of  approbation  draws  away  from 
them,  and  leaves  them  as  dead  as  herrings. 
Just  80  it  is  with  what  they  call  the  legiti- 
mate dramy.  They  will  write  their  inter- 
minable blank  verse,  to  make  the  carak- 
ters  talk  instead  of  act ;  to  make  the  plot 
a  wehicle  for  the  to/A;,  instead  of  making 
the  talk  hurry  on  the  plot.  Hence  the 
spectators,  being  out  of  all  patience  because 
the  cakes  are  not  hurried  up,  go  and  pay 
half  a  dollar  for  a  bona-fidy  lectur,  when 
they  could  get  just  as  good  out  of  a  book 
for  nothing  any  day.  Subscribers  of  the 
Flag-Staff,  wo  are  out  of  all  patience ! 


*  From  the  Plains.' — Jim  Van  Blar- 
CUM  has  just  come  in  from  Jamaica  Plains. 
Reports  ahoss  and  waggon  stack  in  themud. 


We  been  readin'  Mr.  Dickenses  *■  Dom- 
BEY,'  and  we  wish  he  could-a  seen  us  in  a 
little  obscure  corner  in  Ameriky,  fer  from 
cities,  way  back  in  the  ked'ntry,  at  two 
o'clock  at  night,  settin'  before  a  magnifi- 
cent hickory-fire,  by  turns  put  in  an  eyes- 
ter,  (a  superb  eyester ;  none  of  your  oop- 
perus  English  eycsters,)  puttin'  a  little  but- 
ter onto  it,  and  a  little  red  pepper,  and  eat 
it  up,  and  then  to  Dombey  ;  read  a  page 
an  about  Susan  Nipper,  and  then  an  eyes- 
ter, and  so  on.  Most  novelists  take  a  few 
robbers,  a  few  gentlemen,  a  few  ropiantio 
geirls,  and  mix  'em  up ;  and  wh8i  they 
write  another  novel  they  do  the  same. 
But  Dickens  has  dropped  a  line  into  the 
great  vortex  of  human  natnr,  and  ther&'s 
no  end  of  the  fish  he  brings  up.  Slappin' 
him  onto  the  back,  we  say  to  him,  ^  Yon 
grow  better  instead  of  wus,  which  is  wice 
wersy  to  all  writers  of  the  day.'  There  is 
one  figur  in  that  book  about  a  beautiful 
sceden,  two  affectionate  creaturs,  a  mother 
and  a  little  child,  clasp  in  the  embrace  of 
death,  and  the  cold-hearted  pa  lookin'  on ; 
and  the  memory  of  that  sceden  he  com- 
pares to  a  pictur  in  a  stream  •,  there  were 
these  creaturs  so  lovingly  clasped,  while 
he,  the  cold-hearted,  stood  lookin'  on  from 
the  bank  above.  We  hain't  the  book  by 
us  at  this  moment,  and  are  afeered  we  do 
injustis ;  but  it  is  the  most  touching,  su- 
perb figur  that  has  ever  been  put  down 
into  a  book. 


First 
Series. 


I.  Ought  it  to  be  done  ? 
n.  Ought  it  to  be  done  now? 
in.  Ought  I  be  the  one  to  do  it  7 


(     I.  Ought  it  to  be  said? 
elli^.]   n.  Ought  it  to  be  smd  now? 

*  (  HI.  Ought  I  be  the  one  to  say  it  ? 

Would  our  friends  put  these  few  things 
in  their  pipe  and  smoke  them  ? 
Very  respectfully, 

Eo.  B.  F.  8.  A-HJ)  I.  E. 


A  lurge  sweet  Squash  have  been 

sent  to  us,  with  the  ^  admiring  good-wishes 
of  a  fervent  friend ;'  and  though  we  want 
such  esculent  wegetables  for  the  use't  of 
our  fomily,  we  shall  forbeai^  to  cook  it, 
but  hang  it  up  into  our  orifice,  to  stimi- 
late  us  to  farther  literary  efforts.  Thanks ! 
thanks! 
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-___.^_   Tn.-nmT'B  *^^  ^^  trouble,  she  is  saoh  a  witch.    SometiiiiM 

LivBiYLETTEB  ^^  ^^  Blmost  too  much  foT  her,  and  then  comM 

FROM  MISS  MARY   ANN  DELIGHTFUL.  ^^^^^^y^^^^'^SZ^SZl^ 

—  Is  pretty  severe  when  she  *8  a  mind  to.    The  new 

It  ffives  tlB  extreme  pleasure  to  record  dancing-master,  M.  €k>uLOM,  is  a  ftmny  Uttle  man, 

in  4e  colnmns  of  the  ITag-Staff  Ai,  new  STlTmbiy'txt^.^r^tlS  ^S^^SZ 

proof  from  this  mgemous  and  gifted  young  of  our  ^  Associated  Rino  Dovb  Sociktt,*  with 

lady,  who  bids  fiur  to  take  her  highest  rank  reference  to  the  reception  of  Ubnkbrt  Clay  : 

among  the  authoresses  of  our  land.    We  m  i  v  tt  t  p  a 

say  to  her,  *  My  dear,  you  are  welcome  to  MINUTES. 

our  columns.    We  will  trot  you  out.    Send  At  a  meeting  of  the  Associated  Ring  Doves, 

lis    all  xtcMV  ^»^  A^tkoma    nnA    amV^TfuAoi^  »  ^^^  MaRY  AnN   DbUOHTPDL  WBS  Called   tO  tbo 

us  aU  your  day  dreams  and  embroidery,  ^hair,  and  Miss  Eliza  Jane  Bevax  appointed 
We  can  assure  our  readers  of  a  rich  treat :  Secretaiy.   The  Chairman  briefly  stated  the  ob- 
^  Ject  of  the  meeting.    On  motion  it  was 
Ob!  ifT  Dear  Mr.  EnrroRl — We  have  been  Resolved,  That  we  honor  the  great  Statesman 
too  excited.    Our  school  has  been  thrown  into  a  as  well  for  his  devotion  to  the  country  as  the  sex ; 
state  of  conflislon,  which  can  be  belter  imagined  We  mean  Hennery  Clay. 
than  described.    Think  ofall  the  ink-stands  upset,  AMo/oeif,  That  a  eoiRmttt«eo/ftpefv«  be  appoint- 
all  the  copy-books  torn  into  fragments,  all  the  ed  on  kUse*;  that  no  one  shall  hug  him  around 
French  exercises  forgotten;  while  poor  Eliza  the  neck;  and  that  the  girls  shall  go  up  for  the 
Jane  Bevax  has  actually  gone  into  hysterrick  fits,  purpose  of  kissing  In  tiie  order  appointed  by  the 
Hennery  Clay — yes.  Hennery  Clay,  the  dis-  Marshall,  the  same  as  when  General  Zackary 
tingnlshed  statesman,  patriot  of  the  Senate,  visited  Taylor  visited  the  school, 
our  school  to-day.    Was  nH  It  too  much  for  us  i>oor  Resolved,  That  a  committee  bo  appointed  to 
excitable  creatures !    We  had  expected  the  visit,  wait  on  Hennery  Clay,  to  request  him  to  kiss  the 
Miss  BiLLiNcoo  had  given  strict  oroers  to  put  the  elder  Miss  Billincoo,  lest  she  should  feel  hurt, 
school  In  order.    The  north  room  was  fitted  up  The  meeting  atiyoumed. 
with  all,  the  delicate  taste  which  you  must  give  Eliea  Jane  Bevax,  Surctorg. 
vm  girls  credit  for.    Your  correspondent's,  your 

humble  servants,  one  Miss  Mary  Ann  Delioht-  

ruL^s  needle-work  consisting  of  a  pet  lamb  and 
shepherd,  in  handsome  firame,  graced  the  farther 

end.    Eliza  Jane  Bevax,  the  fainting  girl,  (poor  Oh  !  the  sufTerin's  of  natur  —  of  suffer- 


r3L,*:!2&to»^fr£e"^Tri'.«  Bi  in'A„ma„iu.tur-    There  are  aoh«.  in  the 

VAXES  painting  of 'Robbing  a  Bird's  Nest,MngUt  stomac  and  pams  in  the  head;  gouts  m 

frame,  stood  next ;  then  a  variety  of  things,  or-  tlie  toe  and  the  growin'  in  of  the  nail ; 

^n^^'^^l^^t^^S^lfZi^J!!^.  tooth-ache  and  ear-ache ;  eruptions  on  the 
bushes ;  while  just  over  the  door  of  entrance  was  .         .  xi.     i:  •     /•  H       a*     ai. 

an  arch,  enterwlned  with  flowers,  written  on  It,  In  external  su^fiM^e;  the  hair  falls  off;  the 

elegant  gilt  letters,  *  Welcome,  Hennery  Clay.'  teeth  come  out ;  the  fJEice  caves  in ;  in  fiact, 

It  was  a  thrimng.  never-to-be-forgotten  moment ;  »  sea  of  troubles,  which  it  would  take  a 
Oh  lit  was  Indeed  too  much  for  ner>'e8  constituted     ,.        ,        ^.        />      .,  .,  v.  •     t»  * 

like  mine,  when  the  great  man  entered,  and  look-  ship  a  long  time  to  sail  through !     iJut  we 

ed  smlllnglv  around  on  us  girls  I    He  then  com-  have  much  to  be  Uiankful  for,  livin'  when 

pUmented^the  school-room, In  tones  lu  musicid  as  ^^  do,  when  so  much  is  actooally  done  for 

if  they  came  out  of  a  silver  trumpet;  but  when  .t        ;.  a     r  *i.  •        nr    i 

he  turned  round,  with  his  unwonted  feUclty,  to  *ho  rchevement  of  the  specie.     Wc  have 

our  dear  Miss  Billincoo,  and  said, '  Madam,  vour  only  to  look  at  the  new  medicines  invented 

esti^lishment  does  you  credit,'  we  burst  Uke  a  day  by  day  to  be  sure  on  that  p'int.     We 
flock  of  young  lambs  right  over  our  rules  and        Ix*     i  j        iwt      **     *•  ^    r        «     j  «> 

regulations.    I  assure  yoij  my  dear  Flag-Stali;  we  particularly  call  the  attention  of  our  readers 

could  not  help  it.   The  strife  was  10*47  should  get  to  the  advertisement  of '  Coddle'S  Medi- 

the  first  *w«.    Miss  Sne azy,  of  Shauneetown,  has  cated  Apple-Saas  '  which  will  be  found 

rather  the  longest  Ivmbs*  but  I  rather  think  one  .  .1  ,  j     v  1.  i.*j    t  •    a 

Mary  Ann  Delightful  outstripped  her  on  that  »«  another  column,  and  which  bids  fair  to 

occasion.    My  feelings  entirely  overcame  me ;  I  take  a  peculiarly  high  rank  among  mcdi- 

threw  my  Mms  around  this  Fajber  of  his  Country's  gated  drugs.     It  is  not  costive,  bemg  only 

neck  and  kissed  his  lips ;  and  Oh !  nevei>to-be-for-  *„^x„  /•  Jf^  ^«„4„  „  u^«      •n,«L>  «•  Jl«««t 

gotten  moment,  he  iScked  mine  again  I  -  and  twenty-five  cents  a  keg.     There  are  many 

againl  —  aa^  again!    All  the  prettiest  girls  In  the  description  of  pills  fighting  with  one  an- 

r^TJiio^^U^vT^S^^aslJ^  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  master>',  and  had  they  legs  to 

in  SlSade''3l£  MtiS  mUe  SJto  wo*3d  not  ?  kick  with,  and  fingers  to  scratch  with,  look 

for  Oh  I  there  Is  In  beauty  a  thrill  which  the  light-  out  for  blood  on  the  pavement.     But  they 

ninff  cannot  equal  and  Uie  electric  fluid  knows  consist  of  nothm'   but  a  littie  pot-belly 

not!    Itflresthesoul  with  li«nzy,  which  the  war-  ,  •*i,^.,*  „  „^^i     v^„j    „««,„  «,  i.;«o      n<L 

rior  in  the  batae,  nerved  by  the  sounds  of  trumps  without  a  neck,  head,  arms  or  k^.     To 

and  martial  music,  and  the  dread  Instruments  of  settle  these  great  disputations,  wo  therefore 

war,canscaroelvfiBelI    Dear  Miss  Billincoo  has  propose  the  followin'mffcnus  method:  Take 

had  a  violent  sick  headache,  now  that  It  Is  all  ;i,^\,«,^,^;„«  ^m  u^^^*^  ♦!,«  .nm*n:*  «f  « 

over,  but  every  one  on  the  gre^occaslon  said  she  ^^"^  opposing  pill-boxes  to  the  summit  of  a 

acted  so  well.  Only  one  untimely  occurrence  marred  tolcrabul  size  hill ,  gin  the  word,  start  even , 

the  occasion :  Jane  Reynolus  was  up  in  her  unloose  'em,  set  the  little  fellers  agoin, 

!SS,'3ri5?H.'r£;'SrSL'^^^^  and  whichever  work.  &.t«,t«,d  geUOo 

indeed  given  oor  good  Miss  Biluncoo  a  great  the  bottom  fust,  let  them  be  the  smartest 
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pabl  WQl  our  friendi  of  the  Oraefen- 
Iwra  Ccmpany  affree  to  tbu  I  But  what 
■h^  ws  do  with  dtipalatioiiB  powders  and 
rival  blister-plaaten  !    We  dono  1 


in  BtiLirr  Tomi, 


To  Bremen  boimd  wllh  p«Ting-«l 

Benued  to  gill,  ud  gsTo  leg-bi 

Upon  m  Flidaj  monilag. 


RcMlved  Ihe  (wUdr  world  ebould  tee 
lliia  DDllon  WH  H  wroca  Idea, 
TtaW  ihlpaihoiilit  wilt  with  lU  Ibelr  fteight 
UpcHk  m  FridAj  mondjig. 

Tbej  ^1  &  load  of  Umber  cot. 
And  on  the  whuf  Uw]'  but  tl  put, 
or  tbla  (une  Ihlna  U  mike  1  butt, 
Tlul  wllboul  Ml  &  shJp  niig^t  sail 
Upon  a  Friday  morulng. 


The  keel  wu  laid,  Ibe  m«st  wu  plsced, 
The  brig  wiib  flgnre-head  wu  ^nced, 
Aod  il  WM  cut  ind  carved  with  ttwle. 

Upon  a  Friday  moraing. 

Wben  ilie  wia  chilitaDedwilh  a  name, 
■Tna  Fbid&t,*  laugbed  tho  Idea  to  Bhuno, 
Ttuit  Bill  lock  (OreTor  Btnck 
To  arer;  Frtdaj'  morning. 

Now  from  the  wmya  all  painted  bHght. 
WbUB  CTOwdg  adnliBd  the  Eallaot  sight, 
And  cbeera  exprtmed  IbairlouJ  deUght, 

Upon  a  Friday  momlng. 


D  SARTIN  REMEDY  FOR  THE  B 


ir  lil^IbinklngirhHlbeGOuM  do  for  Ibe  good  of 
lor  bo  can  B>k  nr  ihlDk ;  ouied  me  of  ny  aSbc- 


I  a  good  appetite :  aow  1  thanktott, nnle  |n^ 
IdexperteoeealaomDchbaiBm;  dBrtvn^LLT 


_.  ibe  haa  not  been  ao  wM  In  a  twrif 
.  OnlytolMnkpooroUarlUiirwanUn'lo 
lelfain',  and  Dothln' but  apnela  lo  wotil  OMO : 
' "    ■ "■^■jSito.BBddBi"    ■"' 


inbeoouM;  InrentedhU 
■pvnnBdruga^ntwonbapauiyWDth;  iiiSnBBii 
Geneva  coUego:  poor  <A1  oluur  got  Ma  maid. 


Kj.ri 


And  pTopheeyed  Ibat  abc  would  be 

In  LlvMpDol,  to  Hhame  eacb  Utol, 

UpoD  a  Friday  rDumlog- 

Alaa!  Bbo  ne'er  retomfd  again  I 

And  tlila  belH,  tbe  eewnen  lell,' 
Upon  a  Friday  nuvning. 

Here  waa  the  enor,  wo  nupect, 
To  Bnd  a  caqae  for  eocb  eBMt, 
Or  ebe  (he  afflance  to  rciiecl : 

pa  BO  down,  (tint  why  they  doi 
nt  Inlenogate  lb ' 


ganers;  bad  Ibe  Tanu  bad  aa  en 
no  good :  My  dear  rrlend,  ibe  Loai 
aod  make  your  8aaa  abimdanUT  w 
and  genenefana,  la  the  prayer  of  ' 


rathfoUy. 
RAHBAKK&> 


U  MtiiiaUi  .Srrle-Sait: 


'Hv  Dru  Bia:  Had  I  knmrn  of  yaiv  remedy 
a  lit  monUu  •Doner  It  mlf^t  have  cured  op  a 
great  many  bllea.  To  all  down  waa  ImpoiriHa) 
and  to  come  npoa  me  In  any  otbor  pan,  woaU 
bave  borne  II  Uka  a  CbrlaUan  and  a  man.  Rnl 
JoahlmaelfloMpallence  when  Ibey  attacked  htm 
tbere.  I  dons  aa  I  nmU.  Tour  Apid»aala 
feApmnri  In  iw^h  rinwD  lo  Ibe  rool  Of  Ibfl  dlflonler, 
bhjod  of  lu  luipurtllea,  (aDd 
mglu' Ih  and  pM- 
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ting  it  oat  to  dry,  onto  a  line.  After  eating  nearly 
a  barrel  of  your  8afim  the  bilee  began  to  manl- 
^  t'estly  decline,  and  neon  their  boat  days.  They  at- 
tended each  oihere*  ninerabi  nntU  thevwas  all  gone. 
After  which,  I  did  not  think  it  adwiaablo  to  con- 
tinue the  Safta,  but  ahould  undoubtedly  in  case  of 
their  recurrence.  I  consider  your  dincovery  to  be 
most  iiimplo  luid  uaOTul  in  ita  oflbcta  oi  the  age, 
and  can  I  be  of  any  service  to  you,  vou  are  wel- 
come to  refer  to  my  casw  for  partiklers,  which 
gratitude  would  aeem  to  Indicate. 

*WAHHINGTON  POTTS, 
*  earner  of  ElwrtUy  Bunkum.'' 

IZI. 

on!  HOW  rATTKinxo! 

A  HioBLT  respectable  citizen  in  North  Bergen 
writes  us  in  the  words  following,  to  wit : 

*Oh!  how  fhttoning  your  t:*atts  ist  It  riz  me 
completely  onto  my  k^  though  prostrated  by  a 
long  decline,  which  my  Mends  confldcntly  pre- 
dicted would  bo  the  loxt.  But  the  Lord  ordered 
it  otherwise,  when  by  the  merest  accident,  I  met 
with  your  advertisement  of  the  Sals.  After  three 
hogsheads  consumed,  it  began  to  work  beneflci- 
ouflly,  wakin*  up  the  liver  Irom  it«  long  statu  of 
torpor  in  which  it  had  Iwcn  dreaming,  ami  not 
VC17  pleasant  dreams  eithor.  I  am  now  a  well 
man,  cat  my  salt  pork,  and  it  sots  well ;  drink  my 
brandy  and  the  oUtmuk  take:^  it  kind.  Should  I 
ever  bo  JoopardiziHl  lumin,  rei*t  wwimy),  my  Dear 
Sir,  I  i«ha]l  never  fail  tu  apply  for  the  never  fhiUng 
«'medy,  for  your  Hntl*,  in  the  OAtimntlon  of  good 
j udgi^'lM  l)otfinning  to  take  itM  tttand  in  the  highest 
rank  of  medicated  drug;*. 

JOHN  FORSINE. 

IV. 
WHY  DID  YOU  SOT? 

*WuY  did  yon  not  inform  me  that  Captain 
(■ODDLB  had  contrived  this  thing  Y  It  was  really 
cruel  of  vou,  when  you  knew  I  have  been  a  suf- 
ferer, and  knew  that  the  remedy  touched  my  case. 
Had  you  done  scs  Instead  of  being  a  little  stimu- 
lated and  strengthened  aroimd  the  girth,  I  might 
have  been  walking  in  the  Northern  Liberties, 
where  1  have  my  sttiro.  Tell  the  Captain  he  has 
gone  and  done  a  thing  porit(>rity  may  be  grateful 
for,  and  teill  begratef\il  for,  if  posterity  sliould  be 
sick.  We  hone  thity  wont  be  sick,  but  if  they 
should  be  sick  let  them  apply  to  Coddlb,  or  should 
a  post  mortem  be  held  by  that  time,  to  Coddle's 
heirs.' 


YIS,  MY  DKAR! 

A  LADY  has  reoelvod  the  enclosed  extract  of  a 
letter  ttom  her  husband :  *  Yes,  my  dear !  I  cant 
express  my  patitude  when  I  tell  you  those  colic 
pains  are  all  gone,  obliterated,  swent  off  I  may 
say  with  a  broom.  1  no  longer  double  myself  up 
like  a  bow  knot,  or  like  a  fkidler  keeping  time. 
My  loves  I  am  delighted.  Tell  the  Captain  in  all 
his  voyages  he  never  stctned  so  amack  into  the 
haven  of  public  good.  TcU  him  to  imagine  his 
hand  shook.  I  king  to  see  you ;  I  am  doin*  very 
welL  I  have  sokl  fifty  crab-apple  trees  in  this 
place,' etc  etc 

We  suppose  that  on  a  moderate  calculation 
fifty  recommenda  like  the  above  might  be  easily 
sci^ped  together.  Look  out  for  spurious  imita- 
tiona.  Ask  fbr  *  Captain  Coddlb's  Medicated 
Apple-Safis  with  his  picture  on  it,  a  s artin  rkmk- 
dy  for  TBB  BLiKD  piles,  and  piles  that  idnt  blind. 
Curbs  costivbnbss,  good  for   thk    nxAR-r- 

BURIf,  BBNBFICIAL  IN  HTS,  STRRNOTUBNS  APPE- 
TITB,  PURinXS  IHB  BLOOD,  SETS  THB  LIVER  AT 
WORK)    BRAOICATBS      TAPK-WO&JCS)   aJfOOTIiSS 


DOWN  PIMPLBS,  CDRia  BILISf  SSBTKbTB  RIBO- 
WORMS  AND  ALL  OTHER  CmBATUmiSf  KSVBE  nUh 
DUCBS  STRANGULATION,  BHRICHSBTHB  HAJLHOWf 
TBSTinBD  TO   BY   GLBRGYMIXt   CnDUmiX   CBT 

FOR  IT  I  otyXy. 


COLORED  ADVERTISEMENT^PBOFEB- 
SOR  PLATO  CISCO,  a  eolorad  puaaoo  of 
reepokability,  inspector  of  walls  and  wbite-waab- 
ing,  respekably  inform  de  puUic  hla  white  Mknr 
citizens  and  abolishon  SieiYj  will  attend  to  ordan 
In  line  of  his  proftahun  wid  caieftiliieM  and  de* 
spatch.  Prolbeor  Cisco  being  weU  anqnahilwi 
with  carpetpshakingtlctaos,  BolteitBaahve  oTpalp 
ronage.  His  son,  Jupitbe  Ahmor.  wtn  open 
eysters  at  a  moment^a  warning,  attend  to  pmeii 
call  de  figurea  and  play  de  Ttoon. 

N.  B.  Jupiter  Ammon  btedca  as  food  a  boot 
as  any  colored  gem^wiaM  in  Bankom. 

FOR  BALE  at  this  Orillee  a  1^  copiei  ia 
pamfalet  forrum,  of  Miss  Mjjiy  Arm  Di- 
liohtful's  composition  on  Platonic  Love,  which 
obtained  the  prize  at  Mlaa  Bilurgoo'b  Beminary 
fbr  Young  Ladles!  alao,  in  the  anDe  Ibrmnit 
PvrR's  Groat  Bnay  on  Fribhmhipi  pobUriied  in 
Flog-Staft    Orders  aoUdtodlhimtbeCnKle. 

THE  subscriber  wiiAiea  a  partner  to  go  with 
him  into  the  CEMETERY  BUSmSBB.  Thii 
new  and  rising  trade  may  be  well  worth  Ihealten- 
tion  of  any  who  has  capital  to  InweaL  The  popu- 
lation is  getting  so  great  that  itbeoomea  a  matter 
of  Cliristian  duty  to  provide  for  their  ramalDB,  leai 
they  bitcome  a  nulsanoe.  The  ol|)eet  of  tbe  Bob* 
scTibor  is  to  lay  out  gronnda,  pluft  taouBi  put  np 
receiving4ombB,  and  to  do  mrj  thing  to  make 
dfiRth  as  desirable  aa  possible,  (■£  the  Bame  tline 
to  do  a  living  trade)  and  to  proYlde  many  of  them 
when  dead  a  better  mansoleum  than  they  had  Br- 
ing. The  attention  of  Odd-FeUowB,  Bona  of  Tem- 
peranoe.  Daughters  of  Teinperanoe,  IndenendenI 
Order  of  the  Rechabites,  FVee  Maaon'fe  Lodgeai 

and  society  in  general,  is  requeBlod.         

wh.tjixt!  J.  BPATCH. 
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Byron*  t  Farewell, 


BTBON'8        FAREWELL. 


BT    W.   H.    0.  B08KX1U 


SwKKT  Mart  !  I  have  looked  again 

Upon  thT  epeaking  face, 
And  only  aid  the  wreck  remain 

Of  former  bloom  and  grace ; 
A  fearfUl  blight  was  on  the  roee 

Thai  once  thy  beauty  wore ; 
Pale  token  that  within  had  froze 

Joy's  fountf  to  flow  no  more. 


The  babe  that  nestled  in  mine  arms 

And  sported  on  my  knee, 
Inherited  those  matchless  charms 

Once  prized  so  much  in  thee; 
And  boyhood,  with  the  sunny  tress, 

That  bounded  through  the  door, 
Woke  a  drear  sense  of  loneliness, 

A  thought  thai  all  was  o*er. 

Why  am  I  sad  T    The  light  is  gcxie 

That  cheered  my  darkened  way; 
The  star,  when  night  was  coming  oOf 

That  turned  my  gloom  to  day : 
We  parted,  and  no  tear  was  shed, 

For  Love's  wild  dream  was  o*er ; 
I  think  of  thee  as  of  the  dead ; 

Lost,  lost  for  ever  more ! 


My  soul  retains  thine  image  yet, 

Though  bliss  is  in  the  grave ; 
As  splendor  Alls,  when  the  sun  is  set, 

On  purpling  wood  and  wave ; 
For  perished  Joy  I  will  not  weep, 

Aflbction  cnuuied  deplore. 
Though  memory  in  mourning  deep 

Is  dad  for  evermore. 


Thine  was  a  witchery  oi  mien 

That  found  its  type  in  charms 
By  the  painter  drawn  of  Love's  own  queen 

Springing  flrom  Oceania  arms ; 
And  syren  music,  that  ensnared 

Fnu  barks,  though  far  fh>m  shorB, 
Was  diseordj  to  the  y<Ace  compared, 

That  I  must  hear  no  more. 


A  fhoe  of  pensive  sweetness  long 

Will  haunt  my  troubled  dreams. 
When  couched,  in  the  mystic  land  of  eong, 

On  banks  of  golden  streams : 
I  gazed  on  thee  as  Tasbo  gazed 

On  high-bom  Lkonor, 
And  like  the  bard,  by  passion  crued, 

Must  hope  for  peace  no  more. 


^^W^W^^pWJ   JB^^Wv    ^^   •^F^^PS 


My  soil  is  flapping  in  the  bay, 

Tbe  breakers  foam  and  rou. 
And  airy  voices  shout  *■  Away  I 

Away  I  poor  troubled  soul  t 
The  wine'cup  cannot  waken  mirth. 

An  Eden  lost  deplore ; 
Away,  away  I  on  Enfflish  earth 

Thy  ftet  must  tread  no  morer 
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SCKKKB  IN  THK  0L9  WoRLD  :  OR  SCKKEB  AMD  ClTIKfl  IK  FoRKION  LaNDS.     Bj  WiLLIAM  FuklfUB. 

Accompanied  with  a  Map  and  Dliistratioiu.    In  one  volume,    pp.  200.    New-Yorfc :  D.  Applxtoh 

AXD  COMPANT. 

A  CORRESPONDENT,  himself  a  fellow-traveller  with  the  author  over  several  of  the 
Gotmtries  described  in  the  above-entitled  volume,  and  well  qoalified  to  speak  of  the 
faithfolness,  etc.,  of  its  descriptions,  sends  us  the  following  running  conmicntary  upon 
the  work : 

«  Wb  thank  our  fellow-towiisman  tor  giving  us  a  pleasant  and  readable  book.  Truly,  if  any  one 
should  wish  to  enay  the  climax  of  the  difficulties  of  authcMr-skill,  let  him  now  undertake  to  please  the 
general  reader  by  another  *•  Book  of  Travels  in  Europe.*  Every  man  travels  with  his  own  pack ;  that 
is  to  say,  the  change  of  dime  will  only  famish  new  and  more  extensive  fields  for  the  exercise  of  the 
educated  power  of  each  num's  foculties.  Some  go  to  Europe  for  the  mere  object  apparently  of  find- 
ing fiudt,  and  ae^dng  occasions  for  ill-faumor  with  every  thing;  some  go  for  the  steadfiast  pursuit  of 
exalted  studies  in  those  spheres  to  which  the  rest  of  the  world  has  no  equal ;  some  for  mere  material 
eqfoyment ;  and  some,  like  our  author,  with  head  and  heart  open  and  attentive  to  every  impression 
of  the  good  and  the  beautiAiL  He  tells  his  story  well ;  and  the  personal  incidents  thrown  in  make 
his  reader  to  become  unconsdously  a  fellow-wanderer  at  his  side,  going  about  strange  countries, 
meeting  with  odd,  outlandish  people  and  scenes,  laughing  at  their  follies  and  their  Jokes,  wHmWng 
every  thing  worthy,  never  ruffled,  but  keeping  the  even  tenor  of  his  happy  enthusiasm  of  enjoyment 
through  all  nations  and  all  lands.  There  are  no  prosy  descriptions  of  the  old  lions,  no  duU  Journal- 
izing^ details  of  particulars  not  worth  the  memory,  no  guide-book  stuff  of  routes,  inns,  prices,  etc,  but 
combining  the  pleasant  particulars  of  his  remembrance,  he  gives  us  a  life-like  picture  of  every  thing  on 
his  way.  After  a  pleasant  scjjoum  in  *  Faderland,*  our  author  goes  over  the  Channd,  and  gives  us  a 
'  lively  and  truthAiI  sketch  of  much  that  makes  up  Parisian  happiness.  We  select  at  random  from 
the  book ;  and  conscious  that  a  vast  prop<Hlion  oS  the  comfort  of  existence  centres  in  a  good  diniiep 
let  us  first  walk  with  the  author  to  Pbilippc's,  in  the  Rue-Riekdieu ;  Philippe,  the  Monarque  de  la 
Cuinne: 

*  ^Frw  who  are  given  to  right-seeing  fhil  to  rest  the  day  with  a  dinner ;  which  leads  one  to  speak 
of  the  restaurants.  Epicures  grieve  for  those  days  when  princes  drove  to  the  *  Roeher  de*  Cancaltt? 
FniuppK,  in  our  experience,  has  supplied  its  GeJI,  and  equals  the  more  noted  and  dearer  of  tiie  Boule- 
vards, or  the  Palais  Royal.  Beside,  one  does  not  wish  to  be  bored  by  English,  but  seeks  the  resort  oX 
quiet,  full-fed  citizens,  who  have  made  the  reputation  of  this  voluptuous  resort  in  the  Rue  Mont- 
nartre,  near  the  passage  Sadmoo.  We  (]|uote  only  the  rich  tastes  of  his  ^  Sole  A  la  Normande*  and 
his  *  Soupe  k  la  Bisque.*  No  restaurant  life  would  suit  that  man  who  counts  his  mouthfUls  as  he  eatSi 
and  sighs  as  if  each  fcH'kAil  ripped  up  the  lining  of  his  pocket.  Wo  would  recommend  the  ^  Europe' 
to  him,  where  he  can  get  dog-steaks  and  horse^hops  for  twenty  sous.  A  glorious  appetite  might 
ruin  such  a  youth,  and  make  his  very  stomach  spendthrift.* 

*  And  now  let  us  stroll  with  him  after  dinner: 

*  *  Hk  is  cro8B.grained  by  instinct  who  cannot  be  pleased  in  his  daily  walks  in  Paris.  Your  sobriety 
must  be  checked  here,  rather  than  your  vices,  where,  with  a  share  of  good-nature  and  humor  about 
you,  you  fUl  into  excellent  keeping  with  those  thousand  petits  riens  and  absurdities  which  hourly 
amuse  you.  Our  daity  habit  was  to  hire  a  chair  befcnre  the  cai%  of  the  Trois  Frdree,  where  we  picked 
op  many  little  flragments  of  Joy,  and  used  to  laugh  at  the  coquetry  of  the  garden  and  at  the  roar  of 
our  waiter,  wboee  *  hotC  for  coffee  made  the  reputation  of  that  little  glazed  shop  which  protnideB  into 
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the  court  bcforo  the  fountain.  The  correct  thing  is  to  take  your  cigar  at  another  cafS,  or  aip  jonr 
mocha  on  the  *  Italienncn,*  while  aomc  one  of  your  acquaintantancea  lis  paning  alcMig,  and  ycm  won- 
der ^  who  is  that  pretty  woman  on  hlM  arm  ?*  —  you  may  be  sure  Bhe  is  only  his  cousin.  Or  ftw  noir^lgr 
you  may  stroll  to  the  quarter  of  tlie  F&ubourg  St.  Martin,  and  watch  the  ouvriers  with  tholr  griaettea 
tripping  along  so  light,  with  their  frilled  caps  fluttering  in  the  wind.  Th«re  are  no  grisettea  at  flie 
court  end,  for  they  become  converted  into  lorettes  when  they  i»asB  the  chapel  where  they  wocahipw* 

*  Our  author  goes  to  see  every  thing  else  there  is  in  the  stranger's  way,  and  teUa  a  very  ptoaaant 
story  thereupon.  Our  limits  must  be  economized  for  extracts  from  his  book  on  other  plaeea.  Swit- 
zerland is  thoroughly  ransacked  by  the  wanderer;  and  among  the  outrof-the-way  placee  then  he 
climbs  up  from  Lucerne's  Lake  of  Beauty  to  that  strange  modem  in&tualion,  the  Boman  GathoUc^ 
Mecca,  Einsiedelu.  The  Rhine,  its  glories  past  and  present,  is  well  realized  by  the  travdlar;  and 
hasting  through  Belgium,  touching  which  he  gives  us  some  pleasant  narrativoa,  and  immovablx 
primitive  Holland,  whose  prim  antiquities  of  men  and  things,  with  its  sober  thrift  and  deaaUnen, 
are  certainly  not  all  unknown  or  unappreciated,  he  finds  himself,  by  a  short  step,  for  we  paaa  quicUy 
between  kingdoms  there,  in  the  dominions  of  the  ^buried  nu^esty  of  Denmark.*  We  quote  a  ftsw 
paragraphs  of  his  visit  to  Copenhagen,  the  Capital  of  the  King  of  the  Ncnrthmen: 

*The  country  through  which  the  rail-road  passes  is  very  flat,  the  soil  sandy,  and  admits  of  hot  lit- 
tle cultivation.  After  taking  our  berths  on  board  the  steamer  for  Copenhagen,  we  were  stmdL  with 
the  similarity  of  their  words  of  command  with  the  English :  for  there  was  nothing  spoken  but  *  baaek 
her*  and  '•  stap  her.*  Wo  had  a  fine  run  that  night,  and  under  the  light  of  a  frill  moon  soon  made  our 
way  through  the  Ost  Sea.  On  the  morrow  wu  were  agreeably  surprised  at  meeting  Mr.  Flkkmikkx, 
our  chaise  at  this  court,  on  board ;  so  that  our  entrance  to  the  harbor  was  enlivened  by  a  pi^tf"* 
chat  over  the  beauties  of  the  city,  which  lav  so  charmingly  in  prospect 

*■  Copenhagen  is  built  on  the  islands  ot  Soeland  and  Amack,  which  are  united  by  two  fine  hridgea. 
Besides  the  remarkably  strong  fortifications  which  defend  Its  coast,  and  Its  charming  and  plctaraaqne 
location,  it  has  the  peculiarity  of  having  suffered  more  from  war  and  conflagration  than  any  othw  oSy 
In  Europe. 

*The  day  after  my  arrival  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  a  class-mate,  who  had  Just  come  fttnn  the 
North  Cape,  after  having  completed  a  tour  of  two  years  in  the  north  of  Asia  and  Europe.  Otoe  feds 
a  sense  ol  diminutivenem  on  seeing  a  man  who  had  visited  Siberia,  and  lived  on  flah-skin  and  wlttle 
oil  for  the  last  four  months ;  for  I  must  confoae  my  pretensions  to  travel  grew  less,  as  I  viewed  with 
awe  the  huge  board  of  my  old  chum,  who  had  ridden  the  great  polar  boar,  and  cast  a  aqoint  OTer  flie 
crater  of  the  Norwegian  Maelstrom.  In  my  confrision  I  sought  relief  within  the  chaste  proportkna 
of  the  ^New  Kirche,'  the  King's  Chapel ;  and  recovered  proper  balance  of  mind  in  the  cahn  and 
quiet  contemplation  of  what  was  truly  great  and  beautiftil  in  art,  as  brought  out  and  created  perfect 
under  the  inspiration  of  Thorwaldsen^s  genius.  There  stand  his  Christ  and  the  twelve  ApoaUea, 
on  each  side  of  the  nave  and  behind  the  altar.  Before  It  Is  that  beautiful  baptismal  font,  a  rim|4e 
slxelL  held  bv  a  kneeling  angel ;  and  over  the  portal  is  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  exquisitely  tonai* 
Log,  in  marble  bas-relief;  The  spirit  of  truth,  love  and  devotion,  brtwthes  in  thoee  mute  blocka ;  they 
aminated  his  finer  clay,  who  inhaled  them  at  his  birth.* 

*  Denmark  is  seldom  visited  by  Americans ;  and  bonce  his  descriptions,  which  are  minoie,  wiU  be 
found  interesting.  Going  thence  to  Berlin,  he  forgets  not  to  pay  his  respects  to  our  hoqiitahle  rep> 
resentatives  at  that  court,  Bfr.  Donaldson  and  BIr.  Fay,  whoso  kind  reception  having  been  eqloyed  by 
the  writer  of  this  notice,  in  common  with  many  of  our  countrymen,  he  can  ftilly  undorw  tho  aenUr 
monts  of  the  author : 

<  That  same  evening  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  a  number  of  my  oomitrymen  at  the  rinhawj, 
where  no  American  should  fail  to  go,  so  long  as  our  country  is  so  ably  represented  by  DoMALnaoa 
and  Fay.  I  was  never  more  amused  than  with  oiu*  ministers  descriptions  of  German  character  and 
manners,  which  were  only  equalled  by  his  sovereign  contompt  for  their  language,  or  hia  resolaie  de- 
termination to  UHlom  in  the  footsteps  of  Tallkyrano,  and  never  to  commit  hia  diplomacy  in  any 
other  tongue  than  the  vernacular. 

*Mr.  Donaldson  has  succeeded  in  gaining  tho  admiration  and  esteem  of  tho  Court  and  of  hfa  fel- 
low diplomatists,  solely  from  the  fact  of  his  originality  of  thought  and  expression,  and  that  wild  and 
generous  cordiality  which  brooks  no  ceremony,  and  puts  all  etiquette  and  mystlelam  at  defluioe.  The 
great  minds  of  Berlin  admire  and  wonder  at  one  who  puzzles  them  by  a  syi^om  of  metaphyilcai  even 
too  abstruse  for  Kant.* 

*  Thence  to  Drcaden  and  the  Barbel  and  Munich,  that  German  Athens,  Bavaria,  over  to  mediosfalf 
orientrlooking,  and  oftrbeleagucred  Prague,  and  then  a  gl(nrlous  ramble  about  Tyrol*8  mnnntfiinf  and 
valleys.  We  almost  envy  him  the  pleasure  of  visiting  such  a  city  there  as  Solzburgh,  of  widdi  wo 
have  a  good  description : 

*  *In  a  charming  position  on  the  turbid  Salz,  which  divides  tho  ci^  in  two,  and  snrroonded  on 
three  sides  by  mountains,  lies  the  beautiful  capital  of  Salzburg.  The  city  proper  is  snugly  lodged  in 
a  valley,  between  the  Monksberg  and  the  Capuchiner,  (Irom  whose  tops  you  have  a  glorioaB  vlcfw 
of  Its  surrounding  beauties.  That  stem  old  castle  in  the  upper  town,  perched  on  the  very  summit  of 
an  abrui^  mountain,  dominates  the  town  and  its  extensive  environs ;  and  the  views  you  have  from 
the  outer  galleries  of  this  irregular  fortress  are  truly  wonderful.  That  okl  castle  In  the  middle  ana* 
was  the  seat  of  a  warrior  Archbishop,  who  belonged,  verily,  to  the  Church  mlUtant,  and  kepthlB 
bands  of  armed  retainers  ever  ready  to  wage  war  on  infldeu,  or  if  necessary,  to  bring  Ida  rebaUioaa 
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MurlahioiiefB  to  terms.  That  floe  cathedral  with  its  facing  of  marble,  was  built  aftw  the  modeled  St 
PeCen:  and  in  the  square  before  the  CourtrHouse,  is  one  of  those  rare'  compositions  in  the  shrae  of 
foontauiS)  which  would  do  honor  to  the  best  of  Italy,  so  exquisite  is  its  dedgn*  Mozakt  was  oom 
In  this  town, and  his  statue  stands  on  a  place  called  especially  after  his  name;  while  not  tax  ofl^  iu 
aaolher  street,  is  the  mansion  of  the  renowned  naturalist  Paracelsus. 

*  *  One  Qt  the  most  agreeable  excursions  in  the  vicinity,  is  that  to  Berchtesgarten.  Boon  alter  leav- 
ing town,  your  road  passes  under  the  brow  of  the  Unterburgs,  which  is  fiuned  for  its  statuary  marble, 
and  continues  oa  the  side  of  the  river  Axles  to  Berchtesgarten,  the  summer  residence  tX  the  King  of 
Bavaria,  which  is  beauUfUily  lodged  at  the  foot  of  the  snow-clad  Wattzmann. 

» » One  can  scareely  imagine  a  more  charming  succession  of  landscapes  than  those  thus  presented ; 
BO  ftUl  of  pictorial  subjects,  such  outlines  of  noble  mountains,  so  powerful  to  awake  the  most  ftovent 
and  thriUing  sensations  of  loveliness  and  beauty,  and  so  happily  terminated  by  tihte  bold  shore  of  the 

*  Koenig  Bea.*  the  most  beautiful  point  in  all  this  rich  and  glowing  scenery.  Grand  are  its  effects,  as 
it  is  hemmed  in  by  high  towering  cliffs,  which  brood  over  its  surface,  and  g^ve  to  its  waves  a  tone  of 
pleasing  melandtioly.  Its  waters  are  of  the  dariiest  green,  and  where  the  overhanging  rocks  over-  ^ 
shadow  its  lake,  their  color  is  almost  black.  At  times,  the  hills  slope  down  covered  with  f(dlage  of  * 
dark  pines  to  its  edge,  and  again  at  the  sudden  turns  of  the  lake,  bold  perpendictdar  walls  rise  so  ab- 
ruptly ftoja  its  level  as  to  ieave  no  margin,  and  you  seem  as  if  shut  in  at  the  bottom  of  a  basaltic  well. 
The  royal  hunting  lodge  lies  at  the  base  of  the  frowning  WiUtzmann,  and  is  resorted  to  fbr  the  chamois, 
and  for  its  trout.  Some  of  these  fishes  are  so  remarkable,  that  their  portraits  are  taken  and  hung  up 
in  frames  round  the  walls  of  this  palace. 

*  ^  Such  are  the  natural  beauties  of  this  singular  sea,  and  with  such  rich  materials,  it  would  require 
DO  strain  of  fancy  to  transform  that  blue-eyed  girl  who  rows  you  over,  into  another  *  Lady  of  the  Lake,* 
or  to  tnaxe  a  heroine  out  of  the  charming  litUo  ^  Kkllmkrin*  who  waits  on  you,  on  your  return  to  the 
village  inn.* 

*Tbbmck  by  various  stages  our  author  posted  to  Vienna,  where  the  writer  of  this  notice  had  the 
pleasure  (tf  fb«t  meeting  him ;  where,  in  that  spider-web  sort  of  a  city,  with  its  green  belt  of  glacis, 
and  palatial  suburbs,  modem  presumption  or  court  flatterers  profess  to  enshrine,  in  the  paltry  de- 
erepitude  of  Austrian  monarchy,  a  successor  lo  the  illimitable  genius  and  vast  power  of  the  medite- 
val  lord  of  Europe,  Charlkmagne.  Could  he  now  arise  f^om  his  tomb  of  ages,  and  walk  the  earth 
like  Denmark's  royal  ghost,  he  would  laugh  to  scorn  the  paltry  patch-work  of  despotic  Imbecility, 
which  under  high  sounding  titles  demands  the  abject  submission  of  the  best  and  f^-eest  hearts  of  Eu- 
rope. However,  Vienna  is  a  gay  place ;  the  German's  Paradise ;  and  we  spent  weeks  together  there 
in  its  delijpitful  galleries,  libraries,  collections,  and  palaces,  frequently  seeing  the  magnificent  pomp 
of  that  court,  and  mutually  struck  by  the  consummate  political  knavery  visible  even  in  the  counte- 
nance of  McTTKRincH,  and  in  all  his  acts;  listened  so  often  to  Strauss,  and  watched  the  happy 
people  swinging  in  the  polka,  rejoiced  over  its  charming  cuisine,  and  went  away  together  fh>m  the 

*  Gulden  Launee,'  sure  that  we  were  better  pleased  with  Vienna  than  with  any  other  city  of  middle 

Europe.    Our  fHend  forgets  his  usual  courtesy  by  not  returning  the  real  kindness  that  we  received 

fh>m  our  admirable  reprraentative  there,  Mr.  Stiles,  a  gentleman  who  deserves  and  has  won  golden 

opinions  fVom  all  parties.    And  then  we  voyaged  on  the  Mississsippi  of  Europe,  its  mighty  artery,  the 

mi^estic  Danube,  all  the  way  ftom  Vienna,  till  by  one  of  its  twelve  huge  mouths  we  sailed  out  upon 

the  Black  Sea — the  stormy  Euxine.    Here  was  an  odder  jumble  than  wo  had  on  board  the  steamer ; 

and  our  author  does  fVdl  Justice  to  the  amours  of  the  frolicsome  Princess  with  the  handsome  Count, 

the  fk«e-making  grisette,  the  bridal  party,  and  every  thing  else  of  interest  on  board,  while  he  gives 

OS  living  descriptions  of  what  we  saw  and  enjoyed  on  shore.    But  we  suffered  some  perils  of  the  sea ; 

fbrasBTRON  says: 

*  There  's  not  a  sea  the  travoUer  e*er  pukes  in, 
Throws  up  such  ugly  billows  as  the  Euxine.* 

We  tossed  a  day  or  two  upon  its  stormy  waves,  when  we  come  lo  the  Bimplegades,  floaUng  in  the 
bine  waters  at  the  gate  of  that  pathway  of  enchantment,  the  Bosphorus.  The  most  exalted  descrip- 
tions can  never  enable  a  reader  fUlly  to  realize  such  beauty ;  but  our  author  gives  perhaps  as  good  a 
description  of  the  scene  as  can  be  conveyed  by  on  unpractised  pen : 

*  *Thb  opening  scene  of  the  Bosphorus  is  grand.  You  enter  these  straits  where  the  protruding 
shores  of  two  (^posite  continents  look  down  upon  the  dark  and  abrupt  mass  of  the  rocks  *  Simple- 
gades,*  which  lull  the  rough  and  stormy  waves  of  the  Euxine  into  calm  repose.  That  bokl  coast, 
bristling  with  Sarac^iic  towers  and  mounted  with  heavy  cannon,  is  soon  succeeded  by  the  over- 
hanging heights  of  Belgrade,  which  are  crowned  by  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  aqueduct,  and  followed 
l^  gentler  undulating  hills,  which  enclose  the  dark  waters  of  that  channel  within  the  charming  bay 
of  Buyukaderc.  Your  sail  fh)m  this  point,  and  oven  for  twenty  miles,  embraces  a  succession  6i 
charming  landsciq)es  and  views  of  unrivalled  beauty ;  and  as  you  poss  through  the  narrowing  straits 
at  the  outlet  of  the  bay,  vou  glance  back  on  the  lofty  summits  of  the  Asiatic  shore,  and  over  the  ter- 
raced slopes  of  those  banks,  glowing  in  all  the  richness  of  oriental  foliage,  and  basking  in  all  the  fisrror 
of  bright  sun^ine  and  reflected  sea. 

*  *  Vvildly  runs  its  current  within  the  now  approaching  headluids  of  two  opposite  continents,  as  its 
waters  chofb  the  base  of  the  castle  of  Europe ;  while  dark  cypresses  and  u^ibrella  pines  mouniAilly 
look  down  over  the  ruins  of  this  dismantlea  fortress,  and  across  the  stream  rise  the  bolder  outlines  of 
Asia's  stronghokl,  which  guards  the  soft  vales  of  the  valley  Goksfl  and  those  beantiftil  sweet  waters  of 
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the  Bunny  South.  You  do  not  foil  to  observe  the  rich  contrast  of  these  woody  helriits,  as  they  deck 
both  nuugins  with  varied  beauty.  On  one  cide  thick  masses  of  northern  forest  duster  arotuid  the 
villas  which  dot  the  hill-side,  and  hanging  gardens  fall  from  parapet  and  terrace,  clothing  theae  de- 
cliyities  in  all  varieties  of  shade  and  verdure.  On  the  other  shore  the  softer  skiot  of  the  orient  rh 
lieve  luxuriant  pastures  of  a  lovelier  green,  and  the  gay  foliage  of  tropical  fruit  tnd  flower;  while 
the  air  is  redolent  with  sweet  fragrance  of  Jessamine  and  orange,  wafted  by  Zephyr  through  groves  d 
rhododendrons  and  acadas. 

*  *  There  is  a  magical  effect  in  the  increasing  and  moving  loveliness  of  these  soeoet,  and  the  land- 
scape warms  with  Interest  as  you  are  borne  onward  in  your  approach  to  the  city.  All  Is  now  life  and 
animation.  CoJquee  of  every  size,  holding  in  their  prows  bouquets  of  (inesh  flowers,  profrftiatoiy 
offerings  to  the  waves,  and  brilliant  with  the  gaudy  colors  of  the  richly-costumed  passengers,  more 
upon  the  surfoce  of  those  waters ;  and  long  flocks  of  wild-fowl  hurry  by,  riiimming  ovor  the  «<M»«*"g 
biUows,  in  perpetual  motion,  doomed,  in  the  legends  of  the  Turks,  *■  to  hover,  like  eril  sptrtta,  without 
rest  forever  T  The  shores  are  now  lined  with  the  dwellings  of  Armenian  and  Turk,  Frank  and  Jew, 
eadi  distinguished  by  their  peculiar  colors  uf  red,  yellow  and  white ;  beyond  are  the  palaces  of  the 
resident  ministers  and  grandees ;  all  following  to  fill  up  that  harmonious  whole  which  endianta  the 
si^t,  until  the  ALAnniM-palaco  of  the  Sullan  fronts  upon  the  bay,  whence  you  are  allured  by  a  soooe^ 
sion  of  beautiful  views  to  the  very  entrance  of  the  Porte.  Trulv,  there  is  no  sudi  approach  to  anj 
other  city  in  the  worid ;  such  a  mosaic  of  rich  palaces  and  lanclflcape,  charming  scenerv  and  loveqr 
skies !  such  a  combination  of  efliBCti*,  such  rich  contrasts  and  variety  of  moving  pictures  I 

*  *This  mingling  of  beauties,  this  extravagunce  in  the  luvinhed  gifts  of  nature,  forms  but  a  part  of 
the  wonders  of  the  land,  and  unites  with  the  Bosphoruf),  its  castles  and  towers,  bays  and  inlets,  Ulla 
lind  forests,  villas  and  villages,  sunny  prospects  and  delightful  vale:*,  mosques  and  minarets,  summer 
palaces  and  kiosks,  fountains  and  baths,  to  fltime  in  imison  a  whole  which,  with  the  suburbs  and 
environs,  co&st  scenery  and  seas,  claims  Tor  Stamboul  preeminently  above  oU  of  earth*s  dtiee.  ila 
reputation  and  its  name  of  the  ^  Sublime  Purte.^ '  , 

( Constantinople,  which  stands  as  it  were  a  great  forest  of  gardens,  palaces,  mosques,  towers  and 
minarets,  sprang  out  of  this  beautiftil  sea,  an  Aladoin  creation,  a  realized  enchantment,  girdled  on 
its  lofty  promontory  by  the  beautiful  crescent  of  the  Golden  Horn  on  fhe  one  side,  the  smooth  Sea 
of  Marmora  on  the  other,  and  the  Bosphonis  in  front,  over  whoso  circle  of  waters  the  gilded  odquea 
Hhoot  innumerable,  like  flro-flies ;  that  vast  city,  where  dwell  over  a  million  of  souls  who  call  Mobax- 
MKD  the  prophet  of  God  ;  which  has  been  the  great  gathering-placo  for  all  the  nations  of  the  Eaat 
from  the  days  of  Constantink  to  its  present  monarch,  Abdul  Mkscuid  ;  that  great  city,  *  thou  thai 
art  situate  at  the  entry  of  the  sea,  which  art  the  merchant  of  the  people  for  many  islea,*  who  can 
hope  fully  to  give  thy  picture  in  words,  or  reproduce  the  impressions  of  those  who  have  bad  the 
happiness  of  visiting  thee  V  V^e  spent  weeks  together  there,  endeavoring  to  obtain  a  frdl  impreaBion 
of  its  oriental  splendor ;  we  disregarded  oil  the  annoyances  which  the  traveller  every  where  meets  with 
in  those  countries,  and  went  about  it  and  aroimd  it  in  all  directions,  and  the  eye  never  wearied  with  ita 
tranaccndant  beauty,  and  the  mind  could  never  fully  cmbudy  and  bring  down  to  the  decaying  moniH 
ments  around  us  that  glorious  panorama  of  historical  ossociatioiis  which  duster  there  from  the  days 
uf  the  lavish  splendors  of  Ck)N8TANTiNK  and  the  Roman  Emperors  till  the  slumbers  of  their  Greek . 
buccesiiors  were  roused  by  that  general  tocsin  of  Europe,  the  Crusades ;  and  then  its  terrific  siegea  of 
ancient  and  medieeval  time,  unto  the  hour  when  Othman  spread  forth  the  blood-rod  banner  of  the 
Prophet  and  claimed  this  queen  of  cities  as  the  heritage  of  the  Faithful. 

*  Our  author  gpivcs  us  an  interesting  description  of  Constontinoplo,  and  of  its  beauty,  as  we  bdkeld 
it,  in  perfectly  halcyon  weather.  He  has  conveyed,  in  a  brief  compass,  an  admirable  outline  of  almoit 
every  thing  there.  The  writer  left  him  at  Uiut  city,  and  his  book  concludes  its  pleasant  story  by  land- 
ing lum  in  Alexandria.* 


Thk  Poktical  Writikos  or  Francbs  Saroext  Osgood.    In  one  volume,  illustrated.    A.  Hakt, 
Late  *  Carry  and  Hart,*  PhUaddphia. 

If  this  superb  volume  were  leas  beautiful  than  it  is,  and  were  its  internal  attractions  lesa  in  keeping 
with  its  external,  we  should  lament,  even  more  than  we  now  do,  that  it  did  not  reach  us  in  seaaon  flnr 
a  more  extended  notice.  But  the  book  is  itself  its  own  praise,  and  does  not  need  our  poor  enoomi- 
ums.  The  numerous  engravings  on  steel  are  of  the  first  order,  and  the  same  may  be  afllrmed  of  the 
p{q)er,  printing  and  binding.  As«for  the  poems  themselves,  we  content  ourselves  with  adopting  the 
words  of  an  eateemed  contemporary:  *  Mrs.  Osgood  is  the  most  naturally  and  unconsdously  gnoeftd 
female  poet  this  country  has  produced.  She  is  the  most  fonciftil  of  all  our  female  poets,  and  her 
flmcy,  brilliant,  gay  and  sportive  as  it  is,  finds  its  only  homo  in  the  sweet  aflteUons  and  lovely  charitiea 
of  aheart  frill  at  once  of  innocence  and  truth.  Her  poems  seem  the  mere  breattdnga,  theauoceaaiTe 
respirations,  of  her  aouL  No  one  can  read  them  without  deep  and  unmingled  pleastire.*  As  a  hoil 
day  gift-book  the  voliime  will  have  few  rivals  in  popular  favor.* 
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Poems  and  Pboik-W&itimos.    Bt  Richakd  Hkhbt  Dama.     In  two  Tolumet.  pp.  863.    New- 
Toric:  Bajckr  amd  Scribnbr. 

The  American  public  will  heartily  thank  the  enterprbing  publishers  of  these  at- 
tracliTe  yolumcs  for  putting  them  forth  at  this  time,  for  they  were  yery  generally  de- 
manded. The  first  of  the  present  volumes  includes  all  that  was  in  the  former  edition 
of  the  author's  poems  and  prose-writings,  with  the  addition  to  the  poems  of  a  few 
short  pieces,  and  that  edition  contained  all  that  was  in  the  small  volume  of  po^ns 
published  several  years  before.  Both  editions  had  been  for  some  time  out  of  print. 
In  the  first  volume  before  us,  therefore,  we  have  that  well-known  wierd  poem,  *  The 
Buccaneers,'  of  which  Coleridge's  ^  Antient  Marinere'  might  have  formed  the  type ; 
a  singularly  wild,  simply-created,  yet  powerful  production ;  those  admirable  papers 
originally,  published  under  the  title  of  ^  The  Idle  Man,'  containing  *  Tom  Thornton,' 
*  Edward  and  Mart,'  *  Paul  Felton,'  *•  Domestic  Life,'  ^  Musings,'  etc.,  with  many 
other  pieces,  which  have  become  fixed  favorites  with  the  public.  Mr.  Dana's  prose 
is  the  flowing  of  a  pure,  natural  stream,  and  it  makes  green  the  meadows  of  the 
heart  through  which  it  winds  its  way.  Much  of  the  best  of  our  author's  writings  will 
be  found  in  the  second  yolume,  which  embraces  his  essays  upon  *  Old  Times,'  *  The 
Past  and  the  Present,'  *  Law  as  Suited  to  Man,'  which  were  originally  published,  the 
first  in  the  *  North- American  Review,'  the  second  in  the  *  American  Quarterly  Ob- 
server,' and  the  last  in  the  ^  Biblical  Repository.'  The  remainder  of  the  volume  is 
devoted  to  the  following  reviews,  several  of  which  have  already  come  under  separate 
notice  in  these  pages :  Allston's  *■  Sylph  of  the  Seasons ;'  Edgeworth's  *  Readings 
on  Poetry;'  Hazlitt's  *  Lectures  on  the  English  Poets ;'  *  "Pie  Sketch-Book ;'  Rad- 
cuppe's  *  Gaston  de  Blondeville  •,'  *  The  Novels  of  Charles  Brockden  Brown  ;' 
Pollok's  *  Course  of  Time ;'  *  Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm,'  and  *  Memoir  of 
Henrt  Martyn.'  Here  is  a  rich  field  of  criticism,  and  well  is  it  occupied.  The 
publishers  of  these  volumes  liave  performed  their  part  to  great  acceptance,  having 
taken  care  that  good  books  should  appear  in  a  good  and  tasteful  garb. 


IcoHOGRAPHic  ENCTCLOPiEDiA  OF  SCIENCE,  LITERATURE,  AND  Art.    Systematically  arranged 
by  E.  Heck.    New- York :  Rudolph  Garrioub,  Aator-Houae,  Barclay-etreet. 

This  invaluable  work,  when  completed  in  twenty-five  monthly  *  Parts,'  of  which 
the  third  is  now  before  us,  will  contain  five  hundred  steel  engravings^  by  the  most 
distinguished  artists  of  Germany,  with  two  thousand  quarto  pages  of  text,  translated 
and  edited  by  Spencer  F.  Baird,  A.  M.,  M.  D.,  Professor  of  Natural  Sciences  in 
Dickmson  College,  Carlisle,  Pennsylvania.  We  are  in  no  degree  surprised  at  the 
popularity  which  this  great  series  is  acquiring.  As  we  have  before  remarked,  in 
noticing  the  work,  nothing  of  a  kindred  description  that  we  have  ever  seen  can  com- 
pare with  the  variety,  the  exquisite  beauty,  and  fSaithfulness  of  the  engravings.  Ob- 
jects of  ocean,  air,  and  earth  ;  of  things  above  and  beneath  \  of  mountains  that  rise 
into  the  clouds,  and  of  the  formations  at  their  deep  bases  below  the  thick  rotundity  «f 
the  sphere ;  of  all  animal  and  vegetable  existences ;  of  *  creeping  things  and  fowls  of 
the  air ;'  of  familiar  and  unfieuniliar  machines  and  inventions,  there  are  accounts  and 
illustrations  in  this  most  comprehensive  and  instructive  of  all  encyclopsBdias.  The 
monthly  parts  are  sent  in  port-folios,  by  which  means  the  plates  and  text  are  carefti])y 
preserved,  and  the  whole  kept  firee  from  sofl  and  dust. 
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Saint  Lxobk,  or  thk  Tbkkass  or  Lire.    In  one  volume,    pp.  384.    New>York :  G.  P.  Putmam. 

There  is  no  attentive  reader  of  this  Magazine  who  will  not  hear  with  pleasure  the 
announcement  of  the  publication  of  the  above-named  volume.  Those  who  have  fol- 
lowed in  these  pages  the  fortunes  of  Saint  LsoER/and  of  the  good  and  evil  spirits 
thrown  in  his  way,  and  who  exercised  so  marked,  and  in  certain  instances,  so  wonder- 
ful an  influence  over  his  destiny,  will  need  no  additional  incentive  to  secure  the  peru- 
sal of  the  work  before  us.  It  is  not  requisite,  nor  would  it  be  deemed  other  than  a 
work  of  supererogation  at  our  hands,  to  review  in  detail  the  incidents  of  the  stirring 
narrative  under  notice.  The  machinations  of  that  arch-fiend,  Vautret  ;  the  myste- 
rious character  of  the  Wcedallah  of  romantic  Saint  Kilda,  and  the  grace  and  loveUness 
of  his  daughter ;  the  almost  Mephistophcllan  creation  of  Wolfgang  Hegewisch  ;  the 
sweet,  gentle,  simple-hearted  Theresa  Von  Hofrath  and  her  &ther  *,  all  these,  with 
dear  remembrances  of  admirable  descriptions  of  scenery,  varying,  in  the  most  artist- 
like manner  with  the  distinctive  features  of  time,  countiy,  and  particular  regi<»L  of 
country  •,  these  will  be  so  vividly  present  to  the  reader  of  this  notice,  that  whfle  he 
will  himself  hail  the  intellectual  treat  before  him,  of  which  he  has  had  a  foretaste,  he 
will  not  be  slow  in  inducing  others  to  follow  his  example.  Saint  Leoer  himself  has 
given  a  very  striking,  nay,  a  very  touching  picture,  of  the  motives  which  animated 
him.    One  can  scarce  read  it  without  entering  into  the  very  spirit  of  the  author : 


*  At  the  age  of  twenty-three  yesra  I  find  myself  upon  the  threshold  of  two  worlds.  The  Past  i 
mens  the  thousand  incidents  which  have  operated  to  determine  me  as  a  responsible  being,  and  pte- 
aents  them  before  me,  with  fearftil  Yiyidness.  The  Presknt  seems  like  nothing  beneath ^my  feet. 
And  the  Future,  no  long^  a  shadowy  dream,  throws  open  its  endless  rista,  and  whispers  ^at  I 
must  soon  enter  upon  all  its  untried,  imknown  realities.  Here  I  am  permitted  to  pause  a  moment, 
ere  I  commence  upon  that  new  existence  which  ends  only  with  the  iNriNiTB. 

^  I  have  finished  my  life  upon  earth.  The  ties  which  connect  me  with  the  world  have  parted.  I 
have  to  do  now  only  with  eternity.  Yet  somethins,  which  1  may  not  resist,  i^^>eIs  me  to  retroepee- 
tlon.  I  look  back  over  my  short  pilgrimage,  and  feel  a  yearning  which  I  cannot  restrain,  to  pot 
down  a  narrative  of  my  brief  existence,  and  to  mark  the  several  changes  which  have  come  over  my 
aplrit,  in  the  hope  that  the  young,  with  whom  I  chiefly  sympathize,  may  profit  by  the  reeltaL* 

There  is  a  moral,  a  moral  fhiitfiil  of  wise  monitions,  in  a  life  full  of  events,  and  so 
solemnly  regarded.  To  the  records  of  that  life  we  commend  our  readers ;  pausing 
in  conclusion  of  this  too  brief  notice  merely  to  express  our  admiration  of  the  neat  and 
tasteful  style  in  which  the  publisher  has  placed  the  volume  before  the  public.  It  haa 
already  passed  to  a  second  edition. 


Tbi  War  with  Mexico.  Bv  R.  8.  Riplet,  BrevetrMaJor  in  the  United  States*  Armv,  Lieutensat 
of  the  Second  Regiment  of  Artillery,  etc.  In  two  volumes,  pp.  1174.  New- York :  Hartbr  amd 
Brothers. 

The  present  work,  although  mainly  prep^ed  during  a  period  of  respite  from  ordi- 
nary professional  duties,  would  seem  amply  to  fulfil  the  intentions  of  its  gallant  author. 
It  gives  '  a  general  and  impartial  account  of  those  events  which  for  a  few  past  years 
have  been  of  such  absorbing  interest,  and  which  must  necessarily  be  looked  upon  in 
future  years  as  the  most  prominent  of  any  which  have  occurred  since  the  independence 
^f  the  country.'  The  author  claims,  and  we  have  no  doubt  with  justice,  to  be  impar- 
tial, and  to  present  the  different  occurrences  in  their  true  light,  stripped  of  the  show 
and  ornament  which  have  been  hung  upon  them  in  the  exultation  of  the  moment. 
The  author  had  many  advantages  in  the  collection  of  his  materiel ;  important  among 
which  may  be  mentioned  a  personal  observation  of  the  country  on  both  of  the  princi* 
pal  routes  of  operation,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  many  American  offioers,  and 
some  intercourse  with  thaw  of  the  Mexican  army. 


EDITOR'S    TABLE. 


^nnbtrsarg  ^tstioal  of  Hdrnt  JS\i\\o\aB. 

A»  the  official  reporter  of  the  Saint  Kicqoi.u  8o- 
ciETr,  we  have  the  pleMura  to  lay  before  our  readora 
on  accooDt  of  tbe  Aonivemry  FcatiTal  of  our  Pabviii 
Baint,  which  was  duly  celebrated  on  Thuradsf  the  aixlh 
of  December,  1849.  The  Society  met  this  year  in  SD 
nnnaual  locale.  The  venerable  '  Citt  IIotil,'  anmnd 
which  hod  hang  hi  many  plfSfsnl  reminiscence*,  and 
where  JEKNI^aB  and  Willaid  had  to  long  and  so  lib- 
erally mitiiBtered,  with  such  mtisfkction,  had  yielded  to 
the  ioSaenco  of  the  times,  and  had  given  place  to  & 
d  and  Goally  warc-houscfl.  The  Btewords,  driven  from  their  old  h<»ne, 
were  obliged  lo  seek  qoartfrs  tor  tho  Society  &rtlier  'up  tovm;'  and  about  five 
o'dook  the  membcn  acoordingly  began  to  amemble  in  tits  reoeiving-rooma  of  '  Tta 
Amskicui.'  The  Secretary  read  the  prooeedings  of  the  ipeoial  meeting  of  th*  80- 
iaet]p,b^  on  the  twelfth  of  NoTcmbcr,  by  which  it  appeared  that  the  following  gen- 
detnen  had  been  elected  officera : 

JAHEB    DE    FEY8TER   OODEK,    PasilDCIT. 


«  H.  Kir, 

LMAH  li.  Jo 
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These  gentlemen  were  severally  called  forward,  and  duly  installed  in  their  respec- 
tive offioeS)  by  President  Kino,  of  Columbia  college  ;  who  discharged  his  fiinctioiiB 
with  all  that  proverbial  grace  and  expression  for  which  he  is  so  distinguished.  The 
members  of  the  Society,  accompanied  by  their  invited  guests,  among  whom  were  the 
representatives  of  the  several  Societies  in  friendly  alliance  with  Saint  Nicholas,  and 
Lieutenant-Colonel  Craig  of  the  army,  then  repaired  to  the  dining-hall.  On  enter- 
ing, ^odworth^s  band  struck  up  the  inspiriting  notes  of  *Dek  Volksleid,'  ^The 
People^a  Lay^^  the  popular  song  of  Holland.  At  the  centre  of  the  ^dais^^  or  elevated 
cross-table,  (behind  which  were  arranged  the  serving  men  of  the  Society,  arrayed  in 
their  ancient  costumes,  tempore  StuyveBanty)  the  President  of  the  Society,  Mr.  Dc 
Petster  CKjden,  took  his  seat,  supported  on  the  right  and  left  by  the  chief  officers  of 
the  various  sister  societies,  and  the  other  distinguished  guests  ;  while  the  three  tables 
which  occupied  the  centre  of  the  hall  were  respectively  presided  over  by  Messrs.  Oo- 
DEN  Hoffman,  James  H.  Kif,  and  Samuel  G.  Raymond,  Vice-Presidents,  supported 
by  the  stewards.  Grace  was  pronounced  by  the  Reverend  Dr.  Johnson,  one  of  the 
chaplains  of  the  Society,  and  then  the  company  sat  down  to  the  discussion  of  an  am- 
ple store  of  *  good  things ;'  among  which,  the  choice  relishes  of  the  Fatherland,  in- 
cluding *  rolletjes,'  ^  oley-koSks,'  ^  krullers,'  and  the  never-forgotten  *  schnaps  and 
pipes,'  figured  conspicuously  on  the  liberal  bill  of  fiire. 

When  the  inner  man  had  been  sufficiently  refreshed,  the  cloth  was  removed,  and 

'  the  ancient  Weathercock  of  Saint  Nicholas  having  been  duly  placed  before  him 

on  the  table,  the  President,  Mr.  De  Petster  Ooden,  assumed  his  venerable  cocked 

hat,  and  after  an  acknowledgment  of  the  honor  conferred  upon  him,  by  the  Society, 

in  a  few  brief  words  of  introduction,  said : 

^Gkntlbmkx  or  thk  Saint  Nicholas  Sociktt  :  Wliile  yot  the  Puritan  Pilgrima,  who  aftenrsid 
landed  at  Plymouth  Rock,  were  sojourning  among  the  Dutch,  and  when  but  a  feeble  colony  on 
James  River  in  Virginia  was  all  the  occupation  that  England  could  boast  of  in  America,  our  Dutch 
ancestors  established  this  colony,  and  laid  out  the  site  for  New- Amsterdam ;  and  it  was  when  reli-' 
glous  toleratttm,  civil  liberty,  an  enlightened  spirit  and  enlarged  views  of  commercial  enterprise 
and  commercial  (hsedom  flourished  in  Holland,  that  the  great  republic — great  alike  in  arts  and  annsy . 
the  streams  of  whose  commerce  poured  in  fh>m  every  quarter  of  the  globe  —  sent  out  the  pioneerst 
who,  nurtured  in  the  same  freedom  and  imbued  with  the  same  spirit,  laid  the  foundations  broad  and 
deep  of  this  our  goodly  city.  Our  ancestors  purchased  the  soil  they  occupied,  and  traded  on  friendly 
terms  with  the  natives,  and  laid  the  foundation  for  an  extensive  and  profitable  commerce  in  ftirs ;  and 
as  soon  as  the  English  colonists  were  fidrly  seated  at  Plymouth,  the  provincial  auth(»itios  of  New- 
Amsterdam,  desirous  of  cultivating  friendly  rolationa  and  commercial  correspondence,  sent  th^r 
secretary  as  the  bearer  of  a  congratulatory  and  courteous  communication. 

*  For  a  long  period  our  ancestors  enjoyed  peace  and  prosperity ;  but  after  a  time  this  flourishing  and 
h^>py  condition,  the  fruit  of  their  own  exertions,  attracted  attention — possibly  envy ;  s^  least  it  was 
Ibund  that  neighboring  encroachments  were  to  be  resisted  and  national  rights  defended ;  while,  as 
civilization  advanced,  hostilities  with  the  Indians  were  found  to  be  unavoidable.  But  amid  all  tlieir 
trials  the  Dutch  colonists  remained  flrm  in  the  maintenance  of  their  principles,  and  true  to  the  name 
and  fame  of  their  Belglc  sires ;  and  for  half  a  century  the  Dutch  founders  continued  to  enlarge  their 
possessions,  increase  their  number,  and  extend  their  commerce,  protected  by  fhe  laws,  flourishfaig 
under  the  guardianship,  profiting  by  the  example,  and  Inheriting  the  sphrit  of  that  republican  HoDand, 
who  became  In  her  day  and  generation  the  birth-place  of  civil  liberty,  the  abode  of  religions  tolen- 
tlon,  the  asylum  of  the  oppressed,  the  seat  of  the  arts,  the  mart  of  commerce,  and  the  mistress  of  the 
seas.  Sons  of  Saint  Nicholas  I  let  us  never  forget  that  it  was  from  such  a  republic  our  ancestors 
descended,  and  that  we  arc  their  descendants!  From  our  progenitors  oi  the  Anglo-Saxon  line  we 
have  taken  the  common  law  and  a  common  language  —  both  valuable  acquisitions ;  but  the)'  came 
like  the  acquirements  oi  after  life,  which  owe  their  chief  value  and  efllcacy  to  the  Impressions  and 
feeUngs  and  prindples  that  are  inftised  and  Implanted  in  our  earlier  days ;  whereas  our  Dutch 
tors,  under  the  teadbings  and  example  ot^  great  republic,  had  established  their  principles  long 
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fore,  to  Benre  as  guides  not  only  for  them  and  us,  but  for  aU  time ;  for  it  was  theirs  to  sow  the  seeds 
which  psst  ages  have  nourished  and  matured,  and  of  which  tattire  generations  may  reap  tlie  hleseings 
and  the  fruit* 

m 

In  support  of  these  claims  brief  extracts  from  history  were  then  given,  in  relation 
to  the  convention  held  in  New-Tork  in  1653,  the  constitution  obtained  by  the  in- 
habitants in  1682,  and  the  execution  of  Jacob  LeisleR)  a  Dutchman,  in  1791,  who 
fen  a  martyr  to  the  cause  of  rational  liberty  : 

'  At  the  dose  of  the  seventeenth  century,  the  historian  says,  the  population  of  the  province  was  still 
chiefly  Dutch :  *  Tlie  poor  man  here  found  a  country  where  industry  was  highly  v^ned,  and  where  aH 
freemen  enjoyed  equal  rights.  Tlie  inhabitants  are  blessed  in  their  country,  blessed  in  the  fruit  of 
their  bodies  and  in  the  fruit  of  their  grounds ;  blessed  in  their  basket  and  their  store ;  and  although 
their  low-roofed  houses  would  seem  to  shut  the  doon  to  pride  and  luxury,  yet  were  they  ever  wide 
open  to  let  charity  in  and  out,  either  to  asdst  each  other  or  to  relieve  the  stranger.*  It  is  true  that  the 
temples  where  our  ancestorB  worshipped  exist  no  longer ;  the  low-roofed  houses  where  they  enjoyed 
domestic  felicity,  and  dispensed  a  liberal  hospitality,  are  tottering  to  their  fall,  and  the  memorials  that 
marked  the  spot  where  their  a^es  repose  are  crumbling  into  dust ;  and  we  pause  with  regret  as  the 
last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  are  seen  lingering  on  the  ruins  of  the  past.  But  we  know  that  other  tem- 
ples of  worship  will  rise,  where  the  same  fire  will  bum  on  the  altars  and  the  same  pure  and  tolerant 
lUth  animate  and  console  its  worBhlppers;  and  wo  trust  that  a  spirit  will  arise  firom  their  ashes  to 
animate  and  inspire  their  descendants,  for  ages  to  come,  as  they  think  on  the  rich  inheritance  they 
enjoy  r 

The  Pkesident  then  announced  the  regular  toasts,  in  the  following  order : 

L  Saiitt  Nicholas,  ocr  Patron.  The  most  genial  Saint  in  the  calendar.  His  stock  of  ^good 
things'  is  inexhaustible.    Music :  ^Long  Time  Ago^ 

n.  Tb«  Prbsidknt  or  the  UiiiTED  States.    Music  :  ^PresidenVa  MarcV 

UL  The  Governor  or  the  State  or  New-York.    Music:  ^Oovenufr's  MarcA.^ 

TV.  Our  Country:  One  and  indivisible.    Music :  ^Hail  Columhia,^  with  *  Yankee  Doodle.'' 

V.  The  Army  and  Navy  :  Generous  rivals  in  daring  valor  and  patriotic  devotion.  Music :  ^Tktt 
Star-Spangled  Banner.'' 

VI.  The  Dutch  Founders  or  New  Amsterdam  ;  who,  in  1G3G,  with  characteristic  probity,  hon< 
estly purchased  our  Island  from  the  aboriginal  Manhattans.  Music:  *The  Wilkelmna^*  ike  A*a- 
tianal  air  of  Holland. 

Vn.  Our  City  :  Puritans,  Huguenots,  Waldenses,  in  the  dav  of  persecution  found  reAige  at  Am- 
sterdam :  the  City  which  Amsterdam  merchants  founded  will  always  emulate  their  hospitality.  Mu- 
sic.   ^Home,  Sweet  Home.'' 

VUL  Our  Sister  Societies  :  The  Patron  Saint  of  Manhattan  welcomes  at  his  board  the  repre- 
aentatives  of  those  who  have  made  his  own  city  their  home.    Music :  ^  fVe  are  a  Band  of  Brothers.'' 

IX.  West  Point.  The  deeds  of  its  sons  Jnstif^'  their  training.  Music:  ^The  Minstrel  Boy  to 
the  War  has  gont.^ 

X.  Dutch  Scholars,  Dutch  Painters,  and  Dutch  Sailors.    Music:  ^'Mynheer  Van  Dunk." 

XL  The  Daughters  or  Manhattan  :  ^  Angels  ever  bright  and  fair.*  Music :  ^Here  *«  a  health 
to  all  Oood  Lasses.* 

The  toast  *  The  Army  and  Navy''  was  briefly  acknowledged  by  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  Ckaio  of  the  army. 

'  Our  Sister  Societies^  replied  to  Saint  KiCHOLiis's  firiendly  sahitation,  through 
Dr.  Beales,  of  the  Saint  Geokge,  Me.  Fessenden,  of  the  *  New-England/  Mr. 
Golden  of  St.  David's,  and  Mr.  Kunhardt  of  the  German  Society.  These  official 
gentlemen  severally  gave  appropriate  toasts,  which  we  regret  not  to  have  been  able 
to  obtain.  We  remember,  however,  that  Mr.  Golden,  President  of  Saint  David's, 
accompanied  his  senthnent  with  a  beautiful  allusion  to  the  memory  of  two  distin- 
goished  persons  who  had  died  during  the  course  of  the  past  year ;  one,  the  Hon. 
Harmanus  Bleecker,  of  Albany,  for  a  long  time  the  respected  President  of  the  St. 
Nicholas  Society  of  our  sister  city,  and  for  many  years  our  honored  Repreaentative 
at  the  Hague  :  *■  There  was  a  gentleman  now  present,'  he  said,  '  (Mr.  Brodhead,) 
who  he  believed  had  been  with  his  kinsman,  Mr.  Blbecker,  at  the  Hague,  and  wha 
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oonld  bear  full  testimony  to  the  bigh  standing  that  gentleman  had  always  maintained 
in  the  Fatherland.  The  other  distinguished  person  to  whom  he  referred  had  often 
graced  with  his  presence  the  anniversaries  of  our  Society ;  but  the  seat  of  the  wholes 
souled  James  Reyburn,  the  late  esteemed  President  of  Saint  Patrick's,  was  empty : 

^The  churcb-yard  showed  an  addod  stone, 
The  social  board  a  vacant  chair/ 

*"  West  Pointy'  we  remarked,  was  responded  to  in  very  appropriate  and  elegant 
terms  by  the  gallant  Major  Philip  Kearnt,  who,  while  he  could  not  call  himself  an 
elive  of  the  institution,  bore  warm  testimony  to  the  good  conduct  of  its  sons  in 
Mexico,  whose  deeds  had  well  *  justified  their  training.' 

The  President  here  read  several  letters  which  had  been  received  from  distin- 
goished  invited  guests,  expressing  the  ^  regrets'  of  tho  writers  that  they  were  un- 
able to  be  present  to  do  honor  to  our  beloved  patron-saint  *,  and  among  them  was  one 
from  our  esteemed  associate  and  Vice-President,  Gov.  Hamilton  Fish,  pleading 
^  in  bar'  important  ^  gubernatorial  duties,'  whieh  detained  him  at  the  capitol ;  and 
another  from  Ex-President  Martin  Van  Buren,  assigning,  not  executive  yet  still 
unavoidable  demands  upon  his  leisure,  which  deprived  him  of  the  pleasure  he  had 
anticipated  in  being  present  on  the  occasion. 

*  The  health  of  our  Associate^  Hamilton  Fish,'  being  given,  it  was  dranic  enthn- 
filasticolly,  with  all  the  honors. 

President,  Charles  King,  of  Columbia  College,  being  toasted,  replied  in  a  very 
appropriate  speech,  (of  which  wo  have  been  unable  to  obtain  a  proper  report),  con- 
cluding with  a  sentiment  to  tho  memory  of  a  distinguished  son  of  New-York,  the 
late  General  Stephen  W.  Kearny,  of  the  United  States'  Army. 

Mr.  Ooden  Hoffman,  being  loudly  called  upon,  now  rose,  and  addressed  the 
company  in  an  admirably  humorous  and  characteristic  speech,  distinguished  by  the 
well-known  graces  of  his  silvery  eloquence.  He  concluded  his  remarks,  which  were 
received  with  enthusiastic  applause,  by  proposing : 

The  Stewards  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Society. 

This  toast  called  up  Mr.  James  W.  Beekman,  on  behalf  of  his  fellow  Stewards, 
who  briefly  acknowledged  the  compliment  which  had  been  paid  to  them. 

The  President  having  called  upon  the  senior  of  the  medical  council  for  his  annual 
report.  Dr.  Francis  arose,  and  remarked  as  follows : 

^  Your  High  MighUiussy  President  Ooden  of  the  Saint  ^Ticholas  Society : 

^  I  umTK,  in  common  with  the  members  at  large  of  our  Society,  in  the  congratnlations  which  have 
been  oSldroA  you  with  so  much  sincerity  on  the  occasion  of  your  election  as  our  Prbsidbrt.  Tbere 
seems  to  me  a  peculiar  proprietv  in  the  gratification  which  we  feel  in  the  choice  now  made  <tf  our 
official  head.  Your  long  and  weu-known  acquaintance  with  our  cosmopolitan  city ;  vour  Krickkr- 
BooKKR  origin;  your  zeal  in  behalf  of  our  groat  metropolis,  already  manifested  by  the  acts  of  a  life 
not  of  short  duration ;  your  wide  relations  and  acquaintance  with  the  interests  we  love  to  dierisli ; 
att  these  dreumstancee  point  vou  out  as  a  most  suitable  individual  to  promote,  by  official  authoritj , 
the  benevolent  and  patriotic  designs  of  the  Sons  of  Saint  Nicholas.  For  mysdf,  Sir,  in  addition  to 
these  reasons,  I  have  others  which  cause  me  to  delight  in  your  promotion.  You,  Sb*,  are  a  desemdsat 
of  a  medical  gentleman  whose  renown  is  the  common  property  of  the  medical  profession.  I  aUude 
to  the  late  Dr.  Oodbn,  who  some  sixty  years  ago  was  eminently  distinguished  as  an  enlightened  prao- 
titioner  of  the  healing  art,  and  by  whose  bold  and  original  views  we  are  largely  indebted  for  the  inUro- 
ductlon  of  the  mercurial  practice  in  the  treatment  of  the  febrile  diseases  of  the  United  States.  He 
might  almost  be  pronounced  the  Paracblsus  of  our  country,  Judged  strictly  bv  the  eomeetnen  sad 
suceees  with  which  he  enfiMrced  the  adoptioh  of  mercury  as  a  remedial  agent  of  saving  efficacy ;  bat 
here  I  believe  the  parallel  would  cease.  That  he  is  held  in  grateAil  oonsiderstion  by  the  medical 
fheoltv  for  his  intrepidity, originality, and  benevolenoe, is  a  recorded  truth:  and  some  few  of  our 
older  inhabitants,  hnely  among  us,  have  testified  to  me  of  his  generous  qualitiee.  The  descendant  of 
floch  a  progenitor  is,  I  think,  aflt  ropresentativeof  a  benevolent  society,  founded  on  so  large  a  basis 
as  the  kmcRBRBOcKBR  society  here  assraibled  this  evening:  its  designs,  its  entire  scope  of  utility, 
must  be  well  comprehended  by  an  officer  of  such  lineage  and  such  training.  I  again  oongratntane 
yoQ,  8b^  and  the  Society,  on  your  election. 
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*BiitwlMt,  ^,  am  I  to  oflbrintlie  wayoT  tLwudieel  report  this  evening?  Ddicaiey  requires  that  I 
nhould  be  silent,  haTingakeady  so  often  trespasaed  on  the  time  of  the  aaaociation:  indeed,  I  beUere 
at  ahnost  every  anniversary  since  its  foundation.  Thrice  liappy  am  I  to  declare,  that  our  physical  as 
well  as  moral  ccmdition  has  soffered  no  deterioration ;  and  you  know,  Sir,  how  intimately  the  moral 
quaQties  of  associations,  as  well  as  of  individuals,  depend  upon  the  happy  codperation  of  a.4K>und 
mind  in  a  sound  body.  The  direful  pestilence  which  prevailed  the  past  season  for  a  period  of  nearly 
four  months,  has  invaded  our  ranks  with  but  a  comparatively  sligbt  loss ;  and  though  it  becomes  our 
painfid  duty  to  record  the  calamity  in  our  book  of  minutes,  we  have  neverUielem  the  tallest  reason 
to  oongratnbte  ourselves  that  we  have  been  so  leniently  dealt  with,  in  the  midst  of  so  dreadftd  a 
havoc,  by  the  all-wise  and  benevolent  Givkr  of  every  good  gift.  We,  as  in  duty  bound,  shall  cherish 
the  memory  of  our  departed  associates,  and  with  grateftd  accents  recognise  the  strength  and  the  ma* 
jesty  of  that  Power  that  «doeth  aU  things  weU.' 

*  In  remarking  on  the  health  of  the  Society  for  the  iMst  year,  I  might  advert  to  the  many  souroea 
at  improvement  in  our  city,  in  which  our  municipal  fathers  are  engaged,  the  better  to  render  New- 
ToriE,  in  a  sanitary  point  of  view,  as  conspicuous  as  she  has  long  been  for  her  mercantile  and  com- 
mercial character.  That  this  metropolis  is  dally  advancing  in  all  the  measures  best  calculated  to  im- 
prove her  moral  and  physical  stale,  is  obvious  to  alL  Ihe  vast  increase  in  the  number  of  her  schools 
for  elementary  education,  and  the  hi^^ier  branches  of  knowledge,  demonstrates  the  first  of  these  posi- 
tions ;  her  topographical  modifications,  her  improvements  in  houa&4>uil(UngB,  herjnster  qipreciation 
nt  pore  air,  in  the  widening  of  streeta^  her  avenues  of  approach,  her  distribution  of  the  mi|^ty  Croton 
water,  aU  show  that  her  authorities  are  ftdly  alive  to  the  aids  which  arise  from  such  sources  to  the 
comfort  and  health  of  her  people.  And  had  any  doubts  existed  on  the  subject,  the  experience  of  the 
past  summer  must  have  extinguished  every  vestige  of  them,  by  the  histofy  and  progress  of  the  Asiatic 
Cliolera  as  it  prevailed  in  different  localities,  and  afflicted  with  its  extremeet  violence  ttie  abject  and 
the  debased,  the  pocnr,  the  needy,  and  the  intemperate :  yet  though  its  sad  issues  were  most  witnessed 
among  those  whose  condition  ui  life  was  most  pitiable,  flrom  bad  habits,  penury  and  pestilential  lo- 
cality, all  versed  in  the  history  of  diseases  know  fiiU  well  that  none  are  safe,  however  pure  in  person 
<Nr  exalted  in  rank,  when  ^idemial  become  epidemical  disorders.  The  experience  of  the  season  Just 
passed  will  teach  our  authorities  to  hasten  toe  completion  of  their  sanitary  designs  by  removing  as 
nur  as  practicable  the  causes  of  pestilence,  wherever  found,  and  establishing  a  code  ot  sanitary  regu- 
lations worthy  of  the  metropolis,  and  conformatory  to  the  deductions  of  philosophical  knowledge  at 
the  present  day.  Beside,  it  is  not  to  be  co  ntroverted  that  much  of  our  suffering  has  arisen  firom  sources 
purely  adventitious  and  foreign  to  the  natural  condition  of  our  people,  and  the  original  circumstances 
which  marked  our  earlier  settlers.  The  best  writer,  on  the  dimato  of  New-York,  as  well  as  the  ear- 
liest Governor,  Golden,  tells  us  of  the  excellence  and  purity  of  our  situation :  we  find  in  our  noble 
Son  of  Saint  Nicholas,  Wasrinoton  Irving,  nothing  in  oli  his  writings  that  shows  us  that  our  first 
inhabitants  lived  in  the  latitude  of  pestilenoe ;  and  our  other  antiquarian  fHend,  Mr.  BaoDHBAisalso 
a  son  of  Saint  Nicholas,  finds,  I  believe,  nothing  amons  all  his  important  Dutch  records  touching 
Nieuw-Netherhmd,  to  prove  that  we  are  doomed  to  epidemics  trom  our  locality.  Thanks  to  the 
innate  vigor  of  our  Dutch  constitution,  the  cholera  was  slight  in  its  action  upon  the  members  of 
the  brothertiood  of  Saint  Nicholas.  In  a  mortality  which  I  think  we  may  set  down  as  at  least  seven 
thousand  by  cholera  ami  its  cognate  diseases,  no  eye-witness  to  the  spread  of  the  disorder,  and  the 
class  of  individuals  who  most  suffered  from  it,  need  be  told  that  it  received  new  powers  by  eatf 
centrated  filth  and  privation  of  proper  aliment.  Hence  the  destitute  and  the  vitiated  afforded  its 
greatest  pabulum ;  and  if  its  origin  be  finom  abroad,  as  many  wise  in  our  profession  affirm,  it  is  surely 
an  exotic,  eminently  calculated  to  flourish  amidst  a  population  so  reckless  of  the  great  truths  of  Hy- 
gean  science,  as  large  numbers  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  city  have  proved  themselves  to  be.  Never, 
during  a  life  of  many  years  devoted  to  medical  practice  in  this  my  native  city,  have  I  beheld  amidst 
all  the  epidemics  whicti  I  have  encountered,  such  affecting  scenes  of  sickness  and  death,  aggravated 
by  want  and  consequent  depravity  of  habits  as  I  have  during  the  calamitous  cholera— now,  thank 
heaven !  happily  over.  Every  one  of  you  must  remember  the  memorable  dedaration  of  our  great 
New- York  divine,  the  late  eloquent  and  impressive  Dr.  John  M.  Mason  :  *  To  be  the  child  of  want, 
poor  in  this  worid,  and  damnea  in  the  next,  is  to  be  miserable  indeed.'  My  caUing  does  not  require 
of  me  any  expression  of  opinion  on  the  latter  part  of  this  declaration :  but  of  the  first  part  of  it,  let 
Poverty  with  its  associations,  antecedent  and  consequent,  grapple  with  a  fUthftil  attaoc  of  Asiatic 
cholera,  and  the  beholder  needs  not  a.  more  imprenive  scene,  to  affect  his  feelings  and  absorb  his 
memory.    Holbein  has  nothing  like  unto  it 

*  But  I  will  trespass  no  longer  upon  your  attention.  I  cannot  but  hope  that  my  able  coDeagues  In 
the  medical  department  of  this  Sode^,  will,  if  not  on  the  present  occasion,  give  you  a  more  ample 
and  satisfhctory  report  on  the  physical  condition  of  Uie  &int  Nicholas  Society.  My  venerable 
friend,  Dr.  Chbesman  will  cut  a  figure  for  the  purpose  better  than  I  can ;  my  associates  Dr.  Hobart 
and  Dr.  Adams  will  blend  in  happier  combination  their  remarks  on  the  improved  ethics  of  our  so- 
dial  compact,  and  the  enhuged  ptuunthropy  of  the  descendants  of  the  Knickerbockbrs.' 

Mr.  OoDXN  Hoffman  here  rose  again.  He  referred  to  the  presenee  of  a  gentle  - 
roan  who  had  twice  before,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  been  alluded  to ;  once,  as 
having  recently  returned  from  a  most  honorable  diplomatic  post  abroad,  and  once 
again  as  one  of  the  Stewards  of  this  Society.  But  as  that  gentleman  had  modestly 
remained  silent  thus  &r,  he  must  now,  pursuant  to  parliamentary  usage,  call  upon 
him  by  name  ;  and  he  accordingly  proposed  : 

*  The  health  of  John  Rombtn  Brodhbad  :' 

Mr.  Brodhsad,  in  acknowledging  the  compliment  which  his  friend,  Mr.  Hoffmak, 
had  paid  him,  remarked : 
*Hb  had  felt,'  he  said,  ^adelicacy  in  responding  to  the  toast  on  behalf  of  the  Stewards}  while  there 
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wa«  others  of  hiB  colleagues  ot  longer  escperlence  than  he  in  that  department  of  the  Soclety^s  aervioe. 
His  Mend,  Senator  Bbbkman,  had  already  very  prop«'ly  answered  for  his  colleagues ;  and  he  would 
only  add,  that  though  the  march  of  modem  improyement,  or  modem  change,  had  driven  the  Society 
fh>m  their  ancient  rendezvous  in  the  *Citt  Hotkl,*  the  Stewards  had  endeav<»ed  to  accommodate 
themselves  as  wen  as  they  could  to  their  altered  circumstances ;  and  they  trusted  that  thougli  they 
had  been  obliged  to  find  quarters  for  the  Society  somewhat  flirther  *  up  tuntnC  than  the  Citt  Hotbl 
had  formerly  been  considered,  their  hyperborean  latitude  would  not  be  judged  to  have  entirely  frozen 
^  the  genial  current  of  their  souls.*  While  up,  Mr.  Brodhbad  would  take  the  opportunity  of  adding 
a  remark,  suggested  by  the  speech  of  their  guest,  the  respected  Vice-President  of  the  New-England 
Soci^,  Mr.  Fbssbndbk.  That  gentleman  had  referred,  in  the  remarks  introducing  his  sentiment, 
to  ttie  recent  large  inftision  of  Eastern  population  and  Eastern  senUment  in  this  anci^it  city,  and  had 
expressed  the  hope  that  the  sons  of  Manhattan  would  not  allow  any  feelings  of  *  Jealousy*  to  creep  in, 
and  warp  good  fellowship.  The  descendants  of  the  first  lords  of  thia  soil,*  said  Mr.  Brouhbad  ;  *the 
descendants,*  in  the  language  of  one  of  the  regular  toasts  of  this  evening,  *  of  the  Dutch  founden  of 
New  Amsterdam,  who  in  1636,  with  characteristic  probity,  honestly  purchased  our  island  from  the 
aboriginal  Bfanhattans,*  would  always  Imitate  the  hospitality  of  their  ancestors.  Those  ancestors  had 
cordially  welcomed  the  ancestors  of  his  friend  of  the  New-England  Society  to  ahoepitable  home  in 
Holland,  long  before  *  Plymouth  Rock*  had  ever  been  heard  or  thought  of;  and  so  warmly  did  the 
*  Pilgrims*  of  that  day  ^)preciate  the  *  good  and  courteous  entreaty*  they  had  received  in  our  Father- 
land, that  they  caused  application  to  be  made  to  the  government  of  Holland  for  permissicm  for  them 
to  come  and  settle  on  the  Hudson  River,  under  the  protection  of  the  United  Provinces.  When  the 
Dutch  government,  for  reasons  of  public  policy,  were  obliged  to  decline  a  compliance  with  tiiai  ap- 
plication, the  nigrims  sought  and  found  a  new  home  afor  within  Cape  Ck)d,  and  planted  on  the  bleak 
and  barren  shores  of  New-England  the  institutions  which  it  had  once  been  their  purpose  to  cultivate, 
under  the  flag  of  our  Fatherland,  in  the  more  genial  regions  of  New-Nelheriand.  But  it  was  from  no 
^Jealousy*  ot  the  Puritans  that  our  ancestors  in  16Q0  felt  unwilling  to  comply  with  their  request.  It 
was  only  from  fear  of  becoming  embroiled  with  the  friendly  government  of  England,  to  which  the 
Puritan  Pilgrims  then  owed  allegiance.  And  at  this  late  day,  the  descendants  of  the  men  who  had 
sheltered  those  Pilgrims  in  Holland  could  never  feel  ^Jealonsy*  of  their  sons.  We  repelled  and  re- 
pudiated the  thought  Mankaitan  is  eminently  a  cosmopolitan  town.  We  welcomed  all^  from  the 
four  quarters  of  the  world ;  and  certainly  none  are  more  welcome  here  than  those  whom  the  example 
of  our  own  ancestors  has  always  taught  us  to  look  upon  with  especial  kindliness  and  good  wilL 

*  Before  sitting  down,  Mr.  Brodhkad  begged  leave  to  say  a  word  more.  His  friend  Mr.  HoffmaNt 
in  the  kindest  manner,  had  referred  to  his  long  absence  abroad,  and  his  recent  return  from  an  honora- 
ble diplon^itic  poet  under  the  general  government.  On  his  recall  frt>m  that  post  last  summer  it  had 
been  his  lot  to  arrive  off  the  coast  of  Long  Island  on  a  clear  and  beautiful  morning.  Fni  off  to  the 
south  there  loomed  up  a  small  cloud  on  the  edge  of  the  horizon,  which,  as  the  ship  approached,  by 
degrees  assumed  a  more  definite  form ;  and  finally  stood  out  in  bold  relief  against  the  deep  blue  sky  be- 
yond. It  was  the  Highlands  of  the  Navesink;the  very  land  which  Hudson  had  so  graphically  and  so  truly 
described  as  *  a  very  good  land  to  fall  in  with,  and  a  pleasant  land  to  see.''  And  as  the  vessd  sailed  onward, 
and  a  thousand  masts  covered  the  waters,  and  spread  their  whitening  canvass  to  the  breeze,  he  thought 
of  the  earlier  days  of  that  commercial  metropolis  to  which  he  was  now  returning  afler  so  long  an 
absence.  He  thought  oi  the  early  followers  of  Hudson  ;  of  the  high-pooped  ships  of  Amsterdam, 
and  of  the  tri-color  of  the  United  Provinces  which  floated  at  their  mast-heads.  How  the  gaudy  cor 
tumes  of  Europe  had  surprised  the  savages  of  the  Hudson,  clad  in  skins  of  wild  beasts,  and  decorated 
with  chaplets  of  feathers ;  how  the  flrst  cannon  boomed  over  the  waters  of  New-Neth«iand,  and  the 
startled  birds  were  aroused  by  the  unusual  echoes  which  rolled  through  the  ancient  forests ;  how  the 
first  Dutch  trumpets  blew  the  inspiring  notes  of  the  ^  Wilhblmus,*  that  celebrated  national  air  which 
had  been,  in  turn,  a  hymn  of  gratitude,  a  song  of  patriotism,  and  a  slogan  of  party  spirit,  in  the  fiu*- 
off  Fatherland.  He  recalled  to  mind  the  early  exploration  of  the  neighborhood  of  Manhattan ;  and 
bow  Adribh  Block,  having  lost  his  ship,  *The  Tiger,*  by  an  accidental  fire  In  1614,  with  character- 
istic Dutch  industry  set  to  work  at  once  and  built  a  small  vessel  of  sixteen  tons,  which  he  propheti- 
cally called  the  ^Rbstlxss  ;*  as  if  in  imagination  he  already  saw  the  type  of  that  busy  population 
which  was  soon  to  cover  Manhattan.  In  this  vessel.  Block,  the  first  of  Europeans,  sailed  throu^ 
Hell-Gate,  and  coasting  along  the  shores  of  Connecticut,  exploring  that  river  above  Hartford,  and  de- 
termining the  insular  character  of  Long-Island,  ho  left  his  name  upon  one  of  the  islands  beyond  Mon- 
tauk,  in  perpetual  remembrance  oi  his  enterprise.  In  view  of  this  circumstance,  and  of  the  emi- 
nenUy  commercial  character  of  our  city,  Mr.  Brodhbad  begged  leave,  in  conclusion,  to  offer  as  a 
•entiment: 
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*Thb  Mbmort  or  Abubn  Block,  the  rtRST  sbip-builbkr  of  Nkw-Kkthkrland  ;    and 

'ThK  RB8TLB88,*  THE  RRST  VK8SKL  LAUMCHKD  BT  EUROPKAHS  AT  MANHATTAN.* 

The  Reverend  Doctor  ScHodNMAKKR  being  next  called  up,  as  one  of  the  chaplains 
of  the  Society,  after  a  few  brief  but  most  felicitous  remarks,  gave  the  subjoined  toast, 
in  the  sounding  vernacular  of  the  Fatherland : 

*Db  Wblbbrwabrdb  Hbkr,  db  Hbrr  Johannm  a.  Kino.  De  laetache  Prbsidbnt  van  deee 
CSeeekLBchap.  Schoon  lichamelyk  afVesig ;  doch  tegenwoordigh  in  gemoet  en  goede  wenaeh.  On- 
der  het  imtnictie  en  goede  voorbeelt  van  onse  heilige  Patroon  sal  hy  weerdlglyck  beyorderen  bet 
iraten  vomdeel  der  gene  die  hem  geaonden  hebben  on  baer  terepresenteeren  in  de  Vergadederinge 
der  Vereenigde  Staten.' 

Which  being  interpreted,  for  the  benefit  of  ^  outside  barbarians,'  readeth  in  *  manner 
following,'  to  wit : 

*  Thb  Hon.  John  A.  King,  late  Prrsidrnt  of  thb  St.  Nicholas  Socibtt  :  Though  absent  in  body 
yet  present  in  mind  and  good  wishes :  influenced  by  the  instractions  and  correct  example  of  our 
patron  Saint,  he  will  worthily  represent  his  constituents  in  the  Congress  of  the  United  States.* 

Mr.  James  H.  Kip,  the  Third  Vice  President  of  the  Society,  after  some  compli- 
mentary and  appropriate  remarks,  then  gave  as  a  toast : 

*Thb  Hon.  John  A.  Kino:  A  gentleman  whom,  whether  present  or  absent,  the  Sons  of  Saint 
Nicholas  delight  to  honor.' 

Many  volunteer  toasts  were  given,  not  a  few  of  which  were  received  with  rapturous 
applause.    Among  them  were  the  following : 

*OuR  NBioHBORiNo  CiTY  OF  BROOKLYN :  May  tho  wsters  of  Long-Island  combine  their  choioeat 
foroea,. invade  her  streets,  and  take  permanent  possession  of  her  every  home!* 

His  Excellency,  the  Governor  of  Conet-Island,  gave  the  following,  ^  to  be  drank 
standing:'  ^ 

*Tbs  If RjfORT  OF  RuLOFPB  VoN  Stolock  :  the  first  man  that  ever  made  Holland  ginT 

Soon  aflerward  the  tables  began  to  show  signs  of  desertipn ;  and  the  hazy  atmos- 
phere of  the  hall  betokened  that  the  Sons  of  Manhattan  had  done  full  justice  to  the 
long  €k>uda  pipes,  which  form  a  part  of  the  indispensable  ceremonial  of  St.  Nicholas, 
'  which  comes  but  once  a  year.'  A  few  choice  spirits  prolonged  the  festivities  into  the 
'small  hours;'  and  as  we  came  away,  we  could  not  help  remarking  that  a  stronger 
sentiment  of  Marikattaniam  than  usual  had  seemed  to  animate  the  company.  The  in- 
troduction of  the  national  patriotic  airs  of  Holland  into  the  standing  music  of  the  even- 
ing was  a  decided  hit  of  the  Stewards,  whose  example  in  this  respect  we  trust  will  be 
in^^y  followed  by  their  successors. 


Tui  Blessing  of  Little  Children. — Somebody,  and  we  wish  we  knew  toAo,  says 
very  beautifully :  '  As  the  small  planets  are  nearest  the  sun,  so  are  littie  children  the 
nearest  to  God.'  How  universal  is  the  aspiration  of  those  who  are- passing  down  the 
steeper  declivity  of  life,  for  a  return  once  more  to  the  spring-time  of  their  existence, 
ihe  season  of  innocency  and  joy !  If  they  have  wandered  from  the  strait  way,  they 
are  led  to  exclaim  with  the  poet : 

'  Rrstorb  my  y&uik  to  me !    Oh  God  t  restore 
My  mom  of  life  I  Oh  Fathbr  !  be  my  gaidot 
And  let  me,  let  me  choose  my  path  once  more  I* 

Some  thoughts  arise  upon  this  theme  *  at  this  present,'  which  {Deo  volente!)  we  will 
jot  down  for  a  subsequent  number. 
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Experiences  of  a  Water-Cure  Patient. — If  our  readers  do  not  laugli  with  us 
over  the  subjoined  extract  from  a  fSEuniliar  letter  of  a  water-cure  patient  to  a  friend  in 
the  metropolis,  they  are  ^  made  of  sterner  stuff'  than  we  take  them  to  be.  Our  friend 
who  once  wrote  us  from  Lebanon  on  the  same  theme,  said  that  when  he  came  down  into 
the  hall  in  the  morning  where  the  patients  were  promenading,  he  thought  he  was  in 
a  lunatic-asylum ;  but  when  he  saw  them  at  their  ^  lenten  entertainment'  in  the  kmg 
brcak&sting-room,  he  could  have  sworn  he  was  in  the  penitentiary !  But  to  oar  pro- 
sent  correspondent-: 

*'  Last  Friday  I  was  first  inducted  into  the  wet  sheet,  or  ^  Pack,*  as  it  is  technically  termed,  and  will 
give  you  an  inkling  of  that  chef  tPauvre  of  the  waterKsure.^  Having  first  provided  two  oomfortera, 
two  blankets  and  two  sheets,  one  cotton  and  o^e  Unen,  you  await  the  arrival  of  Pktbr  to  ^  pack*  you. 
At  half-past  three  <M'four  in  the  morning  he  miters  your  room,  lamp  in  hand,  with  ahunried  step,  aod 
with  the  look  and  manner  of  a  familiar  of  the  Inquisition.  The  bed-clothes  being  removed  and  the 
pillows  properly  arranged,  a  comforter  is  first  spread  out  upon  the  maUress,  then  the  two  Uaakets, 
then  the  cotton  sheet,  wrung  out  of  cold  water.  Upon  this  you  stretch  yourself  out  on  your  back,  WiUk 
your  arms  beside  you  and  yoiur  head  on  the  pillow.  The  wet  sheet  is  first  wrapped  round  you,  then 
the  blankets  are  well  tucked  in  under  your  shoulders  and  all  the  way  to  your  feet;  the  comlbrter  is 
then  fixed  in  the  same  way ;  the  other  comforter  is  then  doubled  and  put  over  you,  and  tacked  in  so  as 
to  pin  you  down  and  effectually  exclude  the  air.  In  this  condition  you  lie  from  half  an  hour  to  an 
hour  and  a  half,  as  may  be  necessary,  until  you  get  perfectly  warm.  Your  sensations  are  various,  but 
on  the  whole  not  impleasant,  and  when  you  get  in  a  glow,  delightfuL  You  generally  fidl  into  a  dose, 
and  have  all  manner  of  visions.  But  I  will  begin  at  the  beginning,  and  take  you  through  a  ^psck' 
seriatim ;  showing  you  the  different  phases  through  which  1  passed  on  my  first  i4>pearance  as  a 

*  packed  patient'  in  a  water-cive  establishment. 

*  My  first  vision  was  a  long  i^le  in  one  of  the  caves  of  Nova  Zembla,  which  changed  into  a  snow 
man,  who  gradually  vanished,  repeating  as  he  melted :   ^ 

• '  Coi-D  on  bis  midniprht  w^atch  the  breeron  blow 
Prom  wastes  that  slumbor  in  eterual  snow. 
And  waft  across  the  waves'  tumultuous  toot 
The  wolfs  long  howl  from  Onalaska's  shore.' 

Having  got  somewhat  over  the  chiU,  I  arrived  at  what  may  be  called  the  *■  nervous  phase.*  *  Suppose,' 
thought  I,  ^that  a  fiy  should  walk  over  my  face,  or  explore  my  ear,  or  some  blood-thlrBty  mosquito 
should  attack  me  in  this  helpless  state  ?  or  worse  than  either,  if  the  house  should  take  fire,  and  I  all 
alone  in*  masterly  inactivity?**  To  this  Reason  replied :  Mt  is  so  eariy  in  the  morning,  thai  not  a  fly 
is  stirring;  it  is  much  better  to  let  a  mosquito  take  his  fill  than  to  kill  him  before  he  is  done;  and  if 
the  house  takes  fire,  there  is  water  enough,  in  all  conscience,  to  put  out  a  dozen  such  bouses  ss  this  V 
To  which  Philosophy  adds :  *  *  Do  n*t  be  flrightened  before  you  are  hurt  ;*  if  the  fire  comes  it  wiU  bum 
the  fly  and  the  mosquito  also,  which  is  some  comfort.*    So  passes  that  phase. 

*I  now  begin  to  look  about  me  and  examine  my  state,  beginning  to  warm  a  little,  and  slightly  to 
doze ;  but  such  a  succession  of  visions  and  odd  fancies  and  beautiftil  scenes,  interq)6rBed  with  songs, 
did  the  sight  of  myself  bring  upon  me,  that  I  hardly  know  where  to  begin.    First,  I  was  a  bsrrri  of 

*  Prime  Beef,  No.  1,*  packed  for  the  English  market ;  *■  Mess  Pork*  was  out  of  the  question,  being  con- 
traband in  a  wateivcure  establishment  Next  I  was  one  of  the  *  Forty  Thieves*  in  the  oil-jar,  and  ex- 
pected every  moment  some  beautiful  Moroian  a  to  give  me  a  *  douche*  of  boiling  oil ;  this  vision  was 
ming^  with  the  carayan*s  march  and  *  Moroiana,  thou  art  my  dearest  V  Then  I  was  a  mummy,  and 
wandered  tar  away  among  the  catacombs  and  into  the  days  of  Ptolkmt  Philadklpbus,  intenpetsed 
with  flue  scraps  from  ^Mosss  in  Egypt;'  then  an  Indian  papoose  bound  in  bark,  and  I  roved  among 
the  islands  of  the  South  Pacific,  T^pee  and  the  Bay  of  Islands ;  Fat-awat  sang  to  me,  ^Corne  to  the 
sonset  tree,'  and  a  tall  New-Zealander  threatened  to  devour  me ;  but  I  knew  he  could  nevw  get  at  ms 
through  the  blankets  and  comforters,  and  felt  more  afraid  of  a  mosquito  than  of  forty  New-Zealandera. 
Lastly,  I  was  the  Culprit  Fay,  enclosed  in  a  walnut^hell,  and  soared  high  over  Tarrytown  to  GhmV 
Nest  and  the  Beac(»,  looked  down  upon  West  Point,  and  warbled  sweetly  into  J ....  *  s  ear : 

' '  Mt  heart's  in  the  Highlands, 
Oh.  gin  I  were  there  !' 

*  So  ended  this  phase.  The  heat  was  now  increasing,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  were  enveloped  in  a  warm 
hasty<i>udding,  or  niber  like  an  apple  inside  of  a  dumpling,  with  this  difference  between  myself  and 
his  mostgradousnuyesty  Khag  Gsoaos  the  TUrd,  that  I  knew  very  well  how  I  got  in,  but  the  puBis 
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WM  how  I  shoukl  get  out.  The  heat  stU)  increasing,  I  fimcied  myself  for  a  moment  Pumr  the  Elder 
tn  the  enter  of  Vesuvins ;  bat  Imagination,  taking  the  reins  in  its  own  hands,  ftdrly  ran  riot.  Give 
me  a  *  pacl^  for  inspiration !  Opium  is  a  fool  to  it ;  gin-and-water  is  nH  a  circumstance ;  and  clairvoy- 
anoe  may  hang  up  its  fiddle.  I  was  now  right  under  the  Kne,  (in  this  state  you  never  get  north  of  the 
equator,)  amid  the  most  luxuriant  of  tropical  scenes ;  now  descending  the  Amazon  with  Gonzjllo 
PiZARRO,  and  anon  ascending  the  Oronoco  with  Humboldt  ;  then  in  India,  entwined  in  the  folds  of 
a  boarconstrictor,  or  an  unfortunate  Rajah,  powerless  in  the  embraces  of  Briti^  alTection.  FinaUy  I 
expanded  into  a  gaseous  state,  and  leaving  my  wormy  coating  in  the  ^  pack,'  emerged  like  a  butterfly 
from  its  chrysalis,  and  soared  on  wings  of  purple  and  gold  into  boundless  space  I 

*■  Tliese  were  all  efforts  of  the  imagination.  You  must  not  think,  my  dear  J .... ,  that  any  of  these 
things  did  really  take  place.  Oh,  no !  the  only  reality  was  Pktkr,  who  came  in,  and  like  twdve 
o*dod[,  reduced  Cindkrklla  to  blankets  and  comforters  again.  Removing  the  outer  shell  of  oom- 
fbrters,  and  setting  my  feet  at  liberty,  he  gallanted  me,  still  swathed  in  blankets,  to  the  bath,  which 
had  about  a  foot  of  water  in  it,  of  the  temperature  of  seventy  d^rees.  Lying  down  for  a  moment  in 
this,  you  then  sit  up  in  the  water,  and  rub  and  are  rubbed  briskly  with  the  water  for  about  two 
minutes ;  the  water-pipe  is  then  let  loose  upon  you  and  dashed  two  or  three  times  over  your  shoulders 
and  bock.  Imagination,  not  yet  foirly  imhorsed,  combining  with  the  actual  circumstances  of  Che 
ease,  leads  you  to  imagine  yourself  pessii^  under  the  sheet  at  Niagara,  or  in  the  case  of  a  delinqoent 
husband  put  under  the  hydrant  for  beating  his  wife.  The  last  idea,  however,  merely  flashed  throng 
my  mind,  inasmuch  as  I  had  no  wife  to  beat,  and  withal  felt  a  glow  of  satisfiiction  come  over  me 
such  as  I  imagine  very  rarely  comes  over  the  culprit  under  sentence  for  spouse-flagellation.  This 
process  over,  I  stepped  out  of  the  bath,  and  was  immediately  enveloped  from  head  to  foot  in  the  dry 
linen  sheet ;  a  perfect  fac-simile  of  a  Bedouin  Arab.  So  striking  was  the  resemblance,  that  I  should 
hare  serenaded  Pktkr  and  invited  him  to  *  Fly  to  the  Desert'  with  me,  wore  It  not  that  I  shoukl  as 
soon  think  of  Jddng  with  Daniel  VVkbstkr,  or  the  great  Centre  of  Gravity  himself,  as  with  the 
bath  ftmcti<Miary  of  Mount  Orange.  After  being  thoroughly  rubbed  dry  through  the  sheet  until  I 
(bit  like  a  beefeteak  smothered  in  onions,  I  stepped  out  of  It,  and  the  whole  Illusion  vanished : 

'  'Ta«  cocks  have  crowed,  sind  the  fays  are  ^ne ;' 
Pbtsb  lias  vamosed,  and  '  the  pack'  is  done  !' 


Thi  same  day  on  which  the  foregoing  was  handed  to  us  by  an  esteemed  friend,  the 
following  lines  reached  us  from  another  capital  *  water-cure'  correspondent,  from 
whom  It  is  always  a  pleasure  to  hear,  and  from  whom  our  readers  have  heard)  ^  many 
a  time  and  (^^  and  never  save  '  to  edification :' 


Watkr  '■  a  good  thing — in  Its  way ; 
Good  in  oceans,  rivers  and  brooks, 
Good  for  dust  on  a  windy  day. 
And  beautiful  In  the  water-books ; 

But  to  wash  in  It, 

Splash  In  It, 

Swash  in  it. 

Dash  in  it, 
I  humbly  oflbr  my  poor  excuse : 
I  never  was  partial  to  the  blues! 
And  to  drink  it  at  morning,  noon  and  night, 
As  some  folks  do,  it  would  kill  me  quite : 

I  never  drink  it ! 
Ooflbe  at  hreakfhst,  coflbe  at  lunch, 
OoAe  at  dinner,  and  tea  at  ^tea,' 
And  after,  Glenlivet  whiskey-punch : 
Ttu»0  wrt  the  neetarous  draughts  for  mo ! 

I  once  had  a  fHend,  at  least  in  name. 
Or  I  tkoufht  him  such,  which  is  all  the  same ; 
He  loet  his  health  —  a  kind  of  dizziness. 
Brought  on — but  that  is  none  (tf  your  business: 
His  mother  went  out,  (would  I  had  locked  her 

Safe  In  the  house,  and  loet  the  key  I) 
And  brought  him  a  Hydropathic  doctor, 

A  Triton  grand 

That  waddled  on  land 
When  he  should  have  been  fiuhoms  in  the  sea. 
He  ordered  a  tub  of  water  in, 

(Do  n't  blush  nor  shout ; 

The  women  were  out,) 
And  stripped  him  naked,  bare  to  the  skin, 

And  gave  him  a  *aitz* 


That  gave  him  fits, 
(*  Sltz'  for  sitting,  and  *•  bad'  for  bath : 

I  picked  this  up  firom  a  German  lao. 
Who  told  mo,  laughing  in  merry  wrath, 
*  Mynheer, '  sitz  bad'—  sits  devilish  bad  V) 
And  rolled  him  next  from  the  head  to  feet, 
Think  of  it  once  I  In  a  dripping  sheet ; 
And  malgr6  my  oaths  and  threat  of  canes — 

Would  I  had  caned  him !  —  wrapt  him  roondt 
Round  with  a  dozen  counterpanes: 

(What  siUy  stuff  I 
Hadn't  he  counter  pains  enough?) 
And  left  him  plnlcmed,  fettered  and  bound. 
Like  the  corse  of  a  mummy  drench'd  and  drown*d. 
And  there  he  lay  for  an  hour  or  more, 
Trembling,  shivering,  shaking  sore, 
Pallid  and  ghast. 
And  when  he  spoke 
He  uttered  a  Joke 
As  good  as  the  punishing  punster's  last : 
«  Jacob,  I  always  chattered  (iut. 

But  I  never  chattered  so  Cast  before  f 
When  the  time  was  up  the  doctor  came, 
And  took  him  out,  like  a  frozen  flame ; 
(You  know  what  It  Is,  If  marshes  plague  yon. 
And  give  you  the  horrid  fever«nchague !) 
Brought  him  water  Spd  made  him  suck  it. 

He  said  It  stung  him  like  driving  hail, 
And  wet  his  head,  and  made  him  duck  it, 
And  filled  a  pail  and  bucket,  alack  I 
And  poured  the  water  adown  his  back, 

TUlhe,  to  come  to  the  end  dT  the  tale. 
Turned  pale,  poor  fellow  i  and  kicked  the  bueket 
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Whin  sicknesB  comes,  which  Heaven  avert  I 
Whatever  may  be  your  *  ail'  or  *  hurt,* 

Get  well  as  fttst  as  you  can ; 
Bolos  and  blister,  pill  and  bleed, 

Physic,  if  you  're  a  *  physic'-al  man, 

Or  ^trust  to  nature,Mr  tkat '«  your  plan; 

Any  thing  but  a  hydropath ! 
m>at  is  a  hydra-path  indeed !) 
Bven  go  with  the  ^  desperate  eases,* 
And  drink  the  water  at  waterlngH[daces; 

But  fly,  if  you  love  your  soul,  uom.  Bath  I 

Now  lest  it  should  be  inferred  that  the  foregoing  are  very  serious  and  matttf -of-&ct 
records,  implying  a  lack  of  confidence  in  old  PaiEssNrrz  his  remedy,  we  '  b^  to  stale,* 
for  the  encouragement  of  all  ^  water-cure'  seekers,  that  the  writers  of  both  the  proee 
and  the  verse  are  slowly  but  surely  recovering  from  their  separate  maladiea,  under  tha 
*■  benign  influence'  of  water ;  water, '  the  pure  element,  beloved  of  children,  and  of 
child-like,  holy  hermit' 


Grossip  WITH  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  We  have  been  reading  to-night, 
in  the  columns  of  *  The  Christian  Inquirer^  weekly  religious  journal  a  very  interesting 
letter  from  Palestine,  describing  a  walk  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  the  feelings 
excited  in  the  mind  of  the  writer  by  the  view  of  that  sacred  locality,  and  the  haDowed 
scenes  to  be  discerned  from  its  summit.  Every  hill  and  valley  around  spoke  to  him  of 
Jesus  ;  the  very  ground  he  trodc  upon  had  been  pressed  by  the  meek  Redebmke's 
feet ;  around  him  spread  the  same  natural  scenery  from  which  Christ  drew  hb  in- 
imitable similes ;  he  stood  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemano,  where  the  *  Man  of  Soxtowb,' 
in  ^  agony  and  bloody  sweat,'  poured  forth  bitterest  tears ;  he  saw  *■  where  His  hands 
and  feet  were  pierced,  where  his  heart-vein  was  stricken,  and  his  side  gored  with  the 
spear  ;'  he  sat  down  upon  the  roots  of  an  aged  olive-tree,  *  over  against  the  temple,* 
and  read  the  account  of  II is  agony,  and  prayer,  and  betrayal ;  of  His  lament  oyer 
Jerusalem,  of  his  ^  precious  death  and  burial,'  and  his  ^  glorious  resurrection  and  as- 
cension *,'  while  far  off  rose  Mount  Zion  and  Mount  Moriah,  pointing  to  the  hesTen 
which  received  Him.  This  nearness  of  association  with  the  scenes  of  the  SAvionn's 
life  was  inexpressibly  touching  *,  as  indeed  is  the  contemplation  of  that  life,  howsoever 
regarded,  in  the  records  which  have  come  down  to  us.  Reader,  Christmas  is  at  hand ; 
even  to-morrow  it  will  be  here :  you  will  not  think  it  amiss,  therefore,  if  we  resd  to 
you  a  few  timely  sentences  from  a  little  book  which  wo  sometimes  pems^  in  bed,  be- 
fore going  to  rest  for  the  night;  namely,  ^A  Treatise  of  Learning  to  Xtoe,'  by 
Christopher  Sutton.  It  shows  to  his  readers  wherein,  ^  in  this  present  evil  worid,* 
they  should  imitate  their  great  Exemplar  ;  *•  the  most  absolute  pattern  for 
that  ever  walked  among  men :' 

*  CoNsiDKR  how  humbly  Hk  behaved  himself  in  the  world ;  how  (Ulow-Ulce  with  Us  i 
how  merciftd  Hk  was  to  the  poor  and  distressed,  who  seemed  his  special  fiunity:  Hb  deiptoedi 
although  lepers ;  Ha  flattered  nooe,  though  never  so  glorious ;  Hk  was  free  from  the  diatmoUog  < 
of  the  woild,  whose  care  was  his  Fathkr^s  will  and  man*s  good.    How  patient  Hk  was  la 
reproaches,  how  gentle  in  his  answers ;  what  pride  is  there  that  his  humility  doth  not  i 

anger  that  his  gentleness  dAth  not  leniiy ;  what  oovetousness  that  his  poverty  doth  not  »*■ , 

heart  is  there  so  benumbed  that  his  love  doth  not  inflamef  How  ready  Hs  is  to  embrace  la  the  i 
of  his  money,  and  cover  under  the  shadow  of  his  wings,  all  that  cry  and  come  unto  him.  Ah,lepar  I 
had*8t thou  come  near  any  of  the  Pharisees,  there  was  no  other  word  to  be  looked  for,  but'  Awqr! 
begone,  leper;  thou  majeet  oot  approach  toward  the  oongregation ;  I  will  la  no  case  toueh  tlMSw 
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Leper,  thoa  art  andean  r  What  doth  Christ  f  Bk  gently  stretcheth  oat  his  hand,  which  waa  liberality 
against  the  covetous,  which  was  homility  against  the  proad,  which  was  pity  against  the  enviouB,  and 
power  against  the  incredulous,  and  the  man  was  made  whole.  How  unlike  to  the  Son  ot  God,  are 
unmerdAil  men !  ...  Ha  Is  not  a  true  christian  who  beareth  not  some  resemblance  of  Christ,  from 
whom  he  Is  called « Christian.*  When  labors  and  troubles  come ;  when  by  calamities  we  feel  that  we 
hRTO  ofRsnded ;  when  we  suffer  hanger,  we  ought  to  think  of  Christ's  fiisting ;  when  we  are  tempted, 
we  ought  to  think  of  his  leading  into  the  wilderness  to  be  tempted ;  when  we  suffer  reproaches  we 
ought  to  can  to  mind  his  suffering  reproaches,  and  lift  up  our  hearts  to  heaven,  and  our  souls  to  Him 
who  bare  our  infirmities.  We  ought  to  tlUnk  of  innoconcy  suffering  for  sin,  humility  enduring  t(M^ 
ment  for  pride,  righteousness  for  unrighteousneA.  .  .  .  The  skilfhl  pilot,  as  he  often  casts  his  eyes 
onto  the  stars  and  planets  above,  so  is  his  hand  also  busy  at  the  helm  beneath.  The  christian,  between 
faith  and  good  works,  doth  the  like ;  by  faith  he  looks  up  to  Christ,  by  good  works  he  praetisetk  the 
virtues  of  his  humanity.* 

We  know  not  whether  all  of  our  readers  have  seen  the  de9cription,  said  to  have 
been  addressed  by  Lentullus  to  the  Senate  of  Rome,  of  the  person  of  our  Saviour  ; 
nor  have  we  any  proof  of  its  authenticity ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  the  features  here  de> 
picted  have  been  preserved  by  all  artists,  ancient  and  modern,  in  their  representations 
of  Jesus  :  ^  He  is  a  man  goodly  to  behold,  having  a  reverend  countenance,  his  stature 
somewhat  tall,  his  hair  after  the  color  of  the  ripe  hazel-nut,  from  his  ears  somewhat 
crisped,  parting  itself  in  the  midst  of  the  head ;  and  waving  witli  the  wind,  after  the 
manner  of  the  Nazarites  *,  his  face  without  wrinkle,  mixed  with  moderate  red ;  his  beard 
somewhat  copious,  tender,  and  divided  at  the  chin ;  his  eyes  gray,  various,  and  clear ; 
he  is  in  rebuking  severe,  in  instructing  amiable,  and  merry  with  gravity.  He  sometimes 
weeps,  but  has  never  been  seen  to  laugh ;  in  talk  sober,  and  full  of  understanding.  Ho 
is  goodly  to  behold,  above  all  the  sons  of  men.'  .  .  .  ^  The  Seaside  and  Fireside^  is 
the  designation  of  a  collection  of  such  of  Professor  Longfellow's  later  poems  as  could 
appropriately  be  included  under  the  pretty  title  he  has  chosen.  Several  of  them  have 
appeared  in  the  magazines  and  journals  of  the  day,  but  two  or  three  of  them  we  have 
not  before  encountered.  They  are  all  marked  by  the  peculiar  characteristics  of  the 
author's  verse,  purity,  simplicity,  and  good  taste.  ^  The  Building  of  the  Ship^  was 
probaUy  suggested  by  Schiller's  *  Founding  of  the  Bell,'  the  detail  in  each  being 
equaDy  minute.    We  subjoin  two  or  three  striking  passages : 


*  CovRRixo  many  a  rood  of  ground. 
Lay  the  timber  piled  around ; 
Timber  bf  diestnut,  and  elm,  and  oak, 
And  scattered  here  and  there,  with  these. 
Hie  knarred  and  crooked  cedar  knees ; 
Brought  ttom  regions  for  away,  . 

FVom  Pascagoida's  sunny  bay. 
And  the  banks  of  the  roaring  Koanokc! 
•  .  .  . 

*  Tkn  by  day  the  vessel  grew. 

With  timbers  fiuhloned  strong  and  true, 

Stemson  and  keelson  and  stemson-knee, 

Till  flramed  with  perfect  symmetry, 

A  skeleton  sliip  rose  up  to  view  I 

And  around  the  bows  and  olong  the  side 

The  heavy  hammers  and  mallets  plied, 

Till  alter  many  a  week,  at  length, 

Wonderftil  for  form  and  strength, 

Sublime  in  its  enormous  bulk, 

Loomed  aloft  the  shadowy  hulk ! 

And  around  it  columns  of  smoke,upwreathing, 

Bose  fWHn  the  boiling,  bubbling,  seething 

Caldron,  that  gkmed, 

And  overflowed 

With  the  black  tar,  heated  for  the  sheathing. 

And  amid  the  clamors 

Of  clattering  hammers, 

Ue  who  listened  heard  now  and  then 

The  song  of  the  Master  and  his  men ; 


^  ^  Build  me  straight,  O  worthy  Master, 
Staunch  and  strong,  a  goodly  vessel, 
That  shall  laugh  at  aU  disaster. 
And  with  wave  and  whirlwind  wrestle!* 


With  oaken  brace  and  copper  band. 

Lay  the  rudder  on  the  sand. 

That,  like  a  thought,  should  have  control 

Over  the  movement  of  the  whole ; 

And  near  it  the  anchor,  whose  giant  hand 

Would  reach  down  and  grapple  with  the  land, 

And  immoveable  and  fast 

Hold  the  great  ship  against  the  bellowing  blast  I 

And  at  the  bows  an  image  stood. 

By  a  cunning  artist  carved  in  wood, 

With  robes  of  white,  that  flur  behind 

Feemed  to  bo  fluttering  in  the  wind. 

It  was  not  diaped  in  a  classic  mould, 

Not  like  a  nymph  or  goddess  of  old, 

Or  Naiad  rising  from  the  water. 

But  modelled  tlrom  the  Master's  daughter! 

On  many  a  dreary  and  misty  night, 

^T  will  be  seen  by  the  rays  of  the  signal  light, 

Speeding  along  throu^  the  rain  and  the  (urk, 

Like  a  ghost  in  its  snow-white  sark. 

The  pilot  of  some  phantom  bark, 

GuifUng  the  vessel,  in  its  flight, 

By  a  path  none  other  knows  aright ! 


80 


Editor's  Table. 


[January, 


The  sight  of  the  miists  takes  the  poet  back  to  the  '  deer-haunted  forests  of  Maine/ 
where  through  the  snow  the  ^  panting  steers'  drew  those  lordly  pin^ss  to  the  sea-board ; 
then  we  have  the  launch,  the  marriage  at  the  same  time  of  the  master's  daughter,  and 
the  sailing  of  the  fair  ship ;  all  very  admirably  described.  The  ship  was  called  *  The 
Union,^  which  suggests  this  closing  apostrophe  to  our  beloTed  country : 


^Thou,  too,  sftU  on,  O  ship  of  State  t 
Ball  on,  O  Union,  strong  and  great! 
Humanity  with  all  its  fears. 
With  all  the  hopes  of  future  years, 
Is  hanging  breathless  on  thy  fate ! 
We  know  what  Master  laid  thy  keel, 
What  workmen  wrought  thy  ribs  of  steel. 
Who  made  each  mast,  and  sail,  and  rope, 
What  anvils  rang,  what  hammers  beat, 
In  what  a  forge  and  what  a  heat 
Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope ! 


Fear  not  each  sudden  sound  and  shock, 
^  is  of  the  wave  and  not  the  rock ; 
T  is  but  the  flapping  of  the  sail. 
And  not  a  rent  made  by  the  gale ! 
In  spite  of  rock  and  tempest  roar. 
In  spite  of  lalse  lights  on  the  shore, 
Sail  on,  nor  fear  to  breast  the  sea  I 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  are  all  with  tbee, 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  prayers,  our  tears. 
Our  faith  triumphant  o'er  our  fears, 
Are  all  with  thee  —  are  all  with  theeT 


There  are  some  fine  descriptive  stanzas  in  the  lines  entitled  ^  The  Light-House  .*' 

*  a  dim  gigantic  shape. 

Holding  its  lantern  o'er  the  restless  surge.* 

If  any  of  our  readers  would  feel  the  exact  force  and  truth  of  this  picture,  they  should 
go  forth  upon  the  sea  off  Sandy-Hook,  on  some  deep  dark  night,  toward  which  ever 
looks,  from  his  lofty  station  over  the  light-house,  that  weather-stiuned  Man  in  the 
Iron-Mask : 


^  And  the  great  ships  sail  outward  and  return. 

Bending  aud  bowing  o'er  the  billowy  swells. 
And  ever  Joyful,  as  they  see  it  burn. 
They  wave  their  silent  welcomes  and  farewells. 

*  They  come  forth  (h)m  the  darkness,  aud  their  sails 
Gleam  for  a  moment  only  in  the  blaze. 
And  eager  ftices,  as  the  light  unveils. 
Gaze  at  the  tower,  and  vanish  while  they  gaze. 


^  The  mariner  remembers  when  a  child. 

On  his  first  voyage,  he  saw  it  fade  and  rink ; 
And  when,  returning  from  adventures  wild. 
He  saw  it  rise  agaJii  o^cr  ocean*B  brink. 

*  Steadfast,  serene,  immovable,  the  same 

Year  af  er  year,  through  all  the  silent  night 
Bums  on  for  evermore  that  quenchless  flame. 
Shines  on  that  inextinguishable  light  f 


This  volimie  of  Mr.  Longfellow  is  from  the  enterprising  publishing-house  of 
Messrs.  Ticknor,  Reed  and  Fields,  Boston,  and  is  marked  by  the  uniform  neatness 
of  their  publications.  .  .  .  We  have  more  than  wonted  pleasure  in  calling  the 
especial  attention  of  our  physically  ^  complaining^  readers  to  the  incidental  remarks  in 
relation  to  Physical  Training,  which  arc  contained  in  certain  of  the  closing  pages 
of  a  correspondent  who  has  the  deserved  honor  of  opening  the  year  1850  with  our 
readers.  Read  the  eighth  and  ninth  pages  of  the  leading  paper  in  the  present  num- 
ber, all  ye  nerveless  ^  complainants,'  and  lay  to  heart  the  lessons  which  they  inculcate. 
Professor  Lambert,  in  his  late  excellent  work  on  *  Anatomy  and  Physiology,'  has 
also  that  to  say  in  relation  to  the  same  subject,  the  importance  of  which,  to  unexer- 
oising  students,  can  hardly  be  over-estimated.  lie  shows  clearly,  that  a  proper  cir- 
culation of  good  blood  through  the  brain  is  necessary  for  the  accomplishment  of  its 
duties  in  producing  muscular  action  :  *  How  admirable,'  he  remarks,  ^  that  increased 
muscular  action  increases  the  rapidity  with  which  the  blood  flows  to  the  brain  at  the 
very  time  required ;  showing  plainly  that  rubbing  the  body,  and  general  exercise  of 
the  system,  must  be  highly  favorable  to  the  brain.'  With  this  proper  cultivation  of 
the  body,  cultivation  of  the  mind  increases  the  circulation  of  blood  in  the  brain,  and 
of  course  its  efficacy  in  fulfilling  its  duties,  in  connection  with  intellectual  labor.  *  Nor 
less  important,'  adds  Professor  Lambert,  ^  will  be  a  cheerful  disposition,  for  a  merry 
heart  sends  the  blood  coursing  briskly  through  every  organ.'  *  Spoken  like  a  phi- 
losopher,' Professor !    Charles  Lamb,  in  one  of  his  playful  letters  to  his  friend,  the 
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late  Bernard  Barton,  recently  published  in  England,  gives  scnne  adyioewhibli|iHn 
suit  the  physical  *  complainants'  of  this  meridian.  Among  other  amndng  criSl  yet 
knost  Yaluable  advice,  he  tells  the  ^  ailing'  Qaaker  poet :  *  Tou  are  too  much  appre- 
hennve  about  your  complaint.  The  best  way  in  these  cases  is  to  keep  youradf  as 
ignorant  as  you  can — as  ignorant  as  the  world  was  before  Gauen — of  the  entire 
inner  constructions  of  the  animal  man ;  not  to  be  conscious  of  a  midriff;  to  hold 
kidneys  (save  of  sheep  and  swine)  to  be  an  agreeable  fiction ;  not  to  know  where- 
about the  gall  grows  ;  to  account  the  circulation  of  the  blood  a  mere  idle  whim  of 
Harvey's  ;  to  acknowledge  no  mechanism  not  visible.  For,  once  fix  the  teat  of 
your  disorder^  and  your  fancies  flux  into  it  like  so  many  bad  humors.  Those 
medical  gentry  choose  each  his  favorite  part,  one  takes  the  lungs,  another  the  Kver, 
and  refers  to  that  whatever  in  the  animal  economy  is  amiss.'  He  goes  on  to  counsel 
his  friend  *  above  all,  to  use  exercise ;'  keep  a  good  conscience ;  avoid  tamperings 
with  hard  terms  of  art,  ^  viscosity,'  ^  scirrhosit}','  and  those  bugbears  by  which  simple 
patients  are  scared  into  their  graves.  Believe  the  general  sense  of  the  mercantile 
world,  which  holds  that  desks  arc  not  deadly.  It  is  the  mind,  and  not  the  limbSy 
that  taints  by  long  sitting.  Think  of  the  patience  of  tailors  ;  think  how  long  the 
Lord  Chancellor  sits  ;  think  of  the  brooding  hen.'  We  can  bear  abundant  testi- 
mony to  the  value  of  exercise.  During  the  sixteen  years  of  our  editorship  hereof, 
we  have  seldom  walked,  ^  rain  or  shine,'  less  than  six  miles  a  day,  and  more  frequently 
seven  ;  and  perhaps  our  readers  will  have  seen  that  the  amount  of  mathiel,  such  as 
it  has  been,  which  we  have  furnished  to  these  pages,  must  have  kept  us  a  good  por- 
tion of  the  time  in  the  posture  of  *  the  brooding  hen.'  Yet  we  have  to  bless  Heaven 
for  the  '  strength  of  our  youth,  and  the  marrow  of  fatness  in  our  bones.'  Our  ad- 
Yioe,  therefore,  to  all  un-exeroising  persons  engaged  in  sedentary  pursuits,  may  be 
compressed  into  a  single  word,  which  we  borrow  from  our  contemporary,  the  editor 
of  the  *  B.  F.  S.  and  I.  E.' :  ^Cirkelate  !  cirkelate ."  We  preach  what  we  practise, 
and  to  some  effect,  too ;  for  here  comes  bolting  into  the  sanctum  a  Uttle  *  dark-eyed 
one,'  to  show  us  her  new  gymnasium-dress,  warm  and  free,  with  its  broad  belt  and 
Turkish  terminations.  ^Cirkelate!  cirkelate!'  .  .  .  From  Ticknor,  Reed  and 
Fields,  Boston,  we  have  two  handsomely-executed  volumes  of  ^  Poems  by  Robert 
Browning,^  many  of  which  had  been  out  of  print,  and  the  rest  withdrawn  from  cir- 
culation, when  the  present  edition  was  prepared  and  carefully  corrected  and  revised 
by  the  author.  Walter  Savage  Landor  fronts  the  title-page  with  a  complimentary 
sonnet,  in  which  he  says : 

*  Brownikq  !  since  Chacckr  was  alive  and  hale, 
No  man  hath  wallet  along  our  roads  with  step 
So  active,  so  inquiring  eye,  or  tongue 
Bo  varied  in  discourse.* 

This,  if  deserved,  is  high  praise ;  ^  and  what  avails  it,'  as  the  Arabs  have  it,  *  if  a  man 
oommendeth  you  for  that  which  you  possess  not  ?'  .  .  .  Mr.  John  R.  Bartlrtt, 
an  accomplished  bibliopole,  scholar,  and  antiquarian,  read  recently  before  the  ^  N^w- 
Tork  Historical  Society'  an  admirable  paper  upon  the  social  character  and  familiar 
gossip  of  the  late  lamented  Albert  Gallatin,  with  whom  he  was  for  many  years 
upon  terms  of  an  enviable  familiar  intimacy.  It  was  replete  with  entertaining  narra- 
tive and  pleasant  anecdote.  One  of  these  latter  was  a  forcible  illustration  of  a  trait  in 
General  Washington's  character,  namely,  that  ^  he  was  slow  in  forming  his  opinion, 
and  never  decided  until  he  knew  he  was  right.'  In  the  instance  given,  however, 
Gallatin^  the  young  surveyor,  was  right  dlso^  and  sooner  right  than  the  General. 
TOL.  XZXT.  6 
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WouTER  Van  Twiller  was  a  slow  thinker ;  and  there  is  reason  to  fear  that,  with  so 
great  an  exemplar  of  deliberation  as  Wabuington,  many  Van  Twillers  of  our  day, 
in  very  simple  matters,  may  hesitate  longer  in  coming  to  a  decision  than  may  be 
either  necessary  or  advisable.  .  .  .  Just  been  reading,  and  with  no  small  interest, 
*  An  Historical  Discourse,^  by  Rev.  Addison  K.  StRono,  giving  the  history  of  the 
Congregational  Church  in  the  little  town  of  our  nativity,  the  place  where  ^  Aunt  Luct*s 
twins'  were  baptized.  The  names  and  histories  of  all  the  pastors,  from  the  earliest 
settlement  of  the  place  to  the  present  period,  arc  given  ^  and  as  we  read  them,  how 
many  pictures  from  the  ^  dark  backward  and  abysm  of  time'  arose  to  view !    Parson 

W ,  for  example,  how  well  we  remember  him  !     *  A  man  severe  he  was,  and 

stern  to  view,'  but  a  good  man  at  heart,  no  doubt.  We  recollect  him  so  far  back  as 
the  time  when  our  childish  fancy  was,  tliat  when  he  got  up  to  speak,  ho  ^  took  his  text' 
out  of  a  small  box  under  the  pulpit-cushion  ;  we  forget  now  wliat  wo  then  thought 
the  *  TexV  was  ;  but  we  once  saw  something  like  wliat  We  remembered  for  a  dim 
moment  to  have  thought  it,  in  a  toy-store  on  Chrifitmas-eve,  some  years  ago !     Wo 

were  always  afraid  of  Parson  W ,  *  we  boys  ;^  and  many  and  many  a  time  have 

we  gone  and  hid  when  he  approached  the  house.  Religion  was  a  *  dreadful  thing' 
in  those  days.  Cheerfulness  was  tabooed ;  and  a  solemn  visage  and  a  cold  demeanor 
were  the  outward  and  visible  signs  of  having  *  obtained  a  hope."*  A  common  *  pro- 
fessor' was  not  to  be  encountered  without  emotion,  but  *  the  minister,'  all  in  black,  was 
a  terrible  bug-bear !  We  used  to  regard  liim,  as  *  an  officer  of  the  divine  law,'  in  much 
the  same  light  in  which  police-officers  are  viewed  by  the  suspicious  delinquent.     But 

Parson  W is  gone ;  and  wo  cannot  but  felicitate  ourself,  for  one,  that  we  *  did 

what  was  right'  in  our  attendance  upon  his  ministrations.  How  many  hundreds  of 
times,  wrapped  up  in  sweet-scented  hay,  in  the  bottom  of  a  sleigh,  did  we  ride 
through  the  howling  winter  storm,  to  sit  in  that  old  church,  with  nothing  but  the 
maternal  foot-stove  and  the  prevalent  *  fire  of  devotion'  to  keep  us  fh)m  perishing ; 
yea,  even  to  the  division  *  sixteenthly,'  and  the  '  improving'  *  Hence  we  learn,  in 
view  of  our  subject,  in  the  next  and  last  place,'  etc.  In  summer  there  was  a  pall  of 
water  with  a  tin-porringer  by  the  door,  so  that  we  could  quench  any  tliirst  that 
might  arise  *  from  the  heat  of  the  weather  or  the  drought  of  the  discourse ;'  but 
winter-service,  and  rehearsals  in  that  comprehensive  body  of  divinity,  the  *  West- 
minster Shorter  Catechism,  ('  Shorter  catechism,'  and  *  nothin'  shorter !')  these 
were  too  much !  There  was  relief  only  in  eating  our  Sunday  *  turn-overs'  and  nut- 
cakcs-ond-cheese  at  the  neighbors'  at  noim-times,  with  faces  glowing  before  the  high- 
piled  wood-fires.  Also  it  was  extremely  ple&sant  to  go  homo  with  the  prettiest  girls 
from  the  evening  conference-meetings  held  at  the  school-house.  Ah,  well-a-day !  wo 
see  in  the  notes  to  this  discourse  the  names  given,  and  the  triumphant  deaths  re* 
o(Mrded,  of  those  who  were  onoe  near  and  dear  to  us ;  and  chief  among  them,  that 
near  relative,  whose  silver  hair  and  mild  benevolent  blue  eyes  are  before  us  as  of  yore. 
He  it  was  who  was  wont  to  go  around  his  pleasant  orchards,  full  of  all  manner  of  fruits, 
and  select  the  choicest  varieties  for  the  little  boys,  never  so  happy  himself  as  when 
engaged  in  niaking  others  so.  His  last  end  was  peace.  A  little  while  before  his 
death,  he  called  his  son  to  his  bedside,  to  write  down  his  last  request  ^  Bring  your 
table  close  to  the  bed,'  said  he  •,  *  I  want  to  see  you  write.'  This  was  done :  *  Now 
father,'  said  his  son,  '  what  shall  I  write  V  ^  Write,'  said  he,  <  this  my  Uist  wiD  and 
testament :  1  wjll  myself  and  my  dear  children,  and  my  grandchildren  and  their 
posterity,  to  God  the  Father,  Son  and.  Holt  Spirit,  through  time,  praying  that  tha 
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bleaung  of  God  may  rest  upon  them.  Now  lift  me  up,  and  let  me  sign  that.'  He 
was  raised,  and  his  hand  trembling  with  age  was  guided  as  he  wrote  for  the  last  time 
his  own  name.  As  he  lay  down,  he  said,  *  My  work  is  now  done,  and  I  am  ready  to 
go  home.  My  way  is  clear.  I  know  where  I  am  going.'  A  little  while  after  this, 
as  the  sun  was  going  down,  at  his  request  he  was  raised  up  in  bed :  ^  All  seeQis  natural 
out  there,'  said  he,  looking  out  upon  his  beautiful  acres  ;  ^  just  as  it  used  to  look.  It 
is  very  pleasant ;  but  I  care  nothing  for  it  now ;  I  am  going,'  said  he,  p<Hnting  to- 
ward heaven,  ^  I  am  going  up  there  —  I  am  going  home !'  And  a  little  while  alter,. 
the  good  man  fell  asleep  in  Jesus.  .  .  .  Purchase  and  read  at  once,  if  you  have  not 
already  done  so,  the  beautiful  volume  of  *•  Poenu  by  John  G,  Saxe,^  just  issued  from 
the  press  of  Messrs.  Ticknor,  Reed  and  Fields,  Boston.  Beside  those  poems  which 
have  nmde  the  author  fiunous,  (many  of  which  have  been  transplanted  into  almost 
every  journal  on  this  continent,)  it  contains  a  new  poetical  Essay  on  ^  The  Timety' 
ddivered  recently  with  great  applause  before  the  Boston  ^  MercantQe  Library  Asso* 
oiation,'  which  is  itself  worth  the  small  price  demanded  for  the  volume  it  graces.  A 
single  extract  is  all  that  we  are  enabled  to  present  ^  at  this  present,'  but  even  that  will 
whet  the  reader's  curiosity  to  obtain  the  entire  performance  : 


*What  hinders  then,  when  every  youth  may 
As  Fancy  bids,  a  miuket  or  a  muae,       [chooee, 
And  throw  his  lead  among  his  fellow-men, 
From  the  dark  muzzle  of  agnnorpen; 
When  blooming  school-girls,  who  absurdly  think 
Thtt  nought  but  drapery  can  be  spoiled  with  ink, 
Ply  ceasEKkws  quills  that,  true  to  early  use, 
Keep  the  old  habit  of  the  pristine  guosc, 
WhUe  each,  a  special  Sappho  in  her  teens, 
Shines  forth  a  goddess  in  the  magazines ; 
When  waning  spinsters,  happy  to  rehearse 
Their  nudden  griefs  in  doubly  grievous  verse, 
Write  dfrieful  ditties,  or  distressful  strains. 
To  wicked  rivals,  or  unfailhAil  swains. 
Or  aeraMKle,  at  night*s  bewitching  noon, 
The  mythic  man  whose  homo  is  in  tlue  moon ; 


When  pattern  wives  no  thrifty  arts  poeeeas. 
Save  tluU  of  weaving  —  histian  for  the  press ; 
Write  Lyrics,  heedless  of  their  scordiiug  buns. 
Dress  up  their  Sonnets,  but  neglect  their  sons, 
Make  dainty  dou^-nuts  from  Parnassian  wheat, 
And  foncy-fitockiiqiB  for  poetic  feet ; 
While  husbands,  those  who  love  their  coffee  hot, 
And  liKe  no  *  fire*  that  does  n*t  boil  the  pot, 
Wish  old  Apollo,  Just  to  plague  his  life, 
Had,  for  his  own^  a  literary  wife ! 
What  hinders  then  that  I,  a  sober  elf, 
Wbot  like  the  otheis,  keep  a  Muse  myself. 
Should  venture  here,  as  kind  occoi^oii  lends 
A  fitting  time  to  please  these  urgent  friends, 
To  waive  at  once  my  modest  Muse*B  doubt« 
And,  jQckey-like,  to  trot  the  lady  out  V 


The  rage  for  pictures,  fostered  by  our  rival  art-unions,  and  the  increasing  number 
and  character  of  our  public  exhibitions,  ^  goes  far  ahead  of  any  thing  before  witness- 
ed,' as  the  cotmtry  papers  say  of  every  new  thunder-storm  or  wonderful  potato.  The 
drawing  and  distribution  of  the  American  Art-Union  have  added  still  more  to  the 
excitement,  and  the  ^  International,'  whose  books  close  on  the  eighth  instant,  is  re- 
ceiving immense  accessions  to  its  lists.  Among  the  pictures  to  be  distributed  by  this 
institution  for  this  year  are  Art  Schaffer's  *  Dead  Christ  5'  Waldmuller's  *  Chil- 
dren Leaving  School  •,'  the  *  Belle  of  Newport,'  the  *  Belle  of  the  Belles,'  the  *  Se- 
raglio Window,'  by  Court  j  *  Joy'  and  *  Sorrow,'  by  Lauoelle  ;  several  of  those 
exquisite  colored  crayons,  by  Brociiart  ;  the  three  large  pictures  from  the  Gallery  of 
the  Tuillerics,  presented  by  the  French  Government,  and  some  one  hundred  and 
seventy  works  ^f  lesser  value.  This  is  pretty  well  for  the  first  year  of  a  new  insti- 
tution. .  .  .  Our  friends  Stanford  and  Swords  have  published,  in  a  handsome 
volume,  ^  Essayt  upon  Authors  and  Books,^  by  Mr.  W.  A.  Jones.  We  admit  the 
correctness  of  several  of  Mr.  Jones- s  criticisms,  while  we  could  dispute,  *  until  our 
eye-lids  could  no  longer  wag,'  upon  the  incorrectness,  to  use  the  mildest  term,  of 
others.  We  cannot  conscientiously  assign  to  Mr.  Jones  a  very  high  position  as  a 
critic ;  and  as  to  his  style,  it  seems  to  us  to  lack  both  condensation  and  force.  We 
*  may  be  mistaken,  but  that  is  our  opinion.'  We  confess,  however,  that  we  are  not 
partial  to  books  of  criticism  from  merely  ordinary  minds ;  and  could  well  find  it  in 
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our  heart  to  ask,  with  the  editor  of  a  metropolitan  religious  journal :  ^  Really,  what 
are  we  coming  to  ?  Is  all  i^Titing  to  be  converted  into  one  wide,  weltering  sea  of 
criticism  ?  Are  we  to  have  only  an  ounce  of  bread  to  a  barrel  of  sack  ?  Are  we  to 
eat,  drink  and  sleep  on  reviews,  and  reviews  of  reviews  ?  Shall  the  &ble  of  the 
Kilkenny  cats  be  illustrated  in  our  literature  •,  and  all  authors,  having  turned  critics, 
proceed  to  devour  each  other,  leaving  nothing  but  the  tales  ?  Cannot  we  have  some 
productive  and  creative  authors,  writers  who  will  go  out  as  the  bee  goes  to  gather 
honey  from  the  garden  of  nature,  and  not  sit  at  home  writing  books  about  books, 
essays  about  essayists,  thoughts  on  thinkers  1  It  is  reported  that  Fichte  conmienced 
one  of  his  lectures  thus :  ^  Gentlemen,  think  the  wall.'  Whereupon  all  the  scholars 
tried  hard  to  think  the  wall.  ^  Now,  gentlemen,'  continued  he,  *  think  the  man 
who  thought  the  wall.'  Wc  arc  all  of  us  thinking  the  man  who  thought  the  wall ; 
except  a  few,  who  are  thinking  the  man,  who  thought  the  man,  who  thought  the 
wall!'  .  .  .  As  we  don't  know  one  card  from  another,  and  never  indulged  in  a 
game  of  chance  of  any  sort  in  the  world,  save  the  *  bass-ball,'  *  one'  and  *  two-hole- 
cat,'  and  *  barn-ball'  of  our  boyhood,  matching  '  dominoes,'  and  for  needful  and  effec- 
tive exercise,  an  occasional  '  taste'  of  bowling  at  ten-pins,  in  this  period  of  our  early 
manhood,  we  are  not  quite  certain  that  the  accompanying  extract  of  a  letter  from  a 
correspondent  recently  returned  to  *  the  States'  from  San  Francisco,  may  be  of  inte- 
rest ;  but  we  shall  '  venture  it,'  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  are  *  not  so  green'  as  we 
are,  who  are  better  *  men  of  the  world,'  and  who  know  fiur  better  ^  wJiaVs  wKat^^  as 
somewhat  generally  practised  in  these  ^  Uniten'd  Stets ;'  yea,  unto  the  uttermost 
bounds  thereof,  even  to  where  ^  deep  calleth  unto  deep*  —  the  Pacific  to  the  Atlantic 

sea : 

^CoMK,  take  my  arm  and  stroll  with  mo  for  on  hour  or  two  over  the  town.  How  ahall  I  manage  ? 
It  is  Just  eight  o^clock  in  the  evening,  and  the  fun  is  about  to  commence.  Do  you  hear  those  straliiB? 
There's  music,  and  firom  as  good  a  band  as  Dodworth'8.  Let  us  go  nearer.  AltUbugh  I  do  not 
play  the  ^  Caliph*  often,  I  will  for  *  this  niip^t  only.'  Here  we  are.  This  entire  building,  of  two  Btorles, 
as  you  observe,  and  as  large  as  the  dining-room  of  *  The  Astor,'  is  par  excellence  the  *  GaocKroRDs*  of 
San  Francisoo.  Look  about  you.  On  this  floor  are  four  tables,  and  that  eiegantly-Atted  bar  in  the 
centre,  garnished  and  set  fcMrth  in  a  style  equal  to  the  most  showy  in  '•  the  States.'  There  is  the  *  Rou- 
lette,' the  *•  Monte,'  the  *  Faro,'  and  here  the  ^  Rouge  et  Noir'  tabic?.'  Look  at  the  piles  of  doubloooa, 
eagles,  etc  Do  n't  stop  —  indeed  you  catCt^  without  getting  hemmed  in  by  the  crowd  that  sorrounds 
each  table  —  but  observe  the  tuppvrters  of  these  establishments.    Do  you  recognise  no  famiUar  fiioes  ? 

Tdider  is  a  friend  of 's;  a  man  at  whose  table  he  has  often  sat;  whoso  name  is  associated 

with but  no  matter ;  strange  things  happen  when  one  is  away  firom  home.  Up-stairs  is  but  a  dupli- 
cate of  this ;  and  although  the  band  that  brings  *•  Sweet  Home'  to  jom  heart  is  there,  we  can  bear  it  where 
we  are.  It  is  superbly  fitted  up,  is  it  not?  It  ought  to  be:  the  rent  is  seventy-eig^t  thousand  dol- 
lars' per  annum  *  in  advance !'  This  establishment  is  called  *  The  Exchange.'  Now  we  win  step  into 
^The  Parker-Hooae,'  next  door.  We  have  n't  time  to  give  more  than  a  casual  g^aaoe  at  the  nungr 
apartmenta  appropriated  to  gaming  in  this  establishment.  The  first  room  on  your  right  as  you  enter 
rents  fbr  ttiirty  thousand  dollars ;  the  one  Just  behind  the  bar-room  for  about  twelve  thousand  dol- 
tan  t  Now  foUow  me  up-stairs.  Here 's  something  that  will  remind  you  yet  more  strongly  of  home. 
Is  n't  this  a  biniard-room,  spacious  and  gorgeous  ?  Why,  it  tar  surpasses  anything  at  home.  One  of 
the  tables  was  made  at  the  Sandwich  Islands,  and  a  gorgeous  piece  of  work  it  is.  Look  at  that  mar* 
ble  top  on  the  bar-counter.  Where  in  New- York  can  you  find  such  an  array  of  richly<«at  glass  T  Ob- 
serve that  magniflomit  clock ;  those  articles  of  Chinese  *  vertu ;'  pass  through  this  door,  a  real  Turkey 
carpet  under  your  feet  This  is  a  quiet  but  gentlemanly  *■  hell'—  only  two  tables.  I  have  mysdf  seen 
twenty  thousand  dollars  lost  and  won  in  an  hour  on  that  *  Faro'  table.  But  come,  we  have  nt  seen  half 
yet  Elbow  your  way  through  the  billiard-room,  and  do  n't  stop  to  q)eak  to  those  whom  you  know ; 
^ their  name  Is  legion.'  Here,  you  see,  are  two  more  yet  smaller  apartmenta;  and  beyond  these 
rooms— one  moment;  just  look  at  that  rose-wood  furniture;  that  elegant  ftiU-length  glaas;  thoae 
couches;  thisroomlsezpresalyapiNropriatedto^oonverBBKiones.'  Here  you  may  play  a  game  of  dteaB, 
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look  over  the  last  *  Tribune*  or  ^Herald,'  or  liaten  to  Bome  grand  real-eetate  acheme;  aome  new  cltyt 
perhapa,  to  be  built  up,  or  the  like.  Now  if  you  hare  looked  your  fill,  we  will  paae  out  in  thepuUio 
aquare,aBd 

*Batb(rid  <m  to  your  hat!  — it  blows  a  hurricane.  Stand  a  moment  where  we  are.  Yonder, 
where  you  aee  that  *■  flaring  hmlem,'  i  la  Broadway  oyateivaaloonB,  is  *  Tks  St,  Chariu?  There  are 
any  number  of  tables,  but  not  patronized,  as  I  have  been  informed,  by  the  *high  ton.'  Next  It  ia 
« The  JfofOrleaM*  Lunek^*  represented  as  being  of  about  the  same  stamp.  Walk  to  the  oomer. 
Ah!  there  ia  another,  next « The  Exchange;*  ^  Tks  UoU  t»  the  WaU;^  thia  opposite  us  ia « 7*0  F«- 
ramdak;'*  crowded,  you  see;  behind  you  *  The  El  Dtrado;^  there  *  Tks  Soeisdad;^  and  next  to  It 
^ns-Oguila  ds  Oro;^  which  being  freely  rendered,  means  *  Temfle  of  Fbrtuns;^  again,  on  the  other 
lids^ia*  Oar  Ifotwe;*  andjustaroundtheoomer,  in  the  heart  of  the  business  region,  the  Fearl-atnei 
of  San  Frandseo,  is « The  Star: 

*  But  we  must  ^give  o*er.*  There  are  many  more,  of  lesser  magnitude,  scattered  about  the  town. 
Those  that  we  have  seen  are  the  *•  big  flsh,*  however ;  and  as  you  perceive,  by  the  throngs  that  are 
passing  in  and  out,  they  must  ^  drive  a  thriving  trade.'  AU  have  music  (tf  some  sort:  its  influence,  I  sup- 
pose, diverts  and  distracts.  It  is  estimated  that  from  four  to  five  hundred  thousand  dollars,  at  the  very 
lowest,  is  paid  for  rent  by  these  gaming  establishments.  Oslifomians  are  brought  up  with  a  pack  of 
cards,  as  children  of  *•  the  States'  are  raised  with  *  lollipops.'  It  is  second-nature  with  them ;  and  I 
am  persuaded  that  they,  with  the  vast  numbers  of  South-Americans,  contribute  more  to  the  support 
of  these  i  hells'  than  our  own  countrymen.  Yet  it  is  a  sad  reflection  that  the  evil  has  become  so 
deep-rooted  here,  that  there  is  little  likelihood  of  its  being  put  down.  I  should  not  omit  to  say,  in 
Joatice  to  the  better  class  of  the  community  here,  that  a  man  who  frequents  these  places  is  *•  marked,' 
and  can  no  more  attain  a  po9ition  in  the  mercantile  circles  here  than  he  could  at  home.  It  has  been 
argued  by  many  that  we  have  no  sources  uf  amusement,  no  rational  recreation,  in  the  absence  —  I 
could  almost  »ay  entire  abttence  — of  female  society.  Men  therefore*  resort  to  these  places  to  ^kill 
time.'  There  is  much  force  in  this;  yet  I  attribute  this  general  spirit  of  gaming  to  the  natural  im- 
pulses that  seem  to  become  the  nature  of  almost  every  young  man  who  arrives  from  the  States. 
Without  control ;  under  no  restraint ;  with  a  certainty  before  him  that  when  his  *  pile'  is  exhausted 
he  can  *  recuperate'  at  the  mines ;  he  rushes  into  *the  spori'  like  the  native  horses  of  the  country, 
spuming  the  bridle  and  the  spur.  I  always  held  gambling  in  detestation,  and  my  repugnance  to  ii 
was  by  no  means  lessened  by  what  I  saw  in  California.' 

We  shall  be  wcll-plcascd  to  hear  from  ^  Alpha*  again.  His  promised  brief  ^Sketches 
of  California  Life,  or  Two  Months  in  San  Francisco,^  can  hardly  fail  to  prove  ac- 
ceptable to  oar  readers.  He  wields  a  graphic  pen.  .  .  .  This  is  the  season  for 
kome-booka,  and  certain  of  our  publishers  are  liberally  aiding  to  supply  the  demand. 
Messrs.  Afpleton  and  Company  arc  in  the  field  with  an  excellent  assortment,  some 
of  them  charmingly  illustrated.  '•  Fireside  Fairies,  or  Christmas  at  Aunt  Elsib^s/  by 
our  old  and  esteemed  correspondent,  Susan  Pindar,  is  a  capital  little  book,  full  of 
variety,  qpirit,  and  good  inculcations.  Of  the  ^  Fireside  Stories'  by  Mrs.  Ellis,  an- 
ihor  of  *'  The  Women  of  England,'  the  same  praise  is  predicable.  The  ^  American 
Hkrtorical  Tales  for  Youth'  is  a  volume  which  should,  and  we  doubt  not  will,  com- 
nuind  a  wide  sale.  We  have  in  tliis  first  of  the  series  biographies  of  Hendrick  Hud- 
son, Damiel  Boone,  and  —  John  Smith  !  A  very  pretty  little  volume,  with  sixteen 
colored  engravings,  is  ^  The  Child's  Present,  a  new  Story-Book  to  please  the  Fancy 
and  improve  tAe  Hearts  of  Children ;'  edited  by  Grandfather  Merryman.  It  is  a 
good  little  book.  .  .  .  ^  Paul  Martindale,'  from  whom  our  readers  have  before 
heard,  and  from  whom  they  will  hear  again,  writes  us : 

*It  ia  proper  that  I  advise  you  here  that  our  poor  friend  Larea  is  dead ;  dead  at  last,  I  can  scarcely 
say  of  a  broken-heart,  for  men  die  not  thus ;  he  died  rather  of  a  hunger  of  the  soul,  Gon  called  him, 
and  he  laid  down  the  tabernacle  of  flesh  to  enter  His  service  at  impatiently  as  one  might  cast  off  a 
woik-day  suit  to  don  the  holiday  garments  of  a  prince ;  albeit  he  entered  his  new  service  with  a  dif- 
forenee  fhmi  those  who  serve  earth's  lords.  *•  The  arches  of  the  gates  of  princes'  palaces,'  says  quaint 
old  JoHH  Wkbstsr,  « are  higher  than  those  of  heaven ;  for  while  one  may  go  into  those  proudly,  he 
who  would  enter  these  must  needs  go  upon  his  knees.'  ^  I  have,'  writes  my  old  friend,  in  one  ot  his 
bOest  letters,  ^  loved  once !    Does  it  seem  strange  to }  oa,  c ;)nflrmed  bachelor  that  you  ore  ?    I  iell  you 
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of  it  frankly,  because  yon  know  me  well,  and  70a  know  that  with  me  it  could  be  no  fleeting  afftdr, 
begotten  (tf  the  day  and  to  be  forgotten  in  an  hour,  and  because  I  knew  you  would  sympafhifle  in  ita 
unfortunate  termination.  In  early  years,  while  my  mother,  now  in  heayen,  was  yet  liying,  I  was 
taught  to  know  that  the  love  which  a  manly  heart  bears  to  woman  is  not  that  fleeUng  pasalon  which, 
like  the  mountain  torrent,  rushes  wildly  and  impetuously  in  the  spring  season  of  its  course,  and  Is 
parched  and  dried  up  by  the  heats  of  the  midsmnmer  of  life ;  but  a  pure,  holy  and  abiding  freaaue, 
which  will  not  away  nor  be  got  rid  of,  and  which,  like  a  broad  and  deep  river  in  the  soul,  flows  on 
and  on,  calmly  and  silently,  but  with  a  mighty  current,  until  at  the  last  it  be  gathered  in  that  great 
ocean  of  Lova  that  surrounds  the  throne  of  Gon.  But  she  is  gone!  Oh,  I>bath!  thy  sting  is  In- 
deed sharp  to  us  below !  —  Grave,  thy  victory  is  indeed  certain!*  There  are  those  who  can  regard 
with  Indillbrence  the  memory  of  hopes  thus  blasted.  The  remembrance  dT  a  mother's  love  knodw 
but  fldntly  at  tAeir  hearts;  from  his  it  was  never  absent.  That  a  hearty  devotion  aooompaoied  his 
subdued  passion,  the  following,  which  I  And  among  his  papers,  will  show : 

•TO     LEILA. 

'  Whkn  in  the  shadowy  evening  hour. 

With  spirits  blest. 
Humbly  knocking  at  the  portal, 
Thou  seekest  converse  with  the  Powkr 

Immortal, 
And  lowly  bending  at  the  blessed  cross, 

Thouprayest 
That,  freed  flrom  every  earthly  dross. 
From  vex6d  passions  which  the  spirit  toes. 
From  Envy^s  poison,  and  from  Friendship's  loss. 

Thy  soul  may  rest, 
Wilt  thou  not  then  upon  thy  bended  knee 
Send  •»«  petition  up  u>  Heaven  fcnr  me  ? 

^  When  upward  in  the  summer  mom 

Thy  glad  voice  springeth. 
Like  the  lark^s,  as  frtim  the  waving  com 

Her  tunefrd  orison 
dhe  singeth, 
And  thy  AiU  heart  in  grateftil  praise 

To  Him  is  given. 
For  fields,  for  flowers,  for  music^s  lays. 
For  *  plenteous  mercies,*  and  *•  His  iporious  ways,* 
That  mends  beloved  are  blessed  with  length  of  days 

And  hope  for  Heaven, 
Oh,  make  t^ou  then  one  prayer  to  Him  above, 
To  cast  o*er  roe  the  sunshine  of  His  love  !* 

Rare  little  ^  plants'  for  the  immortal  gardens  and  groves  of  the  ^  better  land'  are 
children  !  How  continnally  wo  '  oldsters'  go  baek  to  onr  earliest  days !  Take  np, 
over  your  morning  meal,  a  daily  journal,  and  running  your  eye,  iaint-readingly,  along 
what  may  interest  you  pleasantly,  perhaps  exultantly,  you  casually  glance  (in  pasnng 
most  likely  to  some  other  department  of  the  paper  which  has  also  an  especial  charm 
for  you)  at  the  deaths.  There  is  recorded  the  demise  of  a  metropolitan  merchant. 
You  knew  him,  when  a  boy,  in  the  country ;  you  knew  him  also,  when,  rising  by 
regular  steps,  from  a  toiling  clerk  to  an  eminent  master  of  scores  of  such  as  he  hhn> 
self  had  been,  he  walked  a  monarch  in  the  mart  of  trade,  and  his  voice  was  potent 
among  *  multitudes  of  men  commercing.'  You  read,  that  on  such  a  day,  amidst  the 
crowded  thoroughfares  of  the  town  in  which  he  had  lived  so  long,  he  died.  Perhaps 
yon  had  not  even  missed  him  from  the  crowded  streets ;  yet  ho  died ;  and  you  re- 
mark, in  the  notice  of  his  funeral,  that  *■  his  remains  arc  to  be  taken,  by  the  evening 
boat,  or  cars,  to for  interment.'  Ah !  yes ; is  a  small  hamlet  j  far  re- 
moved from  the  restless  din,  the  ceaseless  tui'moU,  of  the  great  city,  where  your  friend's 
gamfiil  and  active  Ufe  has  been  passed  ;  but  there,  there  at  the  old  homestead,  lies  in 
*■  cold  obstruction'  an  aged  and  honored  father ;  there  rests  the  '  mother  who  looked 
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on  his  ohOdhood,  who  smoothed  his  piUow,  and  administered  to  his  hclplcBsneas ;'  a 
sister,  tenderly  beloved,  sleeps  there  j  a  fiur  flower,  nipped  too  early  by  the  untimely 
frosts  of  death ;  there  too  is  buried  a  brother,  whose  place  was  never,  never  supplied ; 
and  there  would  he  rest ;  there^  while  the  slow-counted  hours  of  illness  w^e  noth- 
ing the  progress  of  his  earthly  decline,  he  turned  ever  his  thoughts  of  final  repose. 
He  knew  ho  was  soon  going  to  renew  the  childhood  of  his  soul  in  the  undiscovered 
country ;  and  he  would  rise,  at  the  last  great  day,  to  the  consciousness  of  a  new  ex- 
istence, on  the  very  spot  where  God  first  *■  breathed  into  his  eartUy  body  the  breath 

of  life,  and  he  became  a  Uving  soul.' We  began  this,  to  introduce  an  amusing 

aneodote  of  a  child ;  but  we  could  n't  do  it.  It  shall  be  done,  though,  some  time,  if 
life  and  health  are  spared.  .  .  .  Dickens^ 8  ^  David  CopperfieW  increases  in  in- 
tere^  as  it  advances.  The  characters  are  admirably  depicted  and  most  artistically 
discriminated.  What  can  be  better,  for  example,  than  the  sad  picture  drawn  of  pOor 
AoNEs's  father  gradually  giving  way  to  the  demon  of  Inebriation ;  or  the  sketch  of 
'  Mrs.  Dartlb,'  with  a  ^  new  feature'  in  her  face ;  a  scar  on  her  upper-lip,  the  shape 
of  which  it  has  altered,  and  in  which  the  emotion  of  foiled  curiosity  or  of  anger  comea 
and  goes,  in  a  sort  of  purple  light,  ^  like  a  mark  in  invisible  ink  brought  to  the  fire, 
or  the  old  writing  on  the  wall.'  Observe,  too,  the  faithful  touches  which  give  you 
'  all  the  mother'  in  ^  Mrs.  Steerforth's  thoughts  and  acts  regarding  her  son  —  of 
whom  '  more  hereafter,'  evidently :  '  She  seemed  to  be  able  to  speak  or  think  about 
nothing  else.  She  showed  me  his  picture  as  an  infant,  in  a  locket,  with  some  of  his  baby- 
hair  in  it ;  she  showed  mo  his  picture  as  he  had  been  when  I  first  knew  him ;  and  she 
wore  at  her  breast  his  picture  as  he  was  now.  All  the  letters  he  had  ever  written 
to  her,  she  kept  in  a  cabinet  near  her  own  chair  by  the  fire.'  .  .  .  From  the  great 
prairie,  that,  ^  like  the  round  ocean  girdled  with  the  sky,'  spreads  in  one  direction  from 
the  goodly  and  flourishing  city  of  Chicago,  there  are  before  us  at  this  moment  a  gene- 
rous Christmas  supply  of  the  dehcious  grouse  peculiar  to  that  region,  fresh  as  if  just 
laid  '  prone  upon  the  plain'  fh>m  the  shot  of  the  sportsman ;  and  a  noble  wild-goose, 
(six  feet  from  tip  to  tip  of  his  beautiful  pinions,)  from  the  same  ^  free  and  independent' 
locality.  To-night  the  ^  little  people'  in  the  sanctum,  each  with  a  characteristic  ex- 
presnon  of  individual  delight,  have  many  a  time  and  oft  buried  their  faces  in  the  luxurious 
tsofy,  plumage  which  has  so  often  flashed  in  the  sunshine  or  breasted  the  storm  on  that 
unshorn  field,  boundless  and  beautiful,  ^  for  which,'  as  Bryant  says,  ^  the  speech  of  Eng- 
land hath  no  name.'  Thanks  to  the  spirit  which  dictated,  and  the  remembrance  which 
insured,  the  forwarding  of  so  acceptable  and  timely  a  present !  ^  More  anon.'  .  .  .  *  We 
have  before  us,  from  the  press  of  Mr.  J.  S.  Rkdfield,  Clinton-Hall,  the  work  upon 
^  Cowmonography^^  prepared  by  our  lamented  friend,  the  late  Francis  Fauvkl  Gouraud, 
author  of  the  system  of  ^  Mnemotechny^^  or  Artificial  Memory.  It  would  require  much 
more  space  than  we  can  now  devote  to  the  volume  to  set  forth  at  large  its  peculiar  princi- 
ples and  developments.  Suffice  it  for  the  present  to  say,  that  it  contains  the  exposition  of 
a  system  of  writing  and  printing  all  the  principal  languages,  with  their  exact  pronon- 
eiation,  by  means  of  an  original  Universal  Phonetic  Alpftabety  based  upon  philologi* 
cal  principles,  and  representing  analogically  all  the  component  elements  of  ^e  human 
voice,  as  they  occur  in  difierent  tongues  and  dialects,  and  applicable  to  daily  use  in  all 
the  branches  of  business  and  learning.  It  is  illustrated  by  numerous  plates,  explano^ 
tory  of  the  calligraphic,  steno-phonographic,  and  typo-phonographic  adaptations  of  the 
system  5  and  it  is  confidently  predicted  by  the  editor,  that  the  sequel  of  the  work  wUl 
demonstrate,  that  '  there  is  no  human  tongue,  ancient  or  modem,  that  cannot  be 
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written,  upon  the  plan  here  developed,  with  mathematical  accuracy  in  all  its  pecnliar 
sounds  and  articulations.'  A  work  of  such  a  character  as  this  will  not  be  long  in  find- 
ing its  way  to  the  American  public.  .  .  .  There  was  a  good  deal  of  satire  in  a 
reply  we  lately  heard  given  to  a  question  asked  by  a  friend  sitting  at  the  dinner-table 
of  a  steam-boat,  of  the  second  class :  ^  What  have  you  told  the  waiter  to  bring  you  T' 
*  I  told  him  to  bring  me  some  ^  hash'  and  afterward  some  ^  bread-pudding.'  I  always 
ask  for  bash  and  bread-pudding  on  board  a  boat  like  this,  because  then  I  know  exactly 
what  IgetP  Not  unlike  the  retired  London  dairyman,  who  remarked  confidentially 
to  a  friend  that  it  was  ^  not  chalk  that  they  put  in  the  milk.'  He  said  it  was  *■  some- 
thing else.'  .  .  .  ^Greenwood  Leaves^  is  the  pretty  title  of  a  collection  of  graceful  and 
goflsipping  letters  and  sketches  furnished  at  different  intervals  to  various  periodicals  by^ 
Miss  Sara  J.  Clarke,  under  the  pleasant  nom  de  plume  of  ^  Grace  Greenwood.' 
To  an  evident  heartfelt  love  of  nature  this  agreeable  writer  adds  a  keen  ^  sense  of  tho 
beautiful  in  the  soul  of  humanity,'  and  a  pure  affection  for  the  domestic  virtues  evolved 
at  home.  Her  book,  to  adopt  a  slight  catachresis,  will  be  taken  cordially  by  the  hand, 
and  welcomed  at  once  into  the  snuggest  room  in  the  house,  without  taking  off  its 
gloves !  .  .  .  L 's  ^Reminiscence  of  Boyhood^  was  a  positive  treat.  Well  do  we  re- 
member the  ^Execution  of  the  Ground-Mice  ^^  as  performed  by  *Ollapod'  and  the  writer 
hereof,  when  we  were  *  wee  things.'  The  prisoners  were  caught  in  the  act  of  theft, 
under  a  *  shock'  of  out-corn,  after  an  ineffectual  attempt  at  escape,  and  were  confmed 
in  a  square  stone  prison,  *  digged  i'  tho  earth'  of  the  meadow.  We  slept  but  little 
the  first  night  of  their  confinement ;  we  thought  of  them  during  the  night-watches, 
and  talked  of  them,  as  Giant  Despair  talked  ^ith  his  wife  of  Christian  and  Hope- 
ful, shut  up  in  Doubting-Castle.  In  the  morning  we  visited  the  prison  betimes,  and 
fed  the  ^  plaintiffs'  and  *  examinationcd'  them  as  well  as  Dogberry  himself  could  do. 
We  continued  to  visit  them  for  several  days  afterward  *,  and  their  bearing  evincing 
no  penitence,  they  were  condemned  to  be  hung,  and  a  day  was  appointed  for  their 
execution.  We  had  seen  a  model  of  a  gallows  on  the  cover  of  the  ^  Stort  of  Am- 
brose GwiNETT,'  and  ^Ollapod'  constructed  a  very  secure  institution'  of  that 
kind ;  and  when  the  &tal  morning  arrived,  with  all  due  privacy  the  culprits-  were 
brought  forth,  the  thread  of  death  which  was  to  clip  the  thread  of  their  lives  being 
round  theur  necks.  They  were  addressed  in  moving  terms  by  Ollafod,  and  assured 
that  all  hope  of  reprieve  was  ridiculous ;  it  could  not  be  thought  of  by  *  the  authori- 
ties' for  a  moment  *  They  must  pre^Mire  to  mount  the  scaffold !'  They  walked, '  sup- 
ported' partly  by  the  ^  rope'  around  their  necks,  with  firm  hind-legs,  up  the  ladder, 
and  the  *■  fotal  cord'  was  adjusted  to  the  *"  tranz-verze'  beam.  It  was  a  moment  to 
be  remembered.  At  a  signal  given  by  the  jotter-down  hereof,  the  trap-door  fell, 
and  they  were  launched  into  —  liberty !  For  the  thread  broke,  and  the  *■  wretched 
culprits'  were  soon  safe  in  the  long  grass  of  tho  meadow.  It  was  a  narrow  escape 
for  'em  1  .  .  ^  Messrs.  Edward  Dunigan  and  Brother,  an  unassuming  but  cor* 
reotly-judging  and  enterprising  publishing  house,  at  Number  151  Fulton-street,  have 
sent  us,  together  with  three  or  four  excellent  issues  of  their  *  Popular  Library  af 
Inttruetion  and  Amutement,^  replete  with  admirable  moral  stories  for  chOdren  and 
youth,  a  little  volume,  beautifully  illustrated  with  thirty-two  engravings  from  original 
designs  by  Chapman,  entitled  *•  The  Crocus,  a  Fresh  Flower  for  the  Holidays^^ 
edited  by  Sarah  Josbpha  Hale.  It  is  pronounced  by  our  little  people,  who  by  mndi 
haadling  have  reduced  it  to  an  ^  old  book'  already,  to  be  ^  one  of  the  most  charming 
story-books  of  all  the  year.'   ...    *  I  havb,'  writes  a  correspondent|  *  a  pretty,  brii^ 
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little  juvenile  friend,  some  five  years  of  age,  named  Rosa.  Some  days  ago  she  was 
teazed  a  good  deal  by  a  gentleman  who  visits  the  &mily,  who  finally  wound  up  by 
saying :  *  Rosa,  I  donH  love  you.'  '  Ah,  but  you  've  got  to  love  me,'  said  the  child. 
*  Why  so  V  asked  her  tormentor.  *  Why,'  said  Rosa,  *  the  Bible  says  yon  must  *  love 
them  that  hate  yon,  and  I  am  sure  I  hate  you !'    Was  that  bad,  ^  for  a  child  V 

*  Thanks  for  the  sympatliies  that  ye  have  flhownl 
Thanks  for  each  kindly  word,  each  silent  tolDeii, 
That  teaches  us,  when  seeming  most  alone, 
Friends  are  around  us,  thou^  no  word  be  spoken.* 

EvEKT  one,  sitting  silent  m  his  own  apartment,  and  looking  thoughtfully  into  his 
grate,  will  apply  these  lines  to  his  own  individual  case.  So  do  we.  We  look  to  see 
what 's  o'clock.  Who  was  that  most  kind,  unknown  friend,  who  has  enabled  us,  for 
nearly  five  years,  to  consult  a  beautiful  golden  ^  horologe'  for  that  purpose  7  Does 
he  know  —  let  him  know  it  now  —  that  never  has  that  beautiful  present  been  con- 
sulted, without  a  mental  blessing  upon  the  noble  spirit  which  dictated  the  doing  of 
that  kindness  ^  by  stealth'  which,  performed  openly,  the  doer  would  *■  blush  to  find 

was  fame.'    B  —  too,  and  D ,  and  E ,  and  P ,  and  R ,  and 

S ,  and  good  ^  Bellacosca,'  whom  so  oft  we  remember,  (may  his  shadow  never 

be  less !)  and  T ,  how  can  we  pause  for  a  moment,  and  look  around  us,  without 

being  filled  with  grateful  emotions  ?  Friends  !  it  is  Christmas-eve ;  and  let  us  say 
to  yon,  in  the  simple  but  fervent  words  that  from  a  little  crib  in  an  adjoining  apart- 
ment have  just  died  upon  as  sweet  and  innocent  lips  as  ever  gave  utterance  to 
human  aspiration,  *■  God  bless  you !  — God  bless  you  !  Pleasant  dreams !  —  pleasant 
dreams !'  .  .  .  ^  Sacred  Scenes  and  Characters^  is  the  title  of  a  handsome  volume 
from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Baker  and  Scribnrr,  printed  in  the  best  manner,  upon 
large,  open  types,  and  written  by  J.  T.  Headlet,  the  popular  author  of  *■  Saered 
Mountains,'  a  somewhat  similar  volume  widely  circulated  last  year.  It  is  illustrated 
by  a  dosen  fine  engravings,  from  designs  by  Darley,  and  the  text  itself  is  composed 
of  a  series  of  wood-pictures,  in  painting  which  the  author  has  come  justly  to  be  re- 
garded as  preeminent  among  all  our  modem  native  writers.  ...  *  Have  you,' 
said  an  '  inqniring-mind'ed  and  slightly  worldly  gentleman  recently,  to  an  ^  evangelic 
eal  bookseller'  in  Roadway,  ^  have  you  ^  ChrisVs  Sermon  on  the  Mount  ?'  Christ's 
Sermon  on  the  Mount !'  exclaimed  the  bookseller,  with  not  a  little  surprise.  '  Yes,' 
said  the  other ;  *  it  was  mentioned  yesterday  in  a  very  charming  discourse  at  our 
i-hnrch  as  an  admiraUe  thing ;  but  perhaps  it  is  n't  out  yet !'  The  anxious  inquirer 
was  not  corrected,  but  was  permitted  to  go  his  way  —  *  for  he  had  great  posses- 
sions.' .  .  .  Our  friends  Messrs.  Ticknor,  Reed  and  Fields,  Boston,  have  issued 
a  very  handsome  new  and  revised  edition  of  *■  The  Poetical  and  Prose  Writings  of 
Charles  Sprague.^  It  were  as  superfluous  to  praise  Bryant,  or  Halleck,  as  to  eulo- 
gise Spraoue.  He  is  one  among  the  most  natural,  truthftd  and  fervent  of  our  Ame- 
rican poets.  His  writings  are  good^  they  do  good,  *  and  that  continually.'  ...  *  Mr. 
J.  G.  Buckley,'  travelling  lecturer,  is  a  great  and  eke  a  modest  man.  He  pledges 
himaelf,  for  thirty  dollars,  to  prove,  among  other  things,  that  ^  spirit  is  material ;  that 
mind  is  a  substance ;  that  God  did  n't  and  could  n't  create  all  things  out  of  nothing ; 
that  electricity  is  an  atmospheric  emanation  from  God,  and  the  substance  out  of  which 
Hb  made  all  things,  and  the  means  by  which  He  governs  the  universe !'  Mr.  Bucx- 
L«T  also  lectures  upon  the  *  cultivation  of  memory  and  matrimony,'  *  intemperanoe 
and  tight-lacing ;'  and  likewise  npon  tobacco,  tea,  coffee,  meat,  spices,  and  for  aught  we 
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know  to  the  contrary,  putty  also.  He  is  ^  an  immense  man,  Sir — equal  to  Moorb's 
Melodies  I'  ...  *  Molherless  Mary,''  by  Miss  Georqiana  M.  Stkes,  will  reacli 
every  mother's  heart.  It  refers  to  the  death  of  an  infleuit  daughter  of  William  B. 
Bristol,  Esq.,  of  New-Haven,  (Conn.,)  that  survived  its  mother  but  a  few  months  : 


Shk  ooald  not  know  no  mother^s  breast 
Might  pillow  her  voung  head. 

That  on  her  brow,  with  mingled  tears, 
Baptismal  dews  were  riied : 

And  yet  the  baby  seldom  smiled, 
Or  glowed  with  in&nt  glee. 

As  conscious  that  each  fond  caress 
Was  given  moumAilly. 

But  when,  one  autumn  day,  1  brought 
The  wild-flowers  I  had  found. 

Aster  and  golden-rod,  that  grow 
Beside  a  burial  mound: 


She  could  not  know  from  whence  they  came. 

And  yet  a  spring  she  gavo. 
To  grasp  within  her  tiny  hand 

Those  flowerets  of  the  grave : 

And  smiled,  as  if  she  there  had  won 

Her  rightful  Joy  at  last ; 
As  if  her  soul  from  shadows  dim 

To  sudden  sun-shine  passed. 

Scarce  were  those  wild-flowers  faded,  ere 

The  babe  had  won  its  rest ; 
Beneath  that  mound,  its  fair  young  head 

Had  found  its  mothers  breast. 


We  would  eall  especial  attention  to  Brady's  ^Gallery  of  Illustrious  AmerieanSj* 
advertised  on  the  third  page  of  the  cover  of  the  present  number.  It  will  prove  to  be  one 
of  the  most  superb  works  of  the  kind  ever  issued  from  the  American  press.  The  adver- 
tisement renders  farther  reference  to  the  proposed  enterprsie  unnecessary.  .  .  .  Wk 
have  but  just  returned  from  bearing  the  pall  of  an  early  and  esteemed  friend. 
The  coffin  was  borne  through  rain  and  sleet,  and  the  last  remains  of  the  loved  one 
were  laid  in  the  cold  ground  with  many  tears.  Ah,  departed  J.  T.  S. !  no  warmer 
or  more  generous  heart  now  beats  than  that  which  lies  so  calm  and  still  in  St. 
Thomas's  church-yard !  Rest  in  peace,  friend  of  our  youth,  as  of  our  earliest  man- 
hood !  —  and  may  He  who  *  tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb'  comfort  and  pro- 
tect the  bereaved  mother  and  child  whom  he  has  left  behind,  inconsolably  to  mourn 
his  irreparable  loss !  The  night  is  dark  and  dreary ;  the  rain  patters  upon  the  win- 
dows ;  the  wind,  in  long-drawn  ^  soughs,'  wails  without ;  and  Memory  is  busy  amid 
the  friends  and  scenes  of  the  past.  *■  We  are  all  bound  for  eternity,  and  we  sail  in 
this  mortal  life  with  contrary  winds  ;  sometimes  there  is  a  tempest,  and  anon  oometh 
a  calm  ;  but  we  are  speeding  on  our  voyage  !'  It  is  good  sometimes  to  '  tliink  on 
these  things.'  -  ...  A  friend  and  correspondent,  from  whom  our  readers  may 
expect  to  hear  frequently,  and  always  ^  to  edification,'  writes  us,  among  other  mat- 
ters, as  foIk>ws,  from  *  Leon  de  Nicaragua,'  under  date  of  the  twelfth  of  October 
*  last  past :'  This  is  really  a  most  magnificent  and  interesting  country ;  abounding  in 
all  the  beauties  of  tlio  tropics,  and  yet  so  moderated  in  climate  by  a  variety  of  canaes 
as  to  be  really  delightful.  I  concur  fully  with  an  old  vagabond  priest  named  Gaqb, 
who  wrote  about  it  a  couple  of  hundred  years  ago.  He  called  it  *■  Mahomet's  para- 
dise.' The  houries,  however,  are  a  sliado  or  two  too  dark  for  my  taste.  I  intend  to 
send  you  a  description  of  my  trip  up  the  San  Juan  and  through  Lake  Nicaragoa ; 
we  were  eight  days  at  it,  in  a  burgo,  with  twelve  stark-naked  oarsmen !  I  understand 
now  fully  what  is  meant  by  ^  God's  inmge  carved  in  ebony  !'  Then  the  quaint  old 
cities  of  Grenada  and  Leon,  where  the  reprobate  old  pirates  used  to  come  to  fill  up 
their  purses ;  the  massive  castles  on  the  lake  and  river  ^  verily  I  say  unto  you  there 
is  no  lack  of  material  to  write  about.  Imagine  twelve  taU  volcanos  in  sight  at  one 
time !  Imagine  blue  lakes,  set  in  a  forest  that  looks  as  if  it  might  be  carved  in  eme- 
rald ;  imagine  all  that  is  grand  and  beautiful  in  nature,  and  you  have  a  picture  of 
Nicaragua.'  .  .  .  Reader,  when  you  see,  while  writing,  as  wo  did  just  now,  a  little 
insect,  so  small  that  *■  naught  could  live  Hwixt  that  and  nothing^''  runnmg  aovoss 
the  great  Zahara  desert  of  a  small  sheet  of  note-paper,  think  of  these  lines  by 
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EixioTT,  not  the  great  American  portrait-painter,  but  his  namesake,  the  English 
*■  Com  Law  Rhymer  :' 


*O€k>D0f  manrelsl  who  can  tell 

What  myriad  liTing  things 
On  these  gray  ftones  tmeeen  may  dweO  — 

What  natkne^with  their  kings? 
I  fed  no  shock,  I  hear  no  groan. 

While  fltte  perdumce  overwhelms 
Empires  on  this  subverted  stone, 

A  hundred  rained  realmsl 


Lo !  in  that  dot,  some  mite,  like  me. 

Impelled  by  wo  or  whim. 
May  crawl  some  atom-diff  to  see, 

A  tinv  world  to  him. 
Lo !  while  he  pauses  and  admires 

The  works  (rf  Naturals  might, 
Spumed  by  my  foot,  his  world  esmires. 

And  all  to  him  is  night  r 


Never  kill  a  harmUM  insect ;  '  give  him  a  chance  *,'  but  don't  mind  being  '  death  on 
'flkeeters.'  .  .  .  Some  mondis  ago,  how  many  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  state,  two 
Presbyterian  doctors  of  divinity,  one  an '  Old  School'  man,  the  other  *  New,'  were  seen 
trudging  arm  in  arm  down  Broadway.  The  afternoon  being  a  very  rainy  one,  and 
the  gentlemen  having  bat  one  umbrella,  this  *  goodly  fellowship'  was  one  of  moral  ne-  ' 
oeasity,  if  not  of  theological  affinity.  The  pedestrian  divines  had  reached  Fourth- 
street,  when  Dr.  C exclaimed,  with  that  enthusiastic  animation  for  which  he  is 

notorious :  '  Here  comes  Rev.  Mr.  H  —  I  That 's  the  author  of  *  Napoleon  and  hia 
MartJuiU.'*    Do  you  know  him  ?'    ^  I  never  saw  him  before,'  rejomed  the  *  Old-School' 

man.    An  introduction  ensued,  and  after  a  brief  colloquy  between  Dr.  C and 

the  distinguished  author,  the  worthy  pair  resumed  their  downward  course,  while 
Mr.  H proceeded  to  enter  the  region  of  the  *■  silk-stocking  gentry.'  *  Well,'  in- 
quired the  Doctor  eagerly, '  what  do  you  think  of  him  V  *  To  tell  the  truth,'  answered 
the  other,  ^  I  did  not  think  much  about  him,  my  attention  having  been  engaged  by 
something  which  interested  mo  fax  more  than  even  Napoleon  and  his  Marshals.' 
'  Indeed !  and  what  might  that  be  ?'    ^  Do  you  see  that  venerable  mother  V  rejoined 

Dr.  B ,  pointing  to  an  animal  of  the  ^  porcine  genus,'  who,  surrounded  by  her 

bristly  progeny,  was  reposing  on  the  shilling-side  of  the  great  thoroughfiire.    '  While 

yon  were  conversing  so  earnestly  with  Mr.  H ,  an  omnibus  ran  over  one  of  tho 

poor  little  creatures,  and  injured  it  so  that  it  could  not  walk.  The  mother,  perceiving 
that  her  offiipring  was  in  imminent  danger  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  went  to  work 
and  rolled  it  with  her  snout  toward  the  side-walk.  But  she  had  not  made  much  pro- 
gress, when  a  young  baker  came  along,  and  seeing  what  had  happened,  stopped  his 
cart,  got  out,  took  up  the  pig,  and  carrying  it  to  the  curb-stone,  laid  it  down  very  care- 
liiDy,  the  parent  meanwhile  foUowing  with  the  rest  of  her  little  folks,  and  testifying  her 
gratitude  by  an  abundance  of  gnmtings,  of  a  peculiarly  tender  tone.'    '  Wonderful ! 

wonderful !'  exclaimed  Dr.  C ,  who  forthwith  commenced,  as  he  proceeded  down 

Broadway,  to  descant,  in  his  own  admirable  way,  on  the  eropyrij  or  maternal  affection, 
BB  evinced  in  the  case  before  him  ;  while  the  Old-School  man  philosophized  no  less 
gravely  on  the  humanity  of  the  young  baker,  whom  he  would  &in  have  recommended 
as  a  worthy  candidate  for  the  ^  prix  montyon.^  ...  We  have  no  great  partiality 
for  books  on  medicine,  but  on  turning  over  tho  pages  of  ^  The  Graefenberg  Manual 
of  Healthj^  we  were  struck  with  the  large  amount  of  sound  practical  information 
which  it  contains.  It  is  a  ^  progressive'  production,  and  is  ^  down'  upon  the  abuse  of 
lancet  and  leeches.  A  correspondent  alludes  to  the  work  on  the  twenty-fifth  page  of 
the  present  number.  .  .  .  The  singular  mistake  mentioned  in  our  last  as  having 
been  made  by  an  ignorant  minister,  touching  the  purpose  of  those  who  cast  their 
garments  and  branches  of  palm  in  the  way  of  our  Saviour,  when  he  rode  into  Jerusa- 
lem *■  on  a  colt,  the  foal  of  an  ass,'  has  brought  to  mind  a  circumstance  which  occurred 
at  Panama  last  spring,  and  which  was  witnessed  by  a  friend  who  was  there,  and  who 
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aent  ns  an  account  of  it  at  the  time.  On  a  certain  day,  at  a  church  a  short  distanoe 
outside  the  walls  of  the  city,  the  Catholics  placed  a  figure  of  our  Satiour,  richly  clad 
in  crimson  velvet  and  gold,  upon  an  ass,  elaborately  bedizened  with  ornaments  and 
trappings,  and  preceded  by  priests  and  children,  fontastically  costumed.  They  ad- 
vanced to  the  gates  of  the  city,  which  of  course,  to  preserve  the  *  keeping^  of  the 
scene,  were  closed.  After  a  short  parley,  and  certain  ceremonies,  the  portals  were 
thrown  open,  and  ^Jbsus  entered  Jerusalem,'  followed  by  an  inmiense  concourse. 
He  visited  the  various  churches,  collected  alms,  and  finally  departed.  The  '  show' 
was  rather  tedious,  and  greatly  excited  the  contempt  and  ire  of  a  wild  Kentuckian, 
who  gave  free  vent  to  his  ^  sentiments'  on  the  occasion.  A  Catholic,  who  was  also 
watching  the  procession  ahd  the  ceremonies,  undertook  to  explain  what  it  was  of  wluoh 
they  were  typical ;  that  it  was  to  represent  the  triumphal  entrance  of  Jesus  into  Jem- 
salem,  etc.  ^  Stranger,  you  can't  come  that  rig  onto  me  ;  you  can't  make  me  blicve 
that  our  Saviour  ever  rode  into  Jerusalem  on  sich  a  half-grown  jack-ass !'  An  qypeal 
however  to  one  of  his  own  countrymen,  who  stood  by,  compelled  him,  though  re- 
luctantly, to  relinquish  that  ground ;  but  he  continued :  *  Well,  he  meught  'a  done 
it ;  it 's  a  good  while  ago,  though,  and  a  great  ways  off;  but  I  '11  tell  you  what,  stran- 
ger, you  can't  make  a  free  American  citizen  believe  that  he  ever  rode  into  Jerusalem 
on  a  jack -ass,  dre$8ed  up  as  Richard  the  Third^any  how!^  This  seemed  to  be  a 
poser,  and  the  *  argument'  was  suspended.  .  .  .  Messrs.  Hewet,  Tillotson  and 
Company,  at  Number  59  Beokman-strect,  are  publishing,  in  the  most  superb  manner| 
a  fac-simile  copy  of  the  Abboltsford  Edition  of  the  Waverley  Novels,  All  the  origi- 
nal illustrations,  faithfully  copied,  are  given  entire,  and  on  tinted  back-grounds,  while 
the  paper  and  printing  are  of  the  very  best  description ;  and  yet  the  work  is  affi>rded 
at  a  dollar  a  volume !  We  predict  an  immense  sale  for  this  edition.  .  .  .  Our  old 
fViend  Andrew  Stevens,  of  the  well-known  firm  of  Burr  and  Stevens,  looks  out, 
from  the  pleasant  windows  of  his  establishment,  on  the  south  side  of  the  New-York 
Hospital  park,  Broadway,  upon  the  first  green  of  spring  and  the  last  fiiding  green  of 
latest  autumn ;  a  beautiful  and  easily-accessible  locale ;  and  if  any  of  our  town  readers 
desire  to  purchase  rare  jewelry,  diamonds,  or  precious  stones,  or  to  have  these  act, 
or  re-set,  in  tasteful  and  fashionable  forms,  this  is  the  place  for  ^  that  same.'  We  *■  speak 
the  things  which  we  do  knotD?  .  .  .  We  have  always  been  under  the  impression  that 
the  very  essence  of  inebriety  was  contained  in  these  lines  of  Burns  : 

*  It  Is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn, 
A-blinkin'  i'  the  lift  sae  hie ; 
She  shines  sae  bright  to  wi)e  us  hame, 
But  by  my  soul,  she  ^U  wait  a  wee ! 


*  Who  first  shall  riao  to  gang  awa% 
A  ftuise  and  coward  loon  is  he. 
Who  first  beside  his  chair  shall  fa*, 
He  shall  be  king  amang  us  three,'  etc 


But  a  friend  has  sent  us  a  letter  which  he  received  recently  from  a  roystering  Made 
then  *  in  town,'  dated  ''One  o'* clock  by  the  stars,^  which  out-BuRNs  Burns  ;  H  abso- 
lutely reels  and  staggers.  Here  is  a  single  passage :  ^  To-night,  as  usual  when  I  'm 
seventy-five  cents  in  the  dollar  gone,  the  moon  and  stars  are  ^  bound  to  shine,'  and  to 
have  me  gazing  at  'em  for  a  time  and  a  half  a  time.  I  seem  then  always  to  recognise 
that  *■  oldest  inhabitant'  up  there.  When  my  stock  of  sobriety  is  not  quite  so  k>w  in 
the  quotations,  and  classes  at  about  half  a  goneness,  the  study,  phiz-ioally,  of  the  fe^ 
tores  in  the  moon  is  certain  to  arrest  my  homeward  steps.    I  'm  aware  of  the  immemie 
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perspective,  bat  yet  how  distinctive  that  forehead,  those  brows,  that  nose,  and  partick- 
paiiioknarly,  that  great  mouth !    Dian  forbid  his  opening  it !    ^  would  take  a  half  a 
million  of  such  fellows  as  Quintius  Curtius,  who  holed  himself  in  Rome  one  day,  to 
stop  it.  As  for  the  stars,  I  tried  to  count^em,  but  one  of  us  would  nH  stand  still,  and  they 
were  too  fiir  oflf  for  me  to  recognise  their  features ;  but  after  steady  gazing,  lamp-post 
in  hand,  I  could  see  the  difference  in  their  expressions.     There  were  lots  of  merry 
ones,  with  a  jovial  twinkling  look,  as  if  they  were  ready  for  a  frolic,  or  a  wink  at 
Vbnub,  when  she  ^d  come  round.    Then  there  was  a  camp-meeting  of  sober,  quiet,  re- 
proving-eyed  fellows ;  but  that  dog-star  !  what  a  con-con-founded  sirius  look  ho  has  V 
Slightly  maudlin,  it  strikes  us,  and  yet  not  without  a  certain  degree  of  humor,  which 
it  is  difficult  to  avmd  smiling  at.  .  .  .  Thb  following  passage  from  Bulwer  embodies, 
to  our  conception,  a  very  striking  and  admirable  simile  :  ^  As  the  moon  plays  upon  the 
waves,  and  seems  to  our  eyes  to  favor  with  a  peculiar  beam  one  long  track  amidst  the 
waters,  leaving  the  rest  in  comparative  obscurity,  yet  all  the  while  she  is  no  niggard  in 
her  lustre ;  for  although  the  rays  that  meet  not  our  eyes  seem  to  us  as  though  they 
were  not,  yet  she,  with  an  uniavoring  loveliness,  mirrors  herself  on  every  wave ;  even 
80,  perhaps,  happiness  &Ils  with  the  same  power  and  brightens  over  the  whole  expanse 
of  being,  ^though  to  our  limited  perceptions  it  seems  only  to  rest  on  those  billows  from 
which  the  rays  are  reflected  back  upon  our  sight.^  .  .  .  Messrs.  Phillips,  Sampson 
AND  Company,  Boston,  are  publishing  in  numbers,  play  by  play,  a  superb  edition  of 
Sbakspbare's  dramatic  writings.    The  types  are  large  and  clear,  the  paper  excellent, 
and  the  illustrations  superb.     It  will  be  the  cheapest  and  best  edition  of  Shakspearb 
ever  iMoed  in  America.  .  .  .  ^Not  a  word  about  these  fish,^  said  a  friend  of  ours,  in 
the  trouting  season,  to  a  companion  who  had  been  as  luckless  as  himself  in  a  day's  sport 
of  '  that  kind.'    Tou  see,  he  had  bought  the  string  ftom  a  lad  who  knew  hoto  to  *■  wile 
the  sflyer  prey'  and  therefore  had  had  what  is  called  '  good  luck/     ^  Did  you  catoh  all 
these  ?'  asked  the  landlord,  on  the  retuini  of  the  anglers  at  night-Ml,  examining  the 
string.     *  Of  courte  I  did,'  replied  our  friend  ;  *  how  else  should  I  have  them  V     *  Oh, 
ay,' said  the  landlord ;  but  addressing  our  ^  friend's  friend,'  he  added  :  ^Did  he  cateh 
'em,  though  V    ^  All  that  /  know  about  it  is,'  replied  the  other,  with  great  solemnity, 
^  that  when  he  got  'em  he  told  me,^  If  you  hear  any  questions  asked,  not  a  word  about 
these  fish  P    That 's  all  /  know  about  it !'     A  doubt  was  at  once  raised,  which  it  was 
qiute  impossible  sabsequently  to  remove.  .  .  .  We  are  glad  to  hear  that  Mr.  Wil- 
liam P.  MuLCHiNocK,  of  whose  rare  poetical  gifts  we  have  already  made  mention,  and 
exhibited  examples,  in  these  pages,  contemplales  the  speedy  publication  of  a  volume 
of  poems.     We  bespeak  for  the  book,  in  advance,  the  liberal  fevor  of  the  public.     Mr. 
MuLOBiNOCK  is  a  poet  of  true  feeling  and  of  fine  imagination  ;  he  is  young,  with  a 
wife  and  children  dependent  upon  his  exertions  for  support  ^  and  he  is,  moreover,  an 
exile  to  this  land  of  the  free  from  his  own  unhappy  Erin.    Yet  he  bides  his  time,  and 
is  '  hopeful  amidst  his  sadness.'    ^  Though  the  world,'  he  says  in  one  of  his  recent 
poems:  ^ 

*Tbodqh  the  world  has  might  to  sever  God  himself  console  the  grieving, 

Msny  a  dosely-woven  tie.  And  raise  up  the  lowly,  high : 
That  tome  hearts  love  fondly  ever, 

A  bdiever,  I.  Of  this  fiiith,  so  grand  and  holy, 

I^et  the  atheist  doubt  and  lie, 

*  Dreaming  still,  and  still  believing  In  a  spirit  meek  and  lowly. 

That  mankind  will  yet  deiicry,  ;               A  believer,  L' 

We  shall  present,  in  our  next  number,  an  original  and  striking  poem  from  the  pen  of 
ytt,  MuLOHiNocK,  which  reached  us  at  too  late  an  hour  to  be  availed  of  for  the  pre- 
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sent  iasue.  .  .  .  Among  the  pictures  drawn  at  the  late  Art-Union  distribntion  were 
four  small  but  very  beautiful  landscapes  by  Mr.  H.  J.  Brent,  the  distinguished  land- 
scape-painter. There  may  now  be  seen  at  his  rooms,  Number  79,  White-street,  near 
Broadway,  two  of  the  most  charming  pictures  we  have  ever  seen  from  his  pencil ; 
views  of  Seaton-Castle  and  of  Seaton-Cbapel,  both  situated  amidst  the  finest  scenery 
in  Scotland.  The  tone  and  handling  of  these  pictures  is  truly  masterly.  Our  re- 
spected contemporary  of  the  *  National  Intelligencer'*  may  congratulate  himself  upon 
the  possession  of  a  fiuthful  and  very  beautiful  picture  of  the  ^  halls  of  his  fkthers.'  We 
regard  Mr.  Bkent  as  among  the  very  first  of  our  artists  in  landscape.  .  .  .  We 
think  there  is  *  mischief '  in  the  *  Sketch  of  a  Modem  Fashionable  Party?  Wo 
agree  with  the  writer  however  in  many  of  his  positions.  The  ^  meanness  of  mere 
display'  is  well  hit  off.  '  Bad  wine  out  of  golden  goblets^  is  not  an  unconmion  occur- 
rence with  these  people.  ^  M.  P.'  should  sit  down,  some  pleasant  day,  with  the 
^  Laird  o'  Wallabout ;'  sensible,  witty,  but  slightly  satirical  W n;  acute,  quick- 
reasoning,  and  appreciative  B s ;  humane,  dignified,  and  close-judging  T e  ; 

jovial  and  inimitable  B h,  and  cool,  yet  warm-hearted  and  genial  H r; 

*  M.  P.'  should  ^  sit  at  meat'  with  these^  to  appreciate  a  most  vivid  contrast  with  his 
sketch.  .  .  .  We  have  seen  nothing  to  equal  in  beauty  or  convenience  the  smaller 
prayer-books  issued  by  Messrs.  Stanford  and  Swords.  They  open,  and  remain 
open,  so  easily,  are  distinguished  by  such  excellent  printing  and  paper,  and  are  bound 
in  such  tasteful  style,  that  they  may  almost  be  regarded  as  a  luxury.  The  same  pub- 
lishers have  issued,  in  *  gay  attire,'  a  very  largo  assortment  of  attractive  and  good 
works  for  children  and  youth.  .  .  .  There  is  a  puritanical  device  on  foot  to  abolish 
Santa-Claus!  *  Abolish  Santa-Claus  I'  This  single  exclamation,  from  the  great 
mouth  of  the  juvenile  Public,  will  put  an  end  to  that  plot.  ^  Abolish  Santa-Claub  ! ! ' 
Pass  the  slogan !  .  .  .  One  of  the  most  attractive  ^  lounges'  for  an  hour,  in  New- 
York,  is  the  magnificent  establishment  of  Williams  and  Stevens,  near  Leonard- 
street,  in  Broadway.  It  is  literally  crowded  with  rare  varieties  of  paintings,  prints, 
and  other  works  of  art.  .  .  .  The  very  day  on  which  we  received  *  W.'s  fervent  in- 
quiry for,  and  warm  eulogium  upon,  *  John  Waters,'  came,  in  his  matchless  chirogra- 
phy,  the  admirable  paper  from  his  facile  pen  to  be  found  in  preceding  pages.  .  .  .  Nu- 
merous articles  from  welcome  now  and  favorite  old  contributors  will  be  more  parti- 
cularly referred  to  in  our  next.  .  .  .  Well,  how  do  you  like  us  in  our  new  dress  ? 
Wo  make  no  promises  for  the  future,  for  yon  have  known  the  Editor  hereof  during 
nearly  sixteen  years'  constant  acquaintance,  and  will  require  none  at  his  hands.  Tliat 
he  will  do  his  best^  with  the  abundant  mat^Tiel  which  he  has  in  store,  will  be  taken  for 
granted ;  and  so,  long-time  readers,  with^^iit  farther  remark,  *  A  Happy  New  Year^  to 
you  all!  .  .  .  Bringing  out  a  late  and  early  number  in  almost  immediate  juxtaposition, 
we  have  found  ourselves  unable  to  notice  adequately,  or  even  at  all,  several  new  vo- 
lumes, *  booklets,'  addresses,  periodicals,  etc.,  which  had  been  sent  us  for  review. 
Among  these  are  the  following,  concerning  which, '  more  anon :'  *  Lambert's  Popu- 
lar Anatomy  and  Physiology,'  profusely  illustrated;  ^ Poems  of  Alios  and  Phcebb 
Caret  •,'  Mrs.  Willard  on  the  Circulation  of  the  Blood  ;  *  The  Little  Savage,'  by 
Captain  Marrtat  ;  '  Flemish  Tales,'  by  Miss  Lynch  ;  *  The  King  of  the  Hurons,* 
by  the  author  of  the  '  The  Last  of  the  Knickerbockers  ;'  Wood's  Sketches  of  South 
America,  Polynesia,  etc. ;  *  IIeadley's  Miscellanies ;'  *  The  Parterre,'  a  pretty  volume 
of  verse  by  a  modest  young  writer,  Mr.  D.  W.  Bblislb,  from  whom  our  readers  have 
sometimes  heard ;  volume  first  of  Goldsmith's  Miscellaneous  Works,  Cleveland's 
*'  Greenwood  Directory,'  etc.,  etc.  ...  *  Enough  said.' 
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Of  the  few  overgrown  fi)rtune8  that  have  been  made  in  our  country, 
the  greater  number  seem  to  have  fallen  into  the  possession  of  natural- 
ized citizens  rather  than  natives,  notwithstanding  the  superior  shrewd- 
ness with  which  our  self-complacency  is  prone  to  endue  Yankee  intel- 
lect. Of  our  naturalized  citizens,  the  French,  with  Girard  as  the 
exemplar,  seem  to  have  accumulated  the  largest  fortunes  ;  and  the  G-er- 
mans,  with  Astor  in  the  ^reground,  seem  to  stand  next  in  the  grade 
of  weahh-accumulators,  although  possibly  they  may  contend  for  prece- 
dence over  the  former  class ;  while  the  Scotch,  with  Robert  Lenox  at 
their  head,  or  Duncan  of  Providence,  or  Greig  of  Canandaigua,  may 
be  unwilling  to  concede  a  preeminence  to  either  of  the  others. 

Among  the  successful  Germans,  in  a  moderate  way,  one  some  years 
ago  resided  in  Baltimore,  who,  from  the  humble  employment  of  a 
blacksmith,  had  arrived  at  the  possession  of  a  pretty  large  estate.  How 
his  name  was  pronounced  and  spelled  in  German  is  uncertain ;  but  it 
had  become  Anglicised  into  the  word  'Heapupit.'  He  was  an  old 
man  at  the  period  of  our  last  war  with  Great  lontain,  but  still  occupied 
in  commerce,  which  occasioned  frequent  visits  by  him  to  New- York,, 
where  his  present  historian  became  accidentally  acquainted  with  him, 
at  a  private  boarding-house.  As  his  humble  origin  was  known  to  the 
boarders,  they  took  an  interest  in  the  conversation  of  the  old  man, 
although  his  language  and  manners  retained  many  traces  of  his  early 
rough  employments,  but  modified  by  a  quickness  of  perception  and 
shrewdness  of  remark,  which  are  apt  to  appear  in  self  made  men.  He 
perceiyed  that  his  conversation  was  listened  to  attentively,  and  he 
seemed  gratified  with  the  homage  thus  given  spontaneously  to  his  saga- 
city ;  and  he  often  remarked  to  young  men,  that  the  great  point  for  a 
man  to  discover  was  what  he  is  fit  for ;  when  this  is  learned,  the  pro- 
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gress  of  a  man  toward  wealth  becomes  sure,  although  it  may  be  slow. 
He  was  fond  of  adding,  in  illustration,  that  he  had  lost  much  time  fruit- 
lessly as  a  blacksmith,  before  he  discovered  that  he  was  not  fit  fi)r  that 
business,  but  was  for  mercantile  pursuits. 

He  began  merchandising  and  matrimony  together,  and  to  economise 
time  and  money  turned  a  necessary  preliminary  journey  to  Philadel- 
phia into  a  wedding  tour.  The  facilities  for  travel  were  not  good  in 
those  days,  and  as  he  wished  to  enjoy  the  journey  with  his  bride,  he 
hired  a  one-horse  chaise,  in  which  he  and  nis  wife  left  Baltimore  on 
the  morning  of  the  wedding.  The  day  was  as  bright  as  the  occasian, 
and  the  bride  had  tasked  all  her  pecuniary  resources  not  to  discredit 
by  her  dress  the  elevated  position  of  a  merchant's  lady,  into  which  she 
was  emerging  from  a  condition  as  humble  as  her  husband's.  She  glo- 
ried in  the  possession  of  a  pea-green  silk  pelisse,  with  a  silk  hat  to 
match ;  and  her  appearance,  when  thus  arrayed,  and  sitting  in  the 
chaise,  fully  justified  ner  judgment  in  their  procurement 

The  happy  husband  was  perhaps  as  proud  as  his  wife,  but  his  pride 
rejected  externals  and  rejoiced  in  a  purse  which,  though  not  very  large, 
yet  contained  what  with  prudence  would  supply  the  expenses  of  ue 
journey  and  obtain  the  few  special  articles  of^  merchandise  whose  pro- 
curement constituted  the  great  object  of  the  expedition.  But  every 
thing  in  nature  seems  to  conspire  against  pride.  They  had  not  travel- 
led many  hours  in  their  open  vehicle  over  an  intensely  dusty  road,  be- 
fore the  husband  saw  with  alarm  that  the  dust  was  makmg  fearfiil 
havoc  with  the  fine  habiliments  of  his  bride,  and  especiaUy  with  her 
hat.  She  had,  unconscious  of  the  mischief,  appliea  repeatedly  her 
moist  hands  (the  temperature  was  July)  to  adjust  the  hat,  as  the  cur- 
rent of  air  or  jolting  of  the  chaise  disturbed  its  proper  position,  and 
every  touch  had  combined  with  the  dust  in  leaving  the  marks  of  her 
pretty  fingers  distinctly  and  indelibly  imprinted  on  the  silk.  Nor  was 
that  the  whole  mischief:  the  dust  had  insinuated  itself  into  all  the 
seams  and  crevices  of  the  hat  and  ribbons,  and  aided  by  a  sofi;  moisture 
exuded  fi*om  parts  beneath,  the  whole  superstructure  was  so  pitileBBly 
ruined,  that  when  they  arrived  at  Havre-de-Grrace,  where  me  night  " 
was  to  be  passed,  and  where  some  cousins  of  the  bride  resided,  a  new 
hat  became  indispensable.  The  fortune  of  the  wife  had  been  eicpended 
on  the  bridal-dress,  so  the  new  hat  had  to  be  procured  with  the  money 
of  the  husband,  causing  an  inroad  that  he  had  not  anticipated ;  but  his 
gallantry  conquered  his  avarice,  and  he  determined  that  the  joys  of  the 
honeymoon  should  not  be  frustrated  by  the  accident  His  resolution 
was  happily  seconded  by  finding  at  the  only  milliner's  shop  in  the  little 
village  a  beautiful  white  hat,  just  suited  for  a  bride,  and  which  indeed 
had  been  made  for  one ;  but  the  accommodating  milliner  could  make 
another  in  sufficient  season,  and  would  even  allow  a  trifle  iat  the 
spoiled  green ;  hence,  by  the  expenditure  of  some  nine  dollars  the 
breach  of  costume  was  repaired,  and  the  bridal  twain  were  affain 
happy,  and  departed  hopefully  in  the  morning  with  an  immunity  agamst 
dust,  for  its  wings  had  been  dampened  during  the  night,  and  its  flying  j 
effectually  prevented,  by  a  copious  rain.  ^ 

Bright  again  was  the  sun  and  gay  the  leave-taking  at  Havre-de-Graoe; 
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but  the  party  had  no  sooner  proceeded  onward  sufficiently  far  to  be 
beyond  the  reach  of  shelter,  when  the  treacherous  clouds  began  to 
raUy  their  scattered  fragments  and  to  open  their  renewed  batteries  on 
the  wayfarers  beneath ;  and  in  spite  of^  a  leather  top  to  the  chaise  and 
a  leather  apron,  the  rain,  confederadng  with  a  breeze  that  seemed  to 
arise  for  the  occasion,  drenched  both  biide  and  bridegroom.  In  vain 
were  handkerchief  spread  to  shield  the  new  hat;  they  only  broke 
down  its  artificial  flowers,  which,  like  dying  dolphins,  emitted  various 
hues,  till  the  original  whiteness  of  the  hat  was  almost  undiscoverable, 
and  its  paper  crown  and  sides  slouched  over  the  wearer's  head  and 
&ce  in  shapeless  ruin.  The  result  was  too  distressing  for  the  fortitude 
of  the  bride,  and  yielding  to  the  last  resort  of  female  sufferance,  she 
wept  profusely  and  bitterly. 

The  poor  groom  loved  his  money,  and  had  none  to  lose,  nor  had  he 
been  before  aware  of  the  expense  and  mischances  of  matrimony ;  but 
his  wife  must  have  a  hat,  and  he  accordingly  satisfied  his  chagrin  by  a 
heavy  malediction  against  hats  that  were  fit  for  neither  rain  nor  sun- 
shine, and  by  vowing  that  he  would  himself  select  the  next  hat  at  the 
first  proper  opportunity.  This  was  not  long  in  occurring.  They 
reached  Philadelphia  in  the  evening,  without  farther  misadventure, 
and  as  they  passed  a  milliner's  shop,  on  the  way  to  their  intended  tavern, 
where  they  desired  to  make  a  fair  appearance,  they  stopped,  and  he 
selected  a  Leghorn  which  gave  sufficient  indications  of  durability,  with- 
out being  devoid  of  taste  or  fashion.  The  superiority  of  his  judgment 
in  this  selection,  over  the  frail  purchases  of  his  wife,  was  so  gratifying 
to  hiB  vanity,  that  with  a  very  mitigated  reluctance  he  handed  to  the 
seller  a  twenty-dollar  bank-bill,  receiving  in  return  the  new  hat  and  a 
ten-dollar  note. 

Thus  re-furbished,  and  with  a  rather  craving  appetite,  they  arrived 
at  their  destined  hotel,  where,  after  a  warm  and  bountiful  meal,  they 
concluded  to  stroll  through  some  of  the  neighboring  streets  during  the 
unoccupied  time  that  remained  of  the  evening.  They  passed  several 
shops  which  both  Heapupit  and  his  wife  looked  at  with  particular  inte- 
rest ;  he  with  a  reference  to  the  shop  which  he  was  to  open  at  Balti- 
ihore,  she  with  an  eye  to  the  many  pretty  things  that  were  displayed  at 
the  windows.  She  at  length  saw  some  gloves,  and  remembered  that 
hers  were  utterly  ruined ;  she  had  also  money  enough  remaining  of 
her  own  to  purchase  a  pair,  but  she  had  lefl  it  at  the  tavern.  With 
this  intimation  he  offered  to  be  her  banker  till  their  return  to  the  inn, 
and  they  entered  the  shop  and  bought  the  gloves,  paying  therefor  out 
of  the  ten-dollar  bill  whicn  had  been  received  at  the  purchase  of  the 
bonnet  The  shopman  looked  at  the  bill,  and  then  at  the  queer  cus- 
tomers, and  callea  another  young  man,  who  also  looked.  After  the 
two  had  consulted  together  a  moment,  one  of  them  put  on  his  hat  and 
walked  out  of  the  shop,  while  the  other  came  back  and  said  he  bad 
sent  out  to  get  change.  The  messenger  soon  returned,  but  brought 
another  person  with  him,  who  proved  to  be  a  police-officer ;  and  then 
Heapupit  was  informed  that  the  bill  was  a  counterfeit,  and  that  he  must 
be  taken  to  the  mayor's  office  to  account  for  the  manner  in  which  he 
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came  by  the  bill,  and  to  ascertain  if  he  had  more  of  them  in  his  post 
session. 

This  sad  climax  to  the  adventure  of  the  bonnets  was  a  good  joke  to 
Heapupit  in  all  afier  times,  when  in  the  known  possession  of  wealth, 
and  die  self-complacency  of  vanquished  early  difficulties,  he  could  repeat 
it  after  dinner ;  as  was  usually  his  wont,  whenever  a  good  occasion  oc- 
curred, and  he  wanted  to  amuse  his  guests  or  friends ;  but  it  was  a  sad 
difficulty  at  the  time,  and  from  which  he  extricated  himself  only  by  going 
with  his  accusers  to  the  milliner's,  and  fortunately  obtaining  her  admis- 
sion that  the  note  was  an  old  counterfeit  which  she  had  inadvertently, 
in  the  twilight,  passed  to  the  gentleman. 

After  the  war  nothing  farther  was  heard  of  Heapupit  at  the  old  board- 
ing-house, and  his  shrewdness  and  his  story  were  almost  forgotten  by 
all  who  had  been  its  inmates,  and  the  survivors  of  whom  had  themselves 
become  old ;  when  accidentally  one  of  them,  in  passing  lately  a  few 
days  at  Baltimore,  ascertained  diat  he  had  been  a  long  time  dead,  and 
that  he  had  left  his  property  to  a  large  family  of  children,  of  whom  two 
only  were  sons.  When  he  found  that  his  end  was  approaching,  he  sent 
for  these  sons,  and  as  a  last  act  of  paternal  solicitude,  told  them  that  bis 
estate  was  to  be  divided  equaJly  among  his  children  and  grand-children, 
according  to  the  provisions  of  a  will  that  would  be  found  among  his 
papers ;  and  although,  owing  to  the  great  number  of  his  descendants,  the 
share  of  each  would  amount  to  only  a  sufficiency  for  an  eligible  com- 
mencement of  business,  yet  they  severally  could  not  fail  from  erecting 
thereon  a  large  fortune,  if  they  would  corefiilly  conduct  their  business 
on  the  principle  of  a  precept  which  he  duly,  for  their  edification,  re- 
peated, with  all  the  cunning  emphasis  that  his  waning  strength  would 
permit.  The  precept  thus  solemnly  heralded  at  the  hour  of  death  was 
sufficiently  characteristic  of  the  old  man's  early  associations  and  con- 
tinued illiteracy.     It  was  nothing  but  the  homely,  vulgar  distich  : 

*  TicKLK  mo  Billy,  do,  do,  do ; 
You  tickle  mc,  and  I'll  tickle  yoxi.^ 

He  declared  that  its  operation  was  founded  in  human  nature,  and 
therefore  infallible,  when  the  precept  was  prudently  obeyed.  He  cau- 
tioned his  sons  against  the  vulgar  error  of  striving  to  prosper  by  prac- 
tices that  are  inconsistent  with  the  prosperity  of  the  persons  with  whom 
we  deal.  The  true  golden  rule  is,  *  You  tickle  me,  and  I  '11  tickle  you.' 
The  man  who  acted  thus  would  obtain  wealth  if  he  perseveringly  di^ 
rected  his  effi)rts  to  that  object ;  or  public  honors,  it  he  directed  his 
effi^rts  to  that  object.  The  maxim  was  the  key  by  which  could  be  un- 
lockeid  all  the  avenues  to  prosperity. 

The  old  man  spoke  to  his  sons  in  German,  for  that  was  the  language 
in  which  his  thoughts  continued  to  flow  more  flueptly  than  in  Engli^ 
The  young  men  had  heard  the  lesson  yery  many  times  before,  but  as  this 
^ai  to  be  the  last  infliction,  tliey  listened  to  it  as  though  they  heard  it 
for  the  first  time,  and  were  astonished  with  its  sagaci^  and  freshness. 
Thus  comforted  in  his  tenderest  vanity,  the  old  gentleman  lay  a  short 
time  sHent  and  was  dead. 

The  literaiy  education  of  the  soiis  had  been  sadly  neglected,  not  fh>m 
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any  censurable  indifference  to  the  sulgect  in  the  father,  but  from  his 
want  of  knowledge.  They  had  been  taught  to  read  a  little,  which  ac- 
complifihments,  with  some  skill  in  the  elementary  rules  of  arithmetic, 
he  deemed,  by  a  contrast  with  his  own  deficiencies,  great  attainments. 
The  sons  were  consequently  not  qualified  for  any  higher  employments 
than  the  mercantile  traffic  which  had  been  followed  by  the  rather,  and 
into  which  they  had  become  partially  initiated.  They  possessed  how- 
ever dissimilar  intentions,  for  while  Frederick,  the  elder,  determined 
to  continue  the  old  commercial  business  of  his  fiither,  and  in  the  old 
shop,  the  other,  Peter,  intended  to  see  something  of  the  world  before 
he  established  himself  finally  in  any  place  and  in  any  given  occupation. 
He  felt  also  a  strong  desire  to  see  Germany,  the  native  country  of  his 
forefathers,  where  many  of  his  paternal  relations  were  still  supposed  to 
exist ;  and  as  they  were  known  to  be  poor,  Peter's  vanity  may  possibly 
have  desired  to  glorify  itself  a  little  by  astonishing  them  with  the  splen- 
dor of  the  American  branch.  His  share  of  the  paternal  spoils  was  a 
tenth  of  the  whole,  and  when  reduced  into  money,  amountea  to  twenty 
thoQsand  dollars,  which,  after  a  decent  period  of  mourning,  and  with  a 
view  of  killing  two  birds  with  one  stone,  he  converted  into  cotton  for 
the  French  market,  and  took  passage  with  it  in  a  ship  for  Havre ;  sor- 
rowfully remarking  to  some  of  the  cautious  old  friends  of  his  father,, 
who  disliked  these  evidences  of  a  roaming  disposition,  that  grief  was 
iippairing  his  health,  and  that  a  change  of  scenery  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary for  his  spirits.  To  remain  in  the  old  shop  he  knew  would  kill  hinir 
and  he  wonaered  how  his  brother  could  enaure  it ;  though  Fred,  al- 
ways possessed  strong  nerves,  and  could  bear  any  thing. 

The  ship  in  which  Peter  embarked  experienced  a  succession  of  the 
most  favorable  winds,  but  was  unfortunately  stranded  on  a  fatal  sand- 
bar, almost  in  sight  of  its  destined  port,  and  after  all  thoughts  of  danger 
had  been  dismissed  from  the  minds  of  the  passengers.  They  were  all 
saved  except  two  who  were  washed  overboard  and  drowned ;  and 
most  of  the  cargo  was  eventually  saved  and  taken  on  shore  by  lighters, 
but  it  was  badly  damaged  by  the  salt  water.  This  was  a  contingency 
against  which  Peter  had  not  guarded  by  any  insurance,  for  where  he 
ventured  his  lifo  he  thought  he  might  venture  his  property.  His  loss 
was  large,  and  he  felt  it  severely ;  but  at  the  commencement  of  life 
pecuniary  losses  are  much  mitigated  by  an  exuberance  of  undefined 
hopes.  He  could  not,  however,  help  occasionally  reflectmg,  that  as  yet 
the  maxim  of  his  father  had  been  impracticable.  Nobody  had  tickled 
him,  though  he  felt  keenly  disposed  to  tickle  in  return,  according  to  the 
injunction  of  the  adage ;  that  is^  no  person  had  conferred  on  him  any  bene- 
fit, which  was  the  tickHng  that  the  adage  meant,  as  he  supposed,  when 
interpreted  literally.  On  the  contrary,  when  the  ship  stranded,  instead^ 
of  bemg  tickled,  every  man  on  board  regarded  himself  alone,  or  seemed 
to  vie  with  each  other  in  throwing  into  the  sea  Peter's  cotton,  that  the 
ship  might  be  floated ;  and  when  his  damaged  cotton  was  in  a  position 
to  DO  sold,  every  purchaser  exaggerated  its  defects,  and  sought  to  ob- 
tain it  ruinously  low.  His  experience  thus  far  was  therefore  any  thing 
but  propitious  to  his  hopes ;  while  the  steadily  occurring  diminution  of 
his  patnmony  irritated  all  the  latent  avarice  which  his  father's  precepts 
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had  constantly  fostered  in  him,  and  made  him  specially  anxious  that 
the  tickling  process  should  be  commenced  speedily. 

As  soon  as  he  realized  from  the  wreck  of  his  venture  all  that  could 
be  obtained,  he  hastened  to  Paris,  in  the  expectation  that  a  change  of 
scene  would  produce  a  favorable  change  in  the  operation  of  his  maxim  ; 
but  at  Paris  his  funds  diminished  even  faster  than  at  Havre,  for  he 
could  not  resist  paiticipating  expensively  in  the  various  novelties  of 
that  city  of  curiosities,  in  occasionally  umting  in  its  more  personal  dis- 
sipations, and  in  becoming  a  victim  to  the  swarms  of  sharpers,  foreign 
and  native,  that  make  Paris  their  head-quarters,  and  every  stranger  their 
special  object  of  attack.  Still  he  could  have  borne  equably  these  mani- 
fold depredations  on  his  fortime,  if  he  could  have  seen  amid  them  a 
commencement  of  the  process  of  becoming  rich  by  a  reciprocation  of 
benefits ;  and  for  such  a  conmiencement  his  urgency  increased  in  a 
direct  proportion  to  the  decrease  of  his  resources.  Like  the  ancient 
spinster  immortalized  by  Russel,  and  the  burden  of  whose  inquiries 
was,  *  Why  do  not  the  men  propose,  mamma  V  so  he  could  have  sung 
as  feelingly,  <  Why  do  not  the  men  tickle,  papa  V  His  soul  and  aU  that 
was  within  him,  yearned  to  exchange  his  silver  franc  pieces  for  golden 
Napoleons,  but  nobody  would  commence  the  traffic ;  and  instead  mereof 
every  body  that  he  gamed  with  seemed  intent  on  fleecing  him ;  shop- 
keepers, servants  and  restaurateurs  imposed  on  him  to  die  extent  of 
their  several  opportunities ;  while  the  mass  of  the  population,  who  could 
in  no  way  use  hun  to  their  advantage,  spattered  him  with  their  equipages, 
or  passed  him  with  disregard.  Once  indeed  he  began  to  beheve  that 
the  tickling  process  was  about  to  be  commenced  in  the  person  of  a 
very  agreeable  young  man,  whom  he  met  at  a  table  d'h6te ;  and  who, 
seeing  that  Peter  was  a  stranger,  courted  his  society  assiduously.  Peter 
was  determined  that  he  woidd  interpose  no  obstacle  to  this  auspicious 
indication,  and  he  repaid  the  young  man's  politeness  by  copious  draughts 
of  wine.  The  two  became  shortly  inseparable  compamons,  but  as  the 
new  firiend  introduced  him  to  pretty  expensive  practices,  the  tickling 
with  which  Peter  requited  his  friend  cost  much  more  than  the  fiiend's 
original  tickle  deserved ;  and  Peter's  remaining  funds  were  soon  so 
far  exhausted,  that  imless  he  proceeded  forthwidi  toward  Grermany  his 
chance  of  ever  reaching  it  would  be  frustrated.  He  accordingly  lost 
no  further  time,  and  as  he  had  no  ceremonious  congees  to  make,  he  paid 
his  bills,  and  stepping  into  a  diligence,  was  soon  on  his  route  toward 
Vienna,  the  residence  of  his  kinsmen. 

The  journey  was  long,  and  cost  him  much  more  than  he  had  antici- 
pated, and  before  he  arrived  at  its  termination  he  would  gladly  have 
retraced  his  steps  homeward,  but  he  feared  his  remaining  money  would 
not  supply  the  means ;  and  when  he  finally  reached  Vienna,  be  was 
almost  penniless.  He  lamented  that  he  had  ever  lef);  Baltimore,  or 
that  he  had  not  returned  thither  before  all  his  property  had  become 
dissipated ;  although  he  felt  at  his  misadventures  a  degree  of  shame  that 
might  have  restrained  him  from  returning  in  his  present  condition  had 
the  ability  been  presented  to  him.  He  was  fortunate  in  discovering 
his  relations  more  readily  than  he  could  well  have  expected,  but  they 
were  all  situated  in  the  loyrest  yralks  of  life  \  and  although  he  was  him- 
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self  reduced  to  an  equally  with  them  in  poverty,  he  ahnost  repented, 
when  too  late,  that  he  had  acknowledged  nis  consanguinity  to  so  dis- 
creditable a  kindred.  From  his  external  appearance,  which  creatly 
overrated  his  true  condition,  and  from  rumors  that  had  reached  them 
of  the  affluence  of  his  Either,  they  received  him  with  diffidence  and 
awe,  and  with  every  demonstration  of  grovelling  affection ;  but  when, 
from  indications  that  could  not  be  long  mistaken,  they  eventually  found 
that  he  had  as  little  to  bestow  on  them  as  they  had  to  bestow  on  him, 
they  remitted  their  respect,  while  they  increased  in  good-will  and  cor- 
diality. Feeling  no  longer  any  reason  to  believe  that  their  poor  pro- 
visions would  be  despised,  they  shared  freely  what  they  had  with  the 
necessitous  vt^anderer,  and  made  him  as  comfortable  as  their  poverty 
would  permit 

While  Peter  was  thus  in  the  home  of  his  ancestors,  realizing  the 
early  condition  of  his  progenitors,  his  brother  Frederick  in  Baltimore 
was  endeavoring  to  establish  himself  gradually  and  slowly  in  the  mer- 
cantile business,  to  which  he  had  been  trained  from  early  life.  He,  like 
his  brother,  was  looking  hopefully  to  the  precept  which  had  been  en- 
joined on  them  by  their  father,  and  he  commenced  the  practice  of  it  by 
Iming  a  good  pew  in  the  German  Lutheran  Church,  and  in  sending  to 
the  minister  a  large  ham  and  turkey  as  a  Christmas  present.  When 
the  good  dominie  was  thus  tickled,  he  'thought  Frederick  a  very  amia- 
ble young  man,  who  merited  the  good  offices  of  all  right-minded  people, 
and  he  fuled  not  to  speak  thus  of  him  to  members  of  the  churcn,  who 
in  turn  applauded  him  to  others,  and  his  shop  soon  became  the  mart 
£nr  the  whole  congregation,  from  aprinciple  of  esprit  du  coips,  that 
often  actuates  small  communities.  Frederick  lost  no  time  also  m  iden- 
tifying himself  with  the  German  Benevolent  Society,  and  at  their  annual 
festivals  talking  feelingly  and  copiously  of  the  Fader-Land,  not  forget- 
ting the  more  substantial  requirement  of  a  liberal  annual  contribution 
to  the  society's  funds.  The  members  and  officers  of  the  society  being 
thus  tickled  in  a  spot  that  is  apt  to  be  sensitive,  feiled  not  to  ticlde  back 
again  through  the  medium  of  his  merchandise  and  credit  But  he  un- 
expectedly received  another  benefit.  The  president  of  the  society,  an 
honest  Gr^man,  of  considerable  wealth,  which  he  had  acquired  by  pa- 
tient industry,  and  in  despite  of  the  want  of  all  literature,  was  so  pleased 
with  the  patriotism  of  Frederick,  that  he  courted  his  acquaintance,  and 
Frederick  ultimately  became  his  son-in-law  by  a  marriage  with  the  old 
goitleman's  eldest  daughter,  to  the  no  small  increase  of  the  voung  man's 
cxmsideradon  in  Baltimore  and  prospective  wealth.  Nor  did  Frederick 
&]]  to  patronize  all  the  city  newspapers,  by  liberally  advertising  in  their 
cohinms ;  and  as  no  class  of  men  understand  better  the  process  of '  you 
tickle  me,  and  I  '11  tickle  you,'  than  newspaper  editors,  they  took  every 
opportunity  to  allude  to  him  in  their  respective  papers  as  their  public- 
spirited  townsman,  Frederick  Heapupit,  Esq.,  whose  mercantile  enter- 
prise and  integrity  were  an  honor  to  the  city. 

In  due  progression  he  emerged  from  the  chrysalis  condition  of  a  re- 
tailer to  uie  splendors  of  a  full-blown  jobber,  and  no  man  was  ever 
more  friendly  man  he  to  the  country  dealers  who  resorted  to  Baltimore 
for  their  supplies  of  merchandise.     If  the  dealers  were  young  and  gay 
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he  attended  them  to  the  theatre ;  and  if  they  were  old,  he  invited  diem 
to  a  seat  in  his  pew.  He  seemed  to  feel  toward  all  his  country  dealers 
the  intuitive  love  which  a  cat  feels  toward  catmint,  and  they  could  do 
no  less  in  return  for  so  much  kindness  than  to  give  him  their  customt 
and  recomm'^nd  him  to  their  neighbors. 

As  he  continued  to  be  economical  in  his  expenses  and  prudent  in  his 
credits,  and  omitted  no  opportunity  of  tickling  persons  who  could  tickle 
back  again  advantageously,  he  gradually  but  steadily  increased  in  pro- 
perty. His  family  grew  also  with  his  other  possessions,  and  he  came 
to  be  surrounded  with  numerous  children,  while  he,  in  the  perpetual 
engrossment  of  business,  lost  all  record  of  the  flight  of  time,  and  seemed 
unconscious  that  he  was  no  longer  so  yoimg  as  formerly.  But  although 
he  could  thus  lose  sight  of  Time,  Time  took  care  not  to  lose  sight  of 
him,  but  stealthily  kept  tally  of  the  fleeting  years  by  whitening  his  hair, 
imprinting  wrinkles  at  the  outer  comers  of  his  eyes,  and  increasing  Iub 
rotundity,  until  he  was  to  every  eye  but  his  own  a  portly  old  gentleman. 
His  father-in-law  had  been  dead  some  years,  and  he  was  one  of  the  ex- 
ecutors of  the  deceased's  will,  and  a  legatee  of  no  inconsiderable  por- 
tion of  the  estate. 

In  this  halcyon  period  of  his  existence,  when  he  was  well  satisfied 
with  himself,  and  by  consequence  well  satisfied  with  the  world,  and  all 
that  therein  is,  he  began  to  think  of  his  brother,  of  whom  he  had  not 
heard  since  they  separated.  He  knew  that  the  ship  had  been  stranded 
in  which  Peter  sailed,  and  that  some  of  the  passengers  were  dro¥med» 
and  he  always  supposed  his  brother  was  one  of  the  lost.  By  a  coinci- 
dence which  is  far  from  uncommon,  while  he  was  thus  musing  on  Ub 
brother,  a  letter  from  him  was  brought  to  the  store,  announcing  that  be 
had  been  long  at  Vienna,  in  the  most  deplorable  destitution,  and  craving 
assistance  to  enable  him  to  return  to  Baltimore.  This  was  a  case  in 
which  if  Frederick  tickled  ever  so  much  he  could  expect  no  lucrative 
return  ;  still  avarice  had  not  rendered  him  wholly  callous  to  the  ties  of 
consanguinity,  and  he  forthwith  answered  the  appeal  of  his  brother  by 
sending  him  a  bill  of  exchange,  with  the  proceeds  of  which,  if  managed 
prudently,  he  could  come  home. 

The  meeting  of  the  brothers,  which  in  due  time  occurred,  affinrded  a 
surprise  to  both,  so  far  as  their  personal  appearance  was  concerned. 
They  had  separated  as  young  men,  and  they  met  as  old  men.  StiU 
they  soon  recognised  each  other's  early  lineaments,  and  amused  them- 
selves with  the  rehearsal  of  early  incidents.  But  what  most  astonished 
Peter  was  the  wealth  of  Frederick ;  and  what  most  astonished  Frede- 
rick was  the  poverty  of  Peter,  especially  as  both  professed  to  have  been 
governed  in  their  conduct  by  the  great  maxim  of  their  father.  On  an 
explanation,  however,  the  mystery  became  solved.  Poor  Peter  had 
committed  a  fatal  mistake.  He  had  never  tickled  any  persons,  but  had 
waited  to  have  them  tickle  first ;  while  Frederick  had  practised  on  the 
plan  of  tickling  in  advance,  and  especially  those  who  could  tickle  back 
again  with  many  per  cent,  of  advantage.  The  opposite  results  of  the 
two  modes  were  well  exemplified  in  the  different  destiny  of  the  brothers ; 
and  in  view  of  this  difierence,  which  communicated  an  entirely  new 
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idea  to  Peter,  he  insisted  that  the  maxim  was  wrongly  worded,  and 
tiiat  instead  of  reading : 

^  Tickle  me,  Billt  ;  do,  do,  do ! 

the  maxim  ought  to  read : 

*  I  TicKLK  you,  Billt  ;  see,  see,  see! 
1*11  tickle  you,  and  you  tickle  me  V 

In  his  donation  to  his  un£)rtunate  brother,  Frederick  intended  to  be 
disinterested,  but  he  derived  therefrom  an  intellectual  pleasure  which 
was  more  than  an  equivalent  for  the  pecuniary  expenditure.  And  now 
that  he  had  obtained  a  taste  of  the  pleasures  that  result  from  benevo- 
lence, a  desire  therefor  grew  in  him  fast,  and  he  gradually  extended 
gratuities  to  numerous  objects  where  no  pecimiary  return  seemed  pos- 
sible ;  but  very  unexpectedly  to  him  he  found  that  many  of  these  cases 
would  either  collaterally  or  directly  result  in  larger  pecimiary  returns 
than  his  most  selfish  ticklings.  This  was  strikingly  exemplified  in  the 
assistance  which  he  occasionally  made  to  his  brother,  who,  enfeebled 
by  dissipation  and  disappointed  eaily  hopes,  had  brought  home  a  con- 
stitution as  much  impoverished  as  his  purse.  Frederick  had  long  sup- 
ported him  comfi^rtably,  when  on  the  formation  of  a  new  settlement, 
made  in  the  vicinity  of  Baltimore  by  the  Canton  Company,  the  counsel 
of  the  company  discovered  that  a  piece  of  land,  which  was  essential  to 
the  project,  was  owned  (unknown  to  everybody)  by  the  heirs  of  old 
Hei^upit,  and  it  accordingly  had  to  be  purchased,  and  it  brought  a 
large  sum  of  money.  Peter's  share  was  more  than  sufficient  to  repay 
all  advances  which  Frederick  had  made  for  him,  and  to  leave  an  ample 
sufficiency  for  his  own  support.  But  as  usual,  when  blessings  come 
late  they  are  not  long  enjoyed,  and  Peter,  after  a  very  brief  realiza- 
tion of  his  new  prosperity,  was  afflicted  with  apoplexy  and  died,  but 
not  before  he  had  bequeathed  his  property  to  Frederick,  who  alone  of 
all  the  family  had  substantially  sympathized  with  his  necessities. 

Finally  Frederick  found  himseli  possessed  of  a  much  larger  estate 
than  had  ever  been  owned  by  his  father.  He  had  long  been  respected 
as  a  prosperous  man,  with  large  wealth  but  vnth  sordid  views.  He 
now  oegan  to  gradually  acquire  additional  respect,  by  reason  of  the 
active  benevolence  that  his  later  actions  developed,  and  by  several  dis- 
interested benefits  he  conferred  on  his  city.  He  eventually  retired 
from  commercial  business,  resigning  the  establishment  to  his  sons,  and 
employed  a  still  vigorous  old  age  in  the  various  cares  that  attended  the 
due  investment  of  his  property,  and  in  embracing  every  opportunity  to 
make  himself  useful.  He  aided  all  worthy  public  enterprises,  con- 
tributed to  all  useful  charities,  assisted  all  meritorious  individuals  who 
resorted  to  him  for  counsel  or  pecuniary  aid,  and  to  his  last  moment 
(which  occurred  only  a  year  ago)  he  insisted  that  the  maxim  of  his 
rather  was  a  true  guide  to  prosperity ;  but  that  whoever  would  attain 
the  full  benefit  its  practice  can  insure,  must  perform  the  tickling  from 
no  mercenary  or  selfish  motive,  but  simply  from  a  principle  of  duty  to- 
ward God  and  of  good  will  toward  all  mankind.  He  was  a  good  deal 
vain-glorious  of  his  discovery,  which  he  thought  entirely  new ;  and  he 
was  almost  sorry  when,  afler  repeating  it  one  day,  with  his  usual  self- 
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complacency,  he  was  told  that  it  was  as  old  as  the  Bible,  being  plamly 
included  in  the  promise,  that '  he  that  watereth  shall  be  watered,'  and 
'  the  liberal  soul  shall  be  made  fat' 


^n    Spcellente    iSala^e 


OF 


Tb  MANNE  who  could  not  write  VER88E 


8T     WIZ^ZiZAX     P.      MUZ.OHISrOCX 


Ye  Bardc  ealktb  for 
porter  and  hia  easy 
chair,  and  oiakcUi  a 
TOW  thereupon. 


PTTTE    THE    FIRST, 

Ho !  tiger !  a  pair  of  carpet  shoes, 

With  a  quart  of  brown  stout  porter ; 
I  wish  to  see  if  the  coy,  coy  muse 

Be  willing  that  I  should  court  her : 
I  want  to  know,  to  its  flood-tide  mark 

If  my  young  blood  still  is  flowing, 
I  want  to  see  that  the  hope 's  not  Saik 

That  erst  set  my  heart  a-glowing. 

Then  wheel  to  its  berth  my  easy-chair, 

That  my  limbs  may  rest  supinely, 
Where  the  breath  of  the  free  and  vernal  air 

May  pass  o'er  my  cheeks  divinely. 
'T  is  well ;  and  if  that  my  verse  should  prove 

That  Fancy  disdains  to  know  me, 
When  the  critics  cannot  admire  or  love, 

^  Pll  be  a  dem'd  body,'  blow  me ! 
When  the  critics  cannot  admire  or  love, 
*  I  '11  be  a  moist  body,'  blow  me ! 


Y«  Barde  looktUi 
for  the  Nine,  and  Ind- 
•tb  povltr  no  Caitaly. 


FTTTE     THE     SECOND. 

Well,  now  that  I  am  in  my  chair  of  ease, 

I  feel  but  an  absence  mental, 
And  wound  my  pen  with  many  a  squeeze 

Of  my  incisors  dental : 
Although  *  my  eye  in  a  frenzy  fine 

From  earth  to  heaven  is  rolling,' 
I  cannot  indite  a  single  line 

That  a  hawker  would  think  of  troUmg. 

My  cheek  is  red  with  the  blush  of  shame. 
And  my  mind 's  confused — damnation ! 

I  cannot  *  give  one  nothing  a  name,' 
Or  a  *■  1m»1  habitation :' 

Ideas  strange  through  my  brain,  too,  rove 
And  in  perspective  show  me 

The  critic's  lash,  not  the  critic's  love ; 


So  I  '11  be  a  body,  blow  me ! 
Show  the  critic's  lash.  n< 


lash,  not  the  critic^s  love ; 
Sol  11  be  8  body,  Uow  me ! 
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PYTTE     THE     THIBD. 

•t^tSwSi'^^'SS  '^^^  ^^'^  ^*  *^®  anxious  wish  to  die 

oM  iDaidli!ud kav.  Roles  me  with  force  potential, 

ctk  •  kpcy.  While  I  've  oourage  to  wiah  the  world  good-by, 

Courage,  the  grand  enential ; 
1 11  sharpen  at  once  my  razor-blade 

For  a  purpose  suicidal, 
And  I  'U  speed  to  death  as  an  aged  maid 
Would  speed  away  to  her  bridal.  -' 

When  I  *  shuffle  off  this  mortal  coil' 

You  '11  think,  my  friend,  with  no  dry  eye, 
When  the  wcmn  makes  of  the  clay  his  spofl, 

That  my  soul's  home  is  not  sky-high. 
Yes,  yes !  from  life  I  will  fleetly  move, 

Lest  dark  fate  on  worse  ills  throw  me ; 
So  leaving  critics  my  heart's  best  love, 

I  '11  now  be  a  body,  blow  me ! 
Yes,  leaving  them  all  my  heart's  best  love, 
*  1  '11  be  a  moist  body,'  blow  me ! 


LEAVES  FROM  AN  AFRICAN  JOURNAL. 


ii>  BT    JOBX    OARaOX.!.    BIUCVT. 


BEMABXS        ON       MONROVIA. 

Thb  in£)rmation  I  have  obtained,  and  my  own  observations,  have 
induced  me  to  give  some  thought  to  two  or  three  points  in  the  present 
condition  of  the  Republic  of  Liberia,  and  the  probable  results  flowing 
from  the  existing  state  of  things,  and  the  principles  and  conduct  of  the 
people.  I  trust  that  their  insertion  -mn  not  oe  unacceptable  to  my 
readers. 

There  are  two  important  interests  in  Liberia,  I  will  not  say  neces- 
sarily or  naturally  antagonistic,  but  at  least,  as  it  would  appear,  not 
equally  fiwtered  and  attended  to.  I  allude  to  commerce  and  agricul- 
ture. At  Monrovia  the  fermer  is  the  leading  interest,  and  the  princi- 
pal and  most  influential  citizens  are  more  or  less  profiperous  traders, 
pome  dozen  or  more  small  trading-vessels  are  emploved  in  the  coast- 
ing business,  say  about  a  hundred  and  finy  tons ;  and  it  is  asserted  that 
on  an  average  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars  would  cover 
the  entire  commercial  transactions  of  the  whole  settlement  of  Liberia. 
And  yet,  although  it  would  seem  this  branch  of  industry  is  so  much 
festered,  I  am  told  that  the  business  done  at  this  place  previous  to  the 
establishment  of  the  colony  exceeded  any  thing  known  nsre  since ;  for 
it  was  once  a  flourishing  trading  station,  where  an  active  and  steady 
intercourse  with  the  natives  was  carried  on,  the  latter  exchanging  cam- 
wood, palm-oil,  ivory,  etc.,  for  the  usual  articles  of  European  manufac- 
ture feshionable  in  tliis  quarter  of  the  globe.    If  this  be  the  feet,  the 
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falling  off  in  trade  may  be  accounted  for  in  some  degree  by  the  jea- 
lousy and  ill-will  of  die  Bushmen  and  people  of  the  interior,  who, 
knowing  that  the  colored  race  from  the  New  World  have  declared  it 
one  among  their  chief  objects  of  settlement  to  contribute  toward  the 
suppression  of  the  slave  traffic,  so  lucrative  to  the  natives,  and  to  make 
for  themselves  a  permanent  residence  in  their  new  homes,  from  time 
to  time  have  met  tne  new-comers  imavailingly  in  battle,  and  even  now 
are  shy  and  suspicious,  for  the  most  part,  in  their  intercourse  with  them. 
As  to  the  agricultural  interests,  if  I  might  judge  from  informatioii 
which  I  have  reason  to  receive  as  correct,  it  would  seem  that  the  pro- 
duce of  the  farms  is  not  sufficient  to  supply  the  wants  of  the  commu- 
nity. Rice,  the  chief  article  of  domestic  growth,  is  not  produced  in 
quantity  enough  to  supply  the  current  demand ;  the  coffee,  not  over 
five  or  six  hundred  pounds  per  annum,  is  used  almost  exclusively  for 
exportation,  and  is  held  at  such  a  price,  in  addition  to  its  scarcity,  that 
it  IS  decidedly  cheaper  to  import  the  article;  and  of  Indian  com, 
sweet  potatoes,  cassada,  etc.,  enough  may  be  raised  for  domestic  con- 
sumption, but  even  of  these  the  emigrant  cannot  boast,  I  believe,  an 
abundance  or  superfluity.  It  is  true  that  the  colonization  societies  and 
the  authorities  in  Liberia  encourage  the  newly-arrived  settlers  to  choose 
their  locations  in  the  interior,  and  to  turn  their  means  and  labor  to  the 
cultivation  of  the  soil ;  but  of  these  emigrants  those  who  have  money 
and  intelligence,  seeing  that  the  most  thriving  of  the  old  residents  are 
those  who  arc  engaged  in  trade  or  mechanical  employments,  oflen  pre- 
fer to  remain  in  town,  to  take  a  lot  in  exchange  for  a  piece  of  land  ill 
the  country,  and  turn  their  capital  and  attention  toward  a  kind  of  busi- 
ness which  offers  greater  inducements  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view, 
and  moreover  exempts  them  from  physical  toil  and  exposure  to  the 
elements.  Again,  it  being  a  leading  trait  in  the  negro  character  to  be 
gregarious,  and,  therefore,  unwilling  as  they  are  to  live  isolated  and  in 
remote  and  scattered  settlements,  nothing  but  a  compulsory  piocess, 
such  as  I  am  told  exists  at  Cape  Palmas,  will  direct  the  current  of 
emigration  into  the  interior  and  to  the  agricultural  districts.  We  know 
that  the  free  people  of  color  in  the  United  States  almost  universally 
collect  in  towns  and  cities,  and  that  on  our  Southern  plantations  the 
slaves  live  in  small  but  compact  communities,  and  work  in  company ; 
so  that  when  the  emigrants  arrive  to  settle  in  their  new  homes,  accus- 
tomed as  they  have  been  to  these  gregarious  habits,  it  is  not  at  all  sur- 
prising if  they  are  loth  to  pass  by  a  place  where  they  can  enjoy  society 
and  the  conveniences  of  a  civilized  settlement,  and  devote  themselves 
to  toil  and  labor  in  a  thinl]^peopled  country,  where  their  previous 
tastes,  habits  and  inclinations  cannot  be  gratified.  To  obviate  there- 
fore this  inconvenience,  and  to  distribute  the  population  in  due  propor- 
tions over  the  territory  intended  for  cultivation  and  settlement,  tiie 
government  should  insist  that  the  new-comers  shall  take  and  cultivate 
the  tracts  assigned  them ;  for  if  the  right  of  selection  and  choice  bo 
indiscriminat^y  allowed  them,  the  large  majority  will  be  unwilling  to 
do  such  violence  to  their  natures,  and  the  community  will  be  overrun 
with  merchants,  doctors,  parsons,  lawyers,  etc. ;  occupations  that  re- 
quire less  bodily  exertion  and  fotigue,  and  which  may  seem  to  aspirants 


1850.]  Leaves  from  an  African  Journal,  107 

stepping-stones  and  recommendations  to  the  honors  and  profits  of  the 
republic.  By  a  strict  and  impartial  application  of  this  policy  the  pro- 
portion between  consumers  and  producers  will  be  preserved,  and  a 
jQgt  and  salutary  balance  of  power  and  interests  attained  and  estab- 
lished. 

Hence,  if  I  am  rightly  informed  of  the  fact  just  stated,  the  settlers 
who  devote  themselves  to  agricultural  pursuits  are  not  generally  pos- 
sessed of  the  intelligence  or  pecuniary  resources  necessary  for  a  suc- 
cessful cultivation  of  the  soil,  and  consequently  must  content  themselves, 
for  some  time  at  least,  vnth  merely  producing  enough  to  supply  their 
own  immediate  and  most  urgent  wants.  It  is  but  right,  however,  to 
^ve  them  time  and  a  &ir  chance  to  prove  themselves  other  than  mere 
consumers  of  the  little  they  manage  to  produce.  Very  probably,  when 
the  channels  of  trade  shall  have  been  appropriated  and  exhausted  by 
the  few  who  have  got  the  start,  and  are  in  quiet  possession  of  the  har- 
vest, the  farming  and  planting  interests  may  be  guided  into  the  way  of 
progress  and  popularity,  and  in  due  course  of  time,  and  by  dint  of 
perseverance,  supplies  produced,  steady,  abundant,  and  good  enough 
to  warrant  exportation  and  secure  a  profitable  market.  But  when  we 
know  that  few  or  no  horses  or  cattle  are  indigenous  to  the  neighbor- 
hood, there  being  but  one  or  two  of  the  former  in  Monrovia,  and  those 
poor  and  languishing,  and  the  latter  brought  from  the  interior  by  the 
natives,  we  are  forced  to  confess  an  apprehension  that  unless  a  way 
and  the  means  be  found  and  applied  of  stocking  the  country  with  both, 
the  agriculture  of  the  colony  must  either  be  at  a  stand-still  or  take  the 
backward  track.  Beside,  there  are  no  wind  or  water-mills  in  the  set- 
tlementy  it  being  found  cheaper,  it  is  said,  to  employ  hand-labor,  the 
natives  working  for  very  low  wages,  and  glad  to  get  occupation  on  any 
conditions.  So  that,  while  manual  labor  is  so  easily  procured  and  so 
economical,  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  Liberians  will  employ 
mechanical  or  artificial  aid,  or  go  to  work  themselves ;  and  therefore 
will  their  progress  and  success  in  those  respects  be  slight  or  next  to 
nothing. 

Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention,  and  in  their  case  vnl\  it  hold 
good,  that  the  absence  of  stimulant  and  pressure,  the  more  available, 
less  costly,  and  easier  method  of  calling  native  labor  into  requisition, 
win  either  preclude  or  keep  back  the  introduction,  or  at  least  improve- 
ments and  ffeneral  use,  of  those  artificial  aids  and  ameliorations  to  which 
industry,  the  arts,  agriculture  and  mechanics  owe  their  existence  and 
prosperity  in  other  civilized  nations.  It  is  but  natural,  and  what  might 
oe  expected,  that  persons  recently  emerged  from  bondage,  having,  for 
the  most  part,  past  half  of  the  usual  lengdi  of  man's  existence  in  a  state 
of  dependence  and  subjection,  which  precluded  the  exercise  of  the 
ftculties  of  prudence  and  forethought,  should  find  their  new  position 
one  of  trial  and  difiiculty.  So  that  if  when  thrown  upon  their  ovm  resour- 
ces, and  destined  to  *  make  their  bread  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows,'  it  is  not 
at  an  surprising  that  many  of  them  should  be '  found  wanting,'  and  devoid 
of  that  energy,  self-reliance  and  intelligence  so  necessary  to  progress 
and  success.  Whether  new  wants,  the  necessity  of  exertion,  and  the 
prospect  of  securing  for  themselves  and  their  descendants  the  rewards 
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of  industry  and  independence,  will  stimulate  them  to  activity  and  per- 
severance, a  longer  tune  than  the  twenty-seven  years  of  the  existence 
of  the  colony  is  needed.  Therefore  we  should  not  be  too  impatient,  hat 
hope  for  the  best,  while  preparing  our  minds  for  a  more  distant  and 
less  flattering  result  than  enthusiastic  friends  may  anticipate  and  desire. 

To  afford  well-founded  promises  and  hopes  of  future  progress  and 
usefulness,  the  rulers  of  the  new  republic  should,  in  my  opinion,  so 
shape  their  measures  and  apply  their  means  and  resources  as  to  eHcit 
from  the  cultivation  of  the  soil  sufficient,  at  least,  to  nourish  and  sap- 
port  the  people,  without  depending,  as  is  now  the  case,  for  flour,  cofl^, 
bacon,  etc.,  upon  foreign  countries.  The  soil,  climate,  cheapness  of 
labor,  and  number  of  agriculturists,  warrant  the  belief  that  tnis  inde- 
pendence of  foreign  supplies  can  be  effected  in  a  reasonable  time,  and 
by  reasonable  exertion.  And  in  thus  fostering  the  farming  interests, 
and  encouraging  and  providing  for  domestic  manufactures,  as  fSu'  as 
circumstances  will  permit,  the  commercial  and  trading  branches  need 
not  be  neglected  or  overlooked.  Of  course  much  of  &e  public  favor 
and  attention  is  and  will  be  given  to  these  important  branches  of  na- 
tional wealth  and  power ;  but  in  doing  this,  care  must  be  taken  so  to 
balance  the  exports  and  imports  as  not  to  allow  foreign  traders  to  drain 
the  commimity  of  money,  and  to  keep  them  dependent  upon  their  sup- 
plies for  support.  By  consuming  less  of  the  luxuries  of  other  countries, 
and  depenomg  more  upon  rice,  corn-meal,  cassada,  sweet  potatoes,  and 
the  other  numerous  artificial  and  natural  productions  of  the  soil,  which 
are  generally  delightful  and  healthy  fooa ;  by  introducing  horses  and 
mules  for  agricultural  and  other  purposes,  which  by  proper  food  and 
care  might  be  kept  alive  and  thriving ;  by  turning  uieir  serious  and 
persevering  attention  to  the  raising  and  improvement  of  sheep,  swine, 
cattle,  and  other  live  stock ;  and  still  farther,  by  adopting  and  carrying 
into  execution  some  efficient  plan  for  establishing  and  improving  dieir 
internal  communications  and  means  of  transportation  by  land  and  water, 
these  people  may  ultimately  succeed  in  securing  for  themselves  and 
their  children  that  blessing  of  real  independence  which,  so  lone  as  they 
do  not  produce  sufficient  for  their  own  consumption,  and  must  uierefore 
rely  upon  others  to  furnish  to  them,  they  can  neither  anticipate  nor 
deserve. 

The  political  existence  which  they  have  just  begun,  and  the  new 
duties,  wants,  responsibilities  and  interests  which  must  erow  out  of 
so  interesting  a  movement,  will  require  all  the  attention,  skill  and  devo- 
tion of  those  in  whom  the  Republic  of  Liberia  confides  for  weal  or  wa 
For  one,  I  trust  they  will  not  be  found  wanting,  and  that  the  highest 
wishes  and  hopes  of  their  best  friends  may  be  rally  realized. 


ANTI.    SABBATH. 

Shibwd  men,  In  sooth,  Ihese  new  refbmMn  ire! 
Eaeh  week-day  Is  a  SabbaUi,  they  declare: 
A  christiaa  theoiyl  the  nnehristlaii  flwt  is, 
Eadi  Sabbath  Is  a  week-day  In  their  pneliee! 


1850.]  The  Wood-Duck.  109 


THE       WOOD-DUCK. 


'  Now  ■tealinff  throaRh  Its  tliiclcets  deep. 

In  which  toe  wood-dack  hides. 
Now  picturing  in  its  basin  slsep. 
Its  green  pool-hollowed  sides. '  Stkscv. 


Fab  from  Ocean,  ever  flecking 
His  broad  shelly  beach  with  foam^ 

Near  nntroabled  inland  waters 
Finds  the  shy  wood-duck  a  home. 

Oyer  seas  with  gull  and  petrel 
Should  he  strive  the  storm  to  dare, 

Eoarinff  surf  and  bursting  billow 

Landward  would  the  wanderer  scare. 

Where  the  forest  veils  in  shadow 
Marshy  beds  of  creeping  streams, 

Or  on  lilied  pools  the  sunlight 
Falls  with  interrupted  b^uns : 

Through  tall  flag,  and  reeds  that  tremble 
In  his  wake,  3ie  creature  swims, 

Or  above  the  sluggish  current 
Sits  on  overhanging  limbs. 

Strolling  by  the  grassy  margin, 
Oft  lutve  I  the  wood-duck  seen. 

Colors  playing  on  its  plumage 
Of  the  richest  gold  and  green : 

And  my  gun  into  the  hollow 
Of  my  arm  have  thrown,  and  stoo^ 

Gaang  on  the  lovely  vision 
Under  cover  of  the  wood. 

Bronze  and  violet  reflections 
Flashed  above  its  tameless  eye. 

And  the  crown  it  wore  was  royal. 
Of  the  deepest  Tyrian  dye. 

When  the  timid  bird  espying. 
With  her  nimble  brood,  I  uiink 

Of  old  tribes  that  sought  yon  river. 
From  its  sparkling  wave  to  drink. 

Voices  of  the  past  are  waking 

Echoes  in  the  solemn  grove, 
And  again  their  cabins  cluster 

On  2ie  banks  of  pond  and  cove : 

For  the  wood-duck  furnished  feathers 
When  a  forest  king  was  crowned, 

And  another  race  were  rulers 
Of  the  pleasant  scene  around. 
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From  his  orest  and  glittering  pinicms, 

For  the  maid  of  dove-like  glanoe, 
Furnished  plumes  that,  mid  her  tresses, 

Fluttered  in  the  festal  danoe : 

And  a  gorgeous  skin,  with  cunning 

From  the  head  and  neck  was  peeled, 
That  adorned  the  pipe  of  councU, 

And  its  cany  stem  concealed. 

In  the  hollow  trunks  of  ruin 

Builds  the  smnmcr  duck  a  nest, 
Though  a  fiivorite  of  Nature, 

In  her  brightest  colors  dressed  : 

And  not  strange  to  me  it  seemeth 

That  a  bird  so  ricUy  clad. 
Should  delight  in  breeding-places 

That  awf^Lc  reflection  sad : 

For  a  lasting  law  the  sunshine 

Unto  darkness  hath  allied, 
And  Decay  is  ever  claiming 

Beauty  as  his  chosen  bride.  w.  eg.  Hoaii  bk. 


NEW     ENGLAND.* 

The  remarks  we  propose  to  offer  in  this  paper  will  have  reference 
chiefly  to  the  characteristics  of  the  descendants  of  the  Pilgrims,  and 
their  action  on  social  life. 

That  unconquerable  zeal  and  enthusiasm  which  entered  so  largely 
into  the  character  of  the  first  settlers,  and  which  animated  their  lone- 
ings  for  civil  and  religious  freedom,  prepared  the  foundation  on  whioi 
has  arisen  that  marvellous  creation,  die  New  England  of  to-day. 

Although  begun  in  weakness,  it  was  raised  in  power,  and  its  super- 
structure, which  Time  is  continually  enlarging  and  perfecting,  has  now 
attained  to  the  simplicity  of  strength ;  and  so  long  as  its  great  central 
column  of  Truth  and  Justice  shall  remain  erect,  no  human  power  is 
likely  to  undermine  or  overthrow  it 

The  historic  annals  of  the  christian  world  may  be  sought  in  vain  for 
a  richer  chapter  of  events,  for  a  series  of  higher  or  more  devoted  daring, 
for  results  more  ennobling,  or  of  means  more  wisely  exerted,  for  a 
high  and  noble  purpose.  Encompassed  with  difficulties  as  imminent  as 
crusader  ever  met,  the  first  settlers  were  compelled  to  think.  To  live 
and  not  die,  was  a  great  motive.  Thought  and  action  were  thus  early 
married,  and  the  union  has  become  closer  by  age.  Continuous  labor 
did  effect  for  the  physical,  what  an  unfaltering  trust  in  a  good  Proti- 

I  - ■  — ■     —  ^^m~^^^    *»-  I      ■  —  T 
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DENCE  did  for  the  spiritual ;  and  at  that  momentous  period  they  buckled 
on  the  industrial  armor,  which  to-day  is  as  bright  as  ever. 

They  avowed  principles  which  tibey  defended  with  an  unwavering 
faith,  and  to  avenge  what  they  deemed  the  insults  of  monarchical 
power  and  intolerance,  they  sought  this  remote  and  forbidding  wilder- 
ness, confronting  imimagined  dangers,  and  submitting  with  comparative 
serenity  to  the  martyr's  death,  that  they  might  construct,  in  their  own 
way,  a  tabernacle  for  their  harassed  consciences.  Difficulties  only 
nerved  their  arm,  and  with  the  sword  of  the  spirit  they  turned  away 
the  edge  of  the  tomahawk  and  scalping-knife ;  and  while  their  bosoms 
were  heaving  with  the  freshness  and  fulness  of  the  Church's  life,  it  was 
not  long  betore  their  adventurous  footsteps  resotmded  throughout  the 
mother-land,  and  were  *  answered  with  a  deep  QoD-speed  to  die  giants 
gone  on  pilgrimage.' 

If  we  would  compare  the  aspect  of  that  region  which  was  their 
cradle  with  that  whi<m  is  now  the  home  of  their  descendants,  the  con- 
trast would  astonish  as  much  as  that  of  tropical  and  polar  vegetation. 
Wander  where  we  may  in  the  melodious  summer  months,  and  the 
rapturous  delight  that  steals  over  the  senses  prodigally  attests  a  power, 
which,  by  interrogating  aright  the  God  of  Nature  and  Duty,  has  moulded 
into  forms  the  most  engaging,  and  to  uses  the  most  beneficent,  what 
was  once  unseemly^  unmutful  and  sad. 

As  one  cycle  oi  time  has  succeeded  another,  the  inheritors  of  the 
Puritan  blood  have  filled  them  with  action  and  identified  them  with 
progress.  That  which  the  discontents  of  the  old  world  are  now  haz- 
arding their  lives  to  secure  is  in  the  possession  of  every  New  Eng- 
lander ;  viz.,  substantial  existence ;  and  toward  which  the  eye  of  hope 
is  turned  from  many  a  sufiering,  deepondingrealm. 

In  taking  even  a  cursory  view  of  New  England  societv,  we  natu- 
rally recur  to  modes  of  thought,  motive  and  action,  by  which  all  com- 
munities are  more  or  less  distinguished.  We  think  it  will  be  admitted 
that  the  requirements  of  the  age  have  been  more  eminently  met  here 
than  in  any  other  portion  of  the  republic ;  for  every  year  almost,  for 
the  last  hidf  century,  has  consdtutea  an  era  in  advancement ;  and  we 
apprehend  that  on  no  spot  of  e^rth  of  similar  extent  con  be  found  so 
much  of  available  hwmanityf  or  in  other  words,  capital  applicable  in 
the  widest  sense  to  whatever  tends  to  the  embelli^ment  of  personal 
existence  or  the  increase  and  maintenance  of  public  virtue  and  credit. 
One  of  the  most  striking  features  of  this  people  is  the  well-being 
and  well-doing  that  prevail  every  where,  and  which  is  the  legitimate 
ofl&pring  of  character.  Private  character  is  the  commanding,  control- 
ling power,  in  all  communities,  for  by  the  ordination  of  nature  man 
must  chiefly  act  in  it.  It  is  the  secondary  atmosphere  of  earth,  and  ac- 
cording to  Its  purity,  so  is  the  public  health  weak  or  strong.  Religious 
austerity,  untiring  energy  ana  tmquenchable  enthusiasm,  were  the  ele- 
ments in  which  die  Puritan  fathers  lived  and  died,  and  never  was  an 
inheritance  transmitted  so  charged  with  lifo.  It  is  exceedingly  doubtfiil 
whether  under  any  other  auspices  a  community  could  have  been  so 
formed  at  alL 

The  engrafting  of  more  liberal  views  on  the  old  stock  has  produced 
VOL.  zzzv.  8 
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happy  results  without  doubt ;  but  go  where  you  may,  mingle  with  one 
rehgious  sect  or  all,  interrogate  the  professional  man,  consult  the  mer- 
chant, question  the  artiscm,  and  you  cannot  fail  to  remark  veins  of  thought, 
modes  of  expression,  personal  traits,  rigidity  of  feature,  evidences  strong 
as  Holy  Wnt  that  the  ancestors  of  this  people  were  rocked  in  the '  May- 
Flower.' 

Enter  their  domiciles,  and  we  shall  find  them  nurseries,  not  only  of 
children  but  of  men  and  women,  where  the  work  of  life  is  unceasingly 
prosecuted  without  distinction  of  age,  and  each  inmate  endeavoring  to 
be  faithful  to  a  motto,  which  seems  to  be  inscribed  on  every  rafter  of 
the  dwelling :  *  Candidates  for  improvement.' 

They  have  little  regard  for  mere  form,  nor  much  for  outward  seem- 
ine,  but  a  strong  invincible  faith  in  the  necessity  of  complying  with  re- 
quisitions that  promise  for  the  future  an  accession  of  coimort  and  well 
being  over  the  past. 

Resemblances  in  modes  of  living  are  discernible  among  the  opulent 
every  where,  but  the  good  sense  that  recoils  from  an  ostentatious  display 
of  wealth  is  quite  apparent  here ;  they  have  a  care  for  minute  arrange- 
ments and  comforts,  but  little  for  mere  ornament ;  if  a  taste  for  deco- 
ration is  indulged,  it  usually  results  in  appropriating  something  fixnn 
the  studios  of  Power,  Greenough  or  Crawford,  thereby  ingeniously  ex- 
pressing the  twin  motive-power  of  mind  and  means. 

The  paternal  character  is  here  peculiarly  marked.  Children  do  not 
seem  to  be  reared  for  the  mere  embellishment  of  home ;  to  be  the  re- 
cipients of  parental  flattery  and  indulgence ;  to  loll  upon  so&s  and  otto- 
mans, with  the  last  novel  in  their  hands,  and  imbibing  their  seductive 
philosophy.  No  ;  they  are  trained  to  severer  occupations ;  the  great 
truth  that  they  are  to  take  care  of  themselves  distils  upon  them  m>m 
the  roof-^ee  as  regularly  and  silently  as  the  dew  upon  the  grass,  and 
there  is  no  escaping  its  influence.  It  nerves  the  arm  and  prepares  the 
heart  for  battling  successfully  with  the  conflicting  elements  of  life ;  and 
when  Old  Age  places  his  leaden  band  upon  them,  they  can  point  to,  and 
talk  of,  the  ships  they  have  built,  the  voyages  they  have  prosecuted,  the 
acres  they  have  reclaimed  and  enriched,  and  the  manly  inheritors  that 
will  soon  succeed  to  names  untainted  and  possessions  unembarrassed. 

The  influence  of  woman  is  here  marked  with  the  distinctness  of  a 
sun-beam.  Almost  every  house  contains  that  most  respectable  charac- 
ter and  overseer,  the  maiden  lady,  and  old  maid  —  sometimes  two  or 
three.  More  faultless,  exacting  specimens  of  humanity  the  world  does 
not  furnish.  They  are  emphatically  the  '  cordon  sanitaire'  of  eveiy 
town  and  village ;  the  supervisory  care  and  attention  exercised  by  themu 
can  only  be  measured  by  the  length  of  the  day,  month  and  year ;  and 
if  by  any  chance  they  should  suddenly  disappear,  anarchy  and  coiifii- 
sion  might  descend  on  the  homestead  die  next  day.  Their  oneness  of 
life  m^es  them  less  indulgent  to  the  failings  of  others^  and  nurses  a 
boldness  of  thought  and  action  somewhat  allied  to  dictatorship. 

No  house  will  capitulate  where  one  of  these  astute  personages  keeps 
sentry,  neither  wiU  they  be  much  frequented  by  fashionable  bores, 
who  drop  in,  in  some  places,  about  dinner-time.  They  are  the  veritable 
interpreters  of  the  ola  motto,  'cut  honoi  and  will  defend  it  to  the  very 
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death ;  in  &ct  diey  are  so  provokindy  thoughtful  and  just,  watchful 
and  true,  that  it  is  impossible  to  do  (with  them  or)  without  them.  When 
one  of  their  fraternity  happens  to  adopt  the  hymenial  rail-way,  so  dan- 
gerous in  their  eyes,  then  there  is  a  formidable  bristling  of  feminine 
equipment,  and  the  belligerent  aspect  they  assume  is  truly  imposing. 
Qae  mi^t  &ncy  that  a  dozen  '  Boadiceas'  were  preparing  for  the  field 
to  recover  the  lost  one  ! 

Those  attractive  charms  that  pervade  more  or  less  the  New-England 
town  and  village  have  been  created  and  are  still  preserved  by  a  high 
standard  of  morals  and  a  judicious  industry.  The  climate,  though  per- 
haps not  imfavorable  to  longevity,  is  proverbially  denounced  as  un- 
friendly to  personal  enjoyment  or  high  health ;  those  delicious  elements 
that  mix  with  and  characterize  the  climate  of  some  portions  of  the  re- 
public, inviting  an  unhealthy  repose  and  producing  lassitude  both  of 
body  and  mind,  do  not  prevail  here ;  if  they  did,  we  should  probably 
see  less  muscle  and  less  virtue,  more  temptations  and  less  power  of  re- 
sistance. There  is  great  potency  in  a  long  winter.  It  is  essentially  a 
conservator  of  morals,  a  strengthener  of  man's  hand  and  heart ;  and 
when  we  consider  its  friendly  influence  in  promoting  thought  and  re- 
flection, and  its  bearing  on  provident  arrangements  for  the  future,  its 
importance  can  hardly  be  over-estimated.  The  seasons,  by  a  happy 
adjustment,  seem  to  admit  of  no  idle  holidays,  and  custom  has  seasoned 
the  people  to  a  round  of  occupations  from  which  they  are  not  inclined 
to  escape,  and  would  feel  very  awkward  if  they  should. 

What  is  termed  in  some  of  the  States  *  elegant  leisure,'  finds  no  home 
here ;  it  is  not  yet  acclimated.  He  who  should  attempt  what  nobody  un- 
deiBtands,  or  at  present  desires  to  attempt,  would  soon  become  disgusted 
with  his  oneshvp.  The  people  are  not  joyous ;  they  have  not  time,  neither 
is  the  word  in  their  catechism.  Even  the  spirit  of  mirth  has  a  mea- 
sured existence,  whether  challenged  by  the  comic  or  tragic  muse. 
Wherever  there  may  have  been  an  audience  convened,  the  stranger 
who  should  witness  its^  dispersion  would  conclude  that  some  great 
solemnity  had  just  terminated.  The^r  are  eminently  sensitive  to  duty, 
invariably  ma^esting  a  nice  sense  of  its  importance  and  meaning,  and 
not  likely  to  turn,  torture  or  twist  it  into  any  thing  that  it  is  not ;  amuse- 
ments, small-talk,  and  even  courtesies,  give  way  to  its  imperial  sway, 
and  as  diere  is  always  more  to  do  than  can  conveniently  be  done,  they 
are  oontinually  on  the  spring  to  meet  and  answer  the  actual  or  fimcied 
demands  of  duty. 

PoHtics,  which  craze  half  the  inhabitants  of  the  neighboring  States, 
is  not  a  standard  but  incidental  topic ;  they  hate  war  and  love  peace, 
and  one  of  their  chief  desires  is  to  be  let  alone,  to  work  out  their  own 
salvation,  firmly  persuaded  that  they  possess  the  necessary  means. 

If  they  falter  or  fall  down,  it  is  only  to  rise  again  like  the  fabled  '  An- 
teus'  to  nresh  struggles  and  new  triumphs.  The  application  of  all  that 
they  know  to  whatever  they  attempt  is  constantly  producing  important 
results,  and  from  these  results  they  take  fresh  courage,  stimulating  them 
to  higher  effort,  and  pausing  only  when  the  end  is  accomplished.  There 
are  innumerable  objects  to  call  forth  and  animate  human  energy,  but 
to  embrace  the  worthiest  and  best  is  the  part  of  wisdom ;  and  we  ap- 
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prehend  that  if  an  inventory  of  her  deeds,  revolutionary,  ibrensicy  lite- 
rary, commercial  and  manuftu^turing,  could  be  presented  to  those  who 
like  her  least,  it  would  not  lessen  their  admiration  of  the  energy  and 
forecast  which  has  developed  her  resources,  and  the  robust  virtue  that 
has  watched  over  and  perpetuated  them ;  nor  can  it  be  denied  that  in 
almost  every  element  entering  into  the  formation  of  our  laws  or  na- 
tional character,  her  aiding  and  forming  hand  has  been  signally  coniBpi- 
cuous. 

Look  at  the  massive  structures  of  granite  that  impart  to  her  capital 
such  an  air  of  solidity ;  her  lines  of  rsal-road  pointing  in  every  direedcm 
over  marsh,  meadow,  dell  and  mountain ;  survey  herwharves,  ware- 
houses and  ships ;  inspect  her  churches  and  charitable  institutions ;  visit 
her  public  schools,  quench  your  thirst  at  the  Cochituate  fountain,  and 
then  pronounce  on  her  head  and  heart. 

If  a  long  voyage  is  to  be  prosecuted  from  a  neighboring  city,  her 
merchants  are  very  likely  to  be  consulted  as  oracles  for  a  plan  or  proba- 
ble result;  if  the  statistics  of  any  industrial  or  liberal  pursuit  are  wanted, 
she  is  sure  to  be  interrogated,  and  not  in  vain ;  if  the  constitution  is  at- 
tacked, she  furnishes  the  ablest  defender ;  if  a  scientific  institution  is  to 
be  dedicated  a  thousand  miles  off,  some  one  of  her  accomplished  sons 
is  most  likely  invited  to  give  emphasis  to  the  occasion ;  if  legal  doubts 
arise,  requiring  solution,  she  points  to  a  pile  of  judicial  text-books,  the 

Sroduct  of  her  own  talent  or  industry ;  if  an  orator  is  required  at  a 
ay's  notice,  himdreds  can  appear,  Uke  so  many  minute  men,  fhlly 
equipped,  and  disgracing  neither  themselves  nor  the  occasion ;  as  if  an- 
ticle  is  wanted,  illustrative  of  any  contested  point  in  history  or  litera- 
ture or  an  essay  to  embellish  the  pages  of  a  review,  pens  fly  to  pspcr 
with  the  fleetness  of  arrows,-piercing  the  subject  through  ana  through, 
making  lun^iinous  what  was  dark  and  demonstrating  what  was  obscure : 
if  a  new  comet  is  to  be  discovered,  her  island  neighbors  are  invited  to 
the  track,  and  are  sure  to  get  hold  of  the  tail  first ;  and  perhaps  it  la 
not  too  much  to  assert  that  almost  all  great  enterprises,  originate  where 
they  may,  drag  slowly  along  unless  New  England  puts  her  big  shoulder 
to  the  wheeL  There  are  but  few  instances  in  this  community  where 
wealth  has  mastered  its  possessors :  it  is  generally  made  subservient  to 
the  expansion  of  high  and  useful  principles,  essentially  contributing  to 
that  aspect  which  she  now  presents  of  a  positive  commanding  power. 

The  crowning  cause  of  all  this  is  the  intimate  connexion  that  existB 
between  intelligence  and  labor;  and  no  one  who  has  passed  much  time 
among  them,  or  who  is  acquainted  with  their  history,  can  fail  to  reoog* 
nise  uis  alliance,  more  potent  by  far  than  any  which  kings,  backed  by 
a  Mettemich  or  Nesselrode,  ever  projected. 

It  is  a  very  easy  thing  to  censure  and  find  fault,  and  we  can  imagine 
that  casual  observers,  as  well  as  the  polished  and  charitable  investigator, 
may,  with  just  severity,  remark  on  certain  manners,  ctistoms,  etc.,  that 
coi&ct  wim  standards  elsewhere  existing,  but  it  only  proves  that  die 
New  Enfflanders  are  swayed  by  an  inheritance  unlike  any  other  diat 
modem  tunes  has  transmitted,  and  from  which  they  can  only  be  aUena- 
ted  by  the  changes  of  time. 

A  visitor,  especially  from  the  Southern  States,  would  remark  that 
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the  asperities  mingle  too  largely  with  the  amenities  of  life ;  that  suavity 
of  manner  was  neglected  for  the  cultivation  of  mind ;  and  that  personal 
intercouiBe  was  more  deficient  in  grace  than  strength ;  that,  to  a  greater 
extent  than  is  generally  agreeable,  he  is  compelled  to  be  his  own  ser- 
vant, the  employed  and  employer  equally  unaerstanding  the  meaning 
of  that  most  deceptive  New  En^and  word, '  help,'  and  the  fi)rmer  never 
transcending  what  the  dictionary  affirms  it  to  be ! 

The  amount  of  hdp  in  most  families  is  usually  disproportioned  to 
their  actual  wants,  and  consequently  for  nine  months  of  the  year  the 
available  members  are  tasked  to  their  utmost  in  fulfilling  the  calls  of 
duty.  By  this  economical  process,  which  is  in  general  operation,  the 
agregate  saving  is  immense ;  and  this  is  quite  independent  of  that  great 
morsd  influence  which  her  industrial  training  exerts  on  the  most  remote 
communities  where  more  or  less  of  her  <^dren  have  established  a 
residence  and  home.  We  are  inclined  to  believe  that  the  annual  saving 
resulting  from  the  New  England  habit  of  dispensing  with  <  help,'  which 
would  not  be  deemed  superfluous  elsewhere  in  the  States,  dedSrays  the 
educadcmal  expenses  of  <me  child  in  almost  every  family. 

In  winter,  when  there  is  little  labor  required, '  our  man'  goes  to 
school  £)r  three  months,  and  does  the  '  chorei  for  his  board  and  lodg- 
ing ;  and  unless  some  great  emergency  occurs,  the  family  would  as  soon 
conmiit  a  larceny  as  to  interrupt  his  communion  with  the  school-master ; 
sooner  starve  themselves  than  stint  his  intellect  So  nicely  do  they  cal- 
culate, that  hardly  any  combination  of  circumstances  can  block  up  the 
wheels  of  progress.  We  might  say  much  in  commendation  of  the  ad- 
mirable educational  system  in  operation  here.  So  long  as  it  is  enforced, 
so  long  we  apprehend  will  their  public  and  social  character  be  identified 
with  good  sense,  good  morals,  and  a  positive  regard  for  whatever  tends 
to  the  advancement  of  our  species.  Children  of  the  present  generation 
not  only  look  through  microscopes  but  telescopes ;  an  exercise  which 
sometimes  serves  only  to  enlarge  their  visionary  pride.  It  is  shrewdly 
suspected,  that  if  the  means  of  learning  were  less  copiously  strewed  in 
their  path,  they  would  tread  down  less,  and  pick  up  more  of  it  A  su- 
perabundance of  help  often  retards,  if  it  does  not  defeat,  the  most  be- 
neficent projects.  A  wise  adjustment  and  application  of  means  to  the 
perfecting  df  a  system  of  education  is  a  task  of  verv  difficult  accom- 
plishment, even  by  the  soundest  heads  and  most  considerate  hearts. 

The  New  England  matrons  and  maiden  ladies  are  so  excessively 
capable,  smart  and  exacting,  that  help  are,  for  the  most  part,  kept  in 
that  state  which  navigators  term  the  <  doldrums.'  Their  activity  is,  we 
believe,  a  something  quite  apart  from  anything  ever  intended  by  Na- 
ture ;  but  when  we  view  ana  estimate  their  achievements,  we  are  more 
confounded  than  provoked,  and  almost  constrained  to  express  an  un- 
qualified admiration.  Impartial  observers  from  the  Middle  or  Southern 
States  would  ascribe  to  them  an  almost  entire  want  of  tact  in  the  man- 
agement of  subordinates ;  they  would  discover  in  the  latter  a  real  or 
apparent  disregard  of  whatever  might  tend  to  increase  the  comfort  of 
the  household,  and  especially  of  the  mistress,  and  that  they  anticipate 
nothing  connected  with  the  family  except  meals.  This  is  a  domestic 
characteristic,  and  we  can  only  accoimt  for  its  existence  in  the  ambition 
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of  the  mistresses  to  be  in  reality  at  the  head  qfaffairst  the  prime  movers 
and  prominent  actors.  To  avoid  personal  supervision  over  the  minor 
concerns  of  the  domicile  would  be  deemed  by  them  a  weakening  of 
their  power,  sanctioning  a  pernicious  example,  and  conducing  to  the 
establishment  of  unthrifty  principles. 

We  can  recall  to  our  mind  scores  of  matrons  whose  ambition  and 
fleetness  remind  us  of  nothing  less  exciting  than  a  race-course ;  but 
with  this  great  distinction,  that  while  the  coursers  tire  and  withdraw, 
they  do  not. 

They  would  outrun  *  Time  in  the  primer*  if  they  could  by  any  chance 

fet  the  start !  If  there  is  not  remarked  in  every  house  a  little  more  to 
o  than  can  conveniently  be  done,  it  may  be  taken  for  granted  that 
New  England  people  do  not  live  there ;  and  although  the  '  intelligence 
offices'  swarm  with  *  help,'  it  will  generally  be  found  that  there  is  one 
too  few  in  every  family.  This  is  a  characteristic  resulting  from  the  a^ 
finity  which  has  so  long  been  established  between  industry  and  morality, 
the  length  of  the  purse  having  very  little  to  do  with  it. 

No  wonder  that  the  stranger  sees  here  such  an  affluent  display  of 
and  desire  for  labor ;  he  may  remark  it  under  circumstances  where  the 
tiller  of  the  soil  lives  and  dies  on  a  spot  the  most  uniriendly  to  real  thrift, 
because  it  is  New-England ;  and  from  a  similar  motive  hundreds  of 
families,  possessing  incomes  that  would  insure  almost  a  sumptuous  mode 
of  living  elsewhere,  prefer  to  spend  their  lives  here,  though  they  are 
subjected  to  no  little  wear  and  tear  of  mind  and  body  in  making  tlie 
two  ends  meet,  and  keeping  the  old  fire  of  association  bright  and  goin^. 
Social  intimacies  among  blood-relations  beyond  '  first-cousinship'  are 
almost  exclusively  governed  by  outward  condition ;  the  wealthy  here, 
as  elsewhere  under  similar  circumstances,  extending  no  cordial  hand 
to  such  of  their  blood  as  do  not  or  cannot  make  it  mount  To  deter- 
mine how  far  it  is  «a^  to  acknowledge  and  countenance  cousinship  and 
keep  it  within  conservative  limits  is  an  employment  much  more  com- 
mon than  agreeable. 

We  have  heard  it  intimated  by  those  who  ought  to  know,  that  the 
poet's  remark,  '  Greetings  where  no  kindness  is'  finds  a  wider  applica- 
tion in  New  England  than  out  of  it.  It  is  quite  true  that  they  are  guutlesa 
of  hasty  friendships ;  neither  does  their  confidence  in  persons  or  things 
change  with  the  wind :  where  the  hand  is  extended  and  opened  at  the 
bidding  of  the  head,  a  large  amount  of  caution  is  necessarily  developed 
and  exercised. 

That  imslumbering  suspicion,  which  attached  of  necessity  to  the  con- 
dition of  the  early  settlers  is  seemingly  yet  alive,  but  exhibiting  dimin- 
ished strength  and  wearing  a  softer  form. 

The  pride  of  soil  exists  no  where  in  greater  potency  and  strength, 
and  it  can  no  more  be  separated  from  their  daily  contemplation  man 
man  and  wife.  Although  they  regard  the  Sabbadi  as  a  day  of  rest  and 
reflection,  it  may  almost  be  doubted  if  it  ever  brings  an  entire  compo- 
sure of  both  body  and  mind ;  the  idea  of  occupation  so  environs  them, 
like  an  atmosphere,  that  they  rarely  look  with  longing  eyes  to  any  con- 
dition offering  repose ;  they  cannot  gracefully  submit  to  see  the  stream 
of  active  employment  dammed,  and  no  wheels  turning. 
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Conyersation  cannot  be  successfully  conducted  by  the  gentler  sex 
with  hands  unemployed;  the  members  must  do  busmess  together; 
some  advantage  must  be  seen  in  the  perspective  alvxiys.  No  people 
under  the  sun  are  less  beholden  to  others  or  can  endure  so  long  and 
to  equal  advantage  their  own  society. 

If  social  or  formal  demands  on  their  time  arise,  they  avail  of  a  period 
to  meet  them  when  the  least  loss  will  accrue  to  the  homestead  from 
tiieir  absence.  They  cannot  be  weaned  or  tempted  from  employment 
even  in  the  presence  of  the  sick  and  the  dying,  always  having  tasks  ap« 
propriate ;  to  be  out  of  work  would  mean  to  be  out  of  their  head ;  no 
where  do  the  sick  find  more  vigilance  or  devotion  or  see  so  much  work 
going  on. 

If  a  son  is  stupid  or  lazy,  he  is  most  generally  urged  into  a  voyage 
to  Canton  or  Calcutta,  where  he  may  witness  the  routine  of  life  imder 
d^rent  aspects,  and  have  his  faculties  jogged  into  something  like  ac- 
tivity ;  he  cannot  easily  escape  from  assuming  some  sort  of  responsibility, 
that  may  prepare  him  for  man-ship. 

The  mere  gratification  of  the  eye  is  here  a  very  secondary  conside- 
ration, unless  connected  with  some  positively  useful  or  inventive  design : 
he  who  should  have  the  boldness  to  collect  a  gallery  of  paintings,  al- 
though childless,  would  feel  the  finger  of  society  in  his  eye  at  every 
turn.  The  farmer  would  say,  *  Why  do  n*t  you  lay  your  money  out  in 
reclaiming  poor  soils,  and  growing  com  and  cattle?'  the  merchant, 
'Why  don't  you  take  an  adventure  in  a  voyage  to  the  East  or  West 
Indies!'  the  professional  man  would  say,  *  That's  a  fine  gaUery  of 
yours ;  how  will  your  heirs  like  it  V 

The  tendency  to  prodigality  and  extravagance  is  slight  even  in  New 
England  cities ;  but  there  is  a  class  in  all  such  places  that,  with  sud- 
denly-acquired means  and  small  range  of  intellect,  estimate  people 
more  by  what  they  carry  on  their  heads  than  in  them ;  and  if  a  profuse 
expenditure  is  indulged  to  gratify  an  outward  show,  it  is  most  likely 
confined  to  the  above-mentioned  class,  and  fortunately  confined  in  its 
range  and  influence.  Their  example,  however  limited,  is  sufficiently 
pernicious,  and  many  a  young  lady  receives  sneers  instead  of  caresses, 
if  she  mingles  in  such  society,  undecked  with  frippery,  but  adorned 
with  sense.  Good  breeding  pervades  the  mass.  The  high-bred  are 
few  and  fiu:  between ;  the  constitution  of  society  being  unfavorable  to 
the  production  of  such  a  class.  Where  a  devotion  to  family  detail  is 
hourly  nurtured  and  deemed  of  the  first  importance,  the  cultivation  of 
those  habits  and  graces  which  might  aid  in  the  formation  of  the  highest 
and  purest  standard  of  manners  must  be  limited  if  not  entirely  ne- 
glected. To  feel  no  restraint  and  perfectly  comfortable  in  the  presence 
of  strangers,  is  not  common  with  them ;  and  however  high  the  screen 
that  they  sometimes  attempt  to  interpose  to  hide  this  deficiency,  the 
practised  eye  can  look  over  it  and  through  it.  It  is  not  deemed  an 
mfrin^ement  of  good  taste  with  some  of  the  wealthy  to  enlarge  on  the 
beauties  of  economy  to  those  whom  they  know  are  compelled  to  prac- 
tise it.  They  regard  it  probably  as  a  ready-made  poultice,  to  be  ap- 
plied in  all  cases  of  wounded  pride  and  bruised  hopes ;  and  the  exer- 
cise of  this  Samaritan  virtue  has  a  very  soothing  effect  on  such  as  do 
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not  discover  in  the  compound  a  large  streak  of  toadyism.  It  is  how* 
ever  much  more  commendable  to  toady  doum  than  up ! 

Public  opinion  seems  to  have  received  no  peculiar  bias  here  from 
any  of  the  differing  religious  creeds,  for  no  sect  appears  to  exercise  a 
controlling  influence  in  secular  affairs.  To  live  in  progress^  no  matter 
how,  is  their  aim  and  their  joy ;  and  he  who  may  mmgle  with  them  finr 
a  twelvemonth,  with  ordinary  powers  of  observation,  will  attest  the  ex- 
traordinary fact  There  are  places  out  of  New  England  where  diis 
characteristic  may  be  remarked,  but  only  here  does  it  sway  an  entire 
community  of  two  millions  of  people. 

In  times  past  we  have  known  of  a  congress  of  nations  convened  to 
deliberate  on  the  general  weal  of  Europe,  and  to  devise  methods  &ft 
the  quickening  of  her  industrial  energies.  If  any  convention  is  needed 
herct  it  would  be  to  relax  the  ardor  of  industry,  not  quicken  it.  Here, 
the  race  is  interrogating  something  more  august  than  a  body  of  allied 
sovereigns !  The  voluntary  movement  of  human  forces  is  more  than  a 
match  for  any  and  all  the  imperial  patronage  that  can  now  be  devised 
or  exerted. 

Suppose  an  individual  should  have  fallen  asleep  twenty  years  ago  at 
Springfield,  and  is  awakened  at  this  point  of  time ;  he  walks  forth  and 
sees  the  earth  strapped  Aovm.  with  iron  bands.  The  entire  produce  of 
a  village  conveyed  en  masse  to  the  commercial  capital  in  a  space  of  two 
hours ;  his  neighbors  interrogating  their  friends  in  New- York  like  two 
canary  birds  m  a  cage ;  bargains  struck  five  hundred  mUes  off,  for  dioa- 
sands,  without  the  direct  agency  of  the  post-office  or  human  voice»  in 
the  space  of  five  or  ten  minutes ;  and  sundry  other  operations  that 
seem  to  him  quite  as  miraculous. 

What  suddenly  restored  vision  or  consciousness  could  survive  thifl 
array  of  wonders  ?  The  mortal  life  of  such  an  adventurer  would  un* 
doubtedly  be  endangered ;  he  might  possibly  appreciate  and  withstand 
such  a  heaven  of  enchantment,  and  he  might  be  struck  dumb  with  as-* 
tonishment  and  die. 

Who  can  measure  the  joint  operation  of  the  rail-road  and  the  electric 
telegraph  over  our  future  ? 

We  have  read  sundry  books  of  history ;  accounts  of  most  remarkable 
voyages  to  most  remarkable  portions  of  our  globe ;  a  great  many  dazzling 
and  astounding  facts  have  come  to  our  eyes  and  ears ;  but  nobody  has  yet 
been  sufficiently  bold  or  successful  as  to  invent  a  fiction  that  could  stuid 
for  a  moment  beside  this  New  England  reality.  The  man  that  has  not 
an  eye  to  the  bettering  of  his  own  condition  by  labor,  or  that  of  the  soil» 
occupies  a  most  uncomfortable  position  here ;  go  where  he  may  within 
the  hmits,  some  busier  bee  is  buzzing  about  him  if  not  stinging  him. 

This  fighting  with  the  soil  and  the  hardships  incident  to  securing  a 
respectable  appearance  and  a  name  in  the  world  has  so  disciplined  this 
people  that  they  are  eminently  entitled  to  the  term  thor(mghrbred  ;  and 
although  there  may  be  some  who  sneer  at  and  would  expel  every 
vestige  of  Puritanism  from  the  body  politic,  yet  for  our  single  self  we 
venerate  too  highly  its  conservative  power  to  witness  unmoved  the  de* 
partore  of  a  tithe  of  the  precious  leaven ;  and  we  can  only  contemplate 
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with  the  deepest  regret  any  future,  when  extraneous  influences  may 
become  so  resisdess  as  to  obliterate  a  characteristic  so  majestic  and 
commanding.  ^ 

The  great  miracle  of  1620  is  still  mightily  working.  The  rod  of  the 
Puritan  enchanter  is  still  unbroken.  Sometimes  we  have  heard  it 
breathed,  not  audibly  announced,  that  New  England  has  seen  her  best 
days.  We  do  not  beHeve  that  the  prophet  is  yet  bom  commissioned 
to  predict  even  her  decay.  There  is  now  more  fuel,  fire,  vigor,  mus- 
cle, energv,  alertness,  intelligence  and  wealth  than  ever,  spread  over 
her  domam,  and  she  will  be  the  last  in  this  hemisphere  to  part  with 
even  a  tithe  of  her  possessions,  except  for  value  received. 

Many  and  frequent  are  the  reflections  which  the  New  England  cha- 
racter has  occasioned ;  but  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  leading 
coMte  of  the  great  power  she  has  exerted  for  a  century  or  more,  over 
interests  both  small  and  great,  has  not  been  so  fuUy  recognised  or  un- 
derstood as  it  ought. 

She  could  not  have  achieved  her  present  position  unpossessed  of  that 
great  element  of  social  life,  morality.  It  has  been  to  her  the  nurse  of 
good  intentions,  the  promoter  of  noble  deeds,  and  the  monitor  which 
has  guarded  and  disciplined  to  harmonious  action  the  body  politic ;  in 
one  word,  it  has  been  the  chief  aliment  of  her  life.  Not  long  since  she 
awoke  the  whole  continent  from  a  statistic  sluinber  by  a  simple  enu- 
meration of  the  sources  of  wealth  comprised  within  the  limits  of  one  of 
her  States.  It  struck  the  great  mind  of  the  country  like  a  new  reve- 
lation ;  it  gave  a  new  impidse  to  inquiry.  And  from  that  period  every 
member  of  the  confederacy  commenced  <  ciphering  out'  and  estimating 
their  own  value.  Her  financial  has  gone  hand  in  hand  with  her  moral 
power ;  and  that  celebrated  mart,  the  London  Exchange,  can  furnish 
signal  evidence  of  the  fact,  for  when  the  English  merchants  and  nobility 
were  shaking  with  fear  and  stricken  with  dismay  at  our  commercid 
aspect  in  '37  and  '38,  the  holders  of  Massachusetts  bonds  stood  com- 
paratively erect  and  serene. 

It  was  character,  constructed  on  that  immutable  basis,  moral  ac- 
countability, that  inspired  confidence  at  that  disastrous  period.  Wher- 
ever possessed,  it  will  confer  similar  benefits ;  like  the  sun,  radiating 
light  and  warmth  to  the  remotest  extremity. 

This  is  the  prominent  power  which  imparts  to  all  great  enterprises 
in  this  region  nope  and  dignity ;  and  however  startling  their  prospec- 
tive utility  may  be,  they  rarely  fail  of  reaching  a  sati^fVmg  maturity. 

The  construction  of  the  Western  Rail-Road  is  a  signal  illustration 
of  this  power.  Mountains  are  not  barriers  to  stout  hearts.  We  can 
remember  when  it  was  considered  a  great  enterprise  to  build  a  factory ; 
he  who  should  now  attempt  to  build  only  one  would  be  laughed  at  <  on 
change.'  The  time  of  small  things  has  passed  away,  and  a  period  of 
magnificent  rivalry  succeeded :  it  is  no  other  than  who  shcdl  be  the 
founder  of  new  cities. 

The  command  goes  forth  from  some  of  her  knowing  ones :  *  Gro  ye 
into  all  the  land,  and  seek  water-power  and  build  a  city  thereon.' 
Hardly  a  twelve-month  elapses  when  we  hear  of  some  rude  spot  be- 
coming the  representative  of  miUions  in  perspective,  and  ere  long  the 
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plough,  the  spindle  and  the  sail  are  seen  speeding  their  way,  'resultiye 
and  promotiye  of  an  enterprise  which  the  keen  eye  of  profit  at  length 
regards  with  more  hope  than  fear. 

New  England  has  not,  like  some  communities,  adopted  men  of  ge- 
nius, but  given  birth  to  them  :  by  her  own  unaided  force  and  energy 
she  is  what  she  is.  Those  who  in  their  ignorance  or  wilfulness  choose 
to  regard  her  as  a  mere  association  of  economists  and  frugalists  may 
consult  with  advantage  both  the  historic  and  the  living  page,  and  find 
names  that  in  every  department  of  action  reflect  honor  on  the  race ; 
their  varied  genius  embraces  such  as  Franklin,  Adams,  Otis,  Wolcott, 
Ames,  Ellsworth,  Sherman,  Dexter,  Cabot,  Boylston,  Whitney,  Whit- 
temore,  Jacob  Perkins,  Morse,  Dane,  Parsons,  Story,  Davis,  Cass, 
Sedgwick,  Jackson,  Silas  Wright,  Bowditch,  Dwight,  Stewart,  Chaa- 
ning,  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Sparks,  Dana,  Percival,  Bryant,  Allston,  and 
that  intellectual  giant,  Webster. 

We  have  not  the  presumption  to  suppose  that  we  could,  on  such  a 
theme,  observe  entire  impartiality ;  but  we  apprehend  that  few  could 
rise  from  the  contemplation  of  the  topic  which  we  have  on  the  present 
occasion  rather  disturbed  than  illustrated,  without  imbibing  an  increased 
freshness  of  life  and  purpose. 

For  ourself  we  feel  as  much  enamored  of  the  scenes  and  perspec- 
tive it  unfolds,  as  the  wanderer  on  the  banks  of  a  noble  river,  when  he 
is  first  told  that  its  waters  in  their  entire  passage  from  a  remote  source 
convey  naught  but  benefits  to  its  bordering  neighbors  and  contribute 
a  daily  surplus  to  the  great  ocean  for  the  comforting  of  the  nations. 

To  such  as  can  relish  a  tit-bit  snatched  from  the  historic  larder  of 
the  Pilgrim  fathers,  we  would  recommend  the  Book  that  has  recently 
issued  from  the  press,  entitled  *  A  History  of  Duxbury,  by  Justin 

WiNSOR.' 

Thanks  are  duo  to  the  author  for  so  kindly  disturbing  the  bones  of 
some  of  our  ancestors,  and  bringing  them  up  from  the  silence  where 
they  had  been  so  long  inumed,  and  investing  them  with  a  new  and  un- 
expected interest.  To  the  minute  and  patient  labor  which  he  brought 
to  the  prosecution  of  this  work,  not  a  few  are  likely  to  acknowledge 
their  indebtedness,  in  forms  not  now  conceivable,  and  for  ends  accom- 
plished not  now  even  anticipated.  Such  works,  however  dry  and  un- 
attractive to  the  general  reader,  are  likely  to  possess  exceeding  value 
in  the  eye  of  posterity  by  the  agency  they  must  exert  in  removing  or 
confirming  doubts  connected  with  genealogical  descent,  and  throwing 
the  needed  light  on  what  was  previously  traditionary  darkness.  Anti- 
quarians will  regard  it  with  favor,  and  many  a  dainty  morsel  will  they 
find  worthy  of  being  chewed  and  swallowed.  The  incidents  and 
anecdotes  recorded  in  the  historical  and  ecclesiastical  portions  of  die 
volume  are  exceedingly  racy,  and  will  surprise  as  much  as  amuse.  If 
our  limits  permitted  we  should  be  glad  to  quote  largely  firom  them. 
There  is  a  class  of  mind,  however,  but  happily  very  limited,  who  if  they 
open  the  work  at  all  will  run  over  it  with  only  oneeye  open.  They  are 
those  who  choose  to  live  neither  in  the  past  nor  the  present ;  the  would- 
be  *  patrons'  and  heralds  of  a  future ;  and  unfortunately  in  their  ranks 
may  be  found  some  of  the  gentler  sex,  whom  a  tormenting  leisure  has 
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essentially  aided  to  convert,  and  to  whom  the  personal  pronoun  I,  which 
by  grammatical  usage  always  agrees  with  something,  is  made  to  disa- 
gree with  every  thing  but  itself! 

In  this  category  may  be  recognised  many  who,  having  been  decently 
educated,  and  possessing  fair  intellectual  endowments,  but  imacquainted 
with  the  world  except  through  books  and  through  the  vnndows  of  their 
domiciles,  exhibit  a  remarkable  interest  in  what  they  term  '  progress ;' 
indulging  in  severe  commentaries  on  what  the  majority  of  society  re- 
gard as  wise  and  use^  doctrines  and  manifesting  a  desire  to  sweep 
away  much  of  what  their  predecessors  held  in  veneration.  So  closely 
do  they  hug  their  favorite  notions,  that  they  become  exceedingly  restive, 
even  when  listening  to  words  of  wisdom  from  the  lips  of  those  capable 
of  teaching,  but  who  do  not  teach  exactly  in  their  way. 

If  the  speaker  or  preacher  does  not  jump  over  and  above  all  the 
principles  mat  bear  on  daily  practical  life,  he  does  not  jump  high  enough 
for  them,  and  is  deemed  a  lame,  unprofitable  servant. 

The  exp^ence  of  a  past  age  they  unvtrillingly  recognise  and  are 
averse  to  weaving  it  into  the  fiibric  of  that  in  which  they  live ;  and  it 
may  almost  be  doubted  whether  their  aspiring  minds  ever  voluntarily 
draw  from  the  pure  fountain  of  Holy  Writ  any  fitting  inspiration. 

'  You  may  pull  out  the  *  march-o^mind'  peg,  or  the  progress-peg,  or 
the  '  old-abuses'  peg,  and  as  long  as  you  choose  to  turn  the  crank,  you 
may  have  an  unfailing  continuity  of  lucubration,  with  a  very  respectable 
average  of  meaning,  and  a  good  deal  of  briskness.  In  about  half  an 
hour  you  begin  to  reflect  that  you  have  gained  nothing  tangible  except 
an  aching  arm  and  a  little  giddiness  in  the  head. 

'  Though  it  is  all  about  man  man  is  not  in  it.' 

The  state  of  mind  to  which  we  have  alluded  may  oflen  result  from 
extreme  culture ;  but  its  tendency,  in  seducing  the  less  clever  and  un- 
informed inquirers  into  a  path  which  they  are  much  quicker  to  adopt 
than  comprehend,  and  which  consigns  many  of  them  to  the  hopeless 
mazes  of  a  labyrinth,  is  what  we  chiefly  regret;  and  if  they  ever 
emerge,  they  are  very  apt  to  enter  the  fold  of  the  Romish  church, 
where  they  may  be  relieved  from  thinking  during  the  rest  of  their 
lives.  The  cardinal  error  of  these  transcendental  leaders  is  '  to  take 
the  unit  for  the  mass,  the  individual  for  the  universal,  the  ego  for 
Deity.' 

It  requires  no  small  degree  of  presumption  in  any  mind  to  infer 
that  it  is  itself  in  perfect  harmony  with  all  outward  and  inward  exist- 
ences. The  attainment  of  so  high  and  palmy  a  state  the  general  mind 
is  as  yet  unv^iUing  to  accord  to  &e  best  of  mortals ;  and  until  they  can 
prove  their  position  they  will  be  regarded  as  fiilse  lights  rather  than 
die  in&Uible  guides  of  humanity.  We  are  aware  that  views  the  most 
dissimilar  are  now  entertained  and  urged  in  regard  to  the  popular 
question,  *  Which  is  the  best  path  for  human  progress  to  take  V  Strong 
and  ardent  minds  are  constantly  engaged  in  illustrating  systems  which 
their  own  reason  has  either  invented  or  adopted,  while  others,  of  equal 
forecast  and  logical  acumen,  are  content  to  leave  the  great  problem 
unresolved,  but  at  the  same  time  manifesting  and  advocating  a  steady 
feith  in  the  sufficiency  of  those  means  which  a  wise  Providence  has 
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conferred  on  our  race  for  its  advancement,  and  which  tiiey  are  taught 
to  believe  are  immutable.  We  can,  if  we  choose,  distrust  the  bemgn 
agency  of  some  or  all  of  Gon's  laws ;  and  among  the  seeminely 
incredulous  of  this  class  may  be  found  some  who  are  overlaid  with 
scientific  truth,  embellished  with  literary  graces  and  their  brows  mois- 
tened with  the  precious  dew  of  Minerva.  It  is  generally  deemed  an 
evidence  of  good  sense  to  choose  a  straight  path  if  for  nodiing  else 
Jmt  its  straightness. 

We  confess  we  have  no  desire  to  run  down  or  cut  away  from  the 
age  in  which  our  lot  is  cast ;  to  be  decently  equipped  to  meet  its  re- 
quirements supposes  a  knowledge  so  various,  passions  so  controlled, 
industry  so  unslumbering,  that  we  are  satisfied  if  we  do  what  Hes 
clearly  at  hand,  and  do  not  see  what  lies  dimly  at  a  distance. 

We  are  not  yet  sufficiently  *  ripe'  to  advocate  the  Millerite  doctrine, 
which  would  urge  us  to  '  hasten  the  union  of  the  imaginative  and  ac- 
tual.' These  transcendental  prodigals  may,  however,  be  seen  occa- 
sionally returning  with  a  limping  gait  to  the  embraces  of  their  once 
forsaken  friends.  Nobody  will  deny  that  it  is  a  noble  spectacle  to  wit- 
ness an  ardent  mind  pursuing  what  it  may  deem  truth,  and  kindling 
into  quickened  action  as  it  advances  and  appropriates ;  but  the  contn- 
bution  it  may  offer  to  the  great  store-house  of  useful  knowledge  would 
surely  be  rejected  if  it  tended  to  throw  no  additional  light  on  tiie  olden 
track  of  time  or  on  that  which  is  crowded  by  the  generations  of  to- 
day. 

The  topic  which  has  engaged  our  thoughts  thus  far  is  capable  of  in- 
definite enlargement,  and  we  feel  a  reluctance  to  separate  lirom  one  so 
rich  and  varied  in  its  suggestive  character.  New  England  is  a  great 
study.  Are  there  not  among  her  sons  some  who  might  delineate  her 
entire  features  and  bearing  with  the  skill  and  fidelity  of  a  Phydias  ? 
We  think  it  will  be  admitted  that  the  undeviadng  steadmess  with  which 
New  England  has  pursued  her  course,  guided  by  lofty  principles,  has 
eminently  conduced  to  that  prevalence  of  well-being  wnich  is  so  per- 
ceptible at  the  present  time.  <  Decision,  which  is  the  best  earthly  ally 
of  wisdom  and  virtue,'  has  there  foimd  a  fitting  embodiment  and  a 
sturdy  illustrator.  ^  b.  h. 

P.  S. — It  is  not  too  much  to  say,  that  so  far  as  systems  have  been 
devised  to  further  the  cause  of  sound  education.  New  England  is  enti- 
tled to  the  first  rank.  It  is  too  large  a  subject  to  be  pressed  into  the 
narrow  range  of  remark  which  we  have  prescribed  in  the  present 
paper.  To  such  as  may  desire  an  acquaintance  with  or  seek  informa- 
tion on  this  head,  we  would  refer  them  to  the  annual  reports  of  the 
various  school  committees,  which  seem  to  drop  with  increased  ripeness 
fi"om  the  tree  of  knowledge  every  successive  year.  The  amount  of 
intellectual  labor  and  supervision  which  their  system  involves  and  re- 
ceives can  hardly  be  imagined.  The  stream  of  instruction  is  made  to 
run  every  where,  but  especially  where  the  most  formidable  obstruc- 
tions exist,  and  its  fertilizing  influences  are,  without  intending  violence 
to  the  term,  gigantic. 
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THE      'mariner's      REQUIEM. 

• 

Light  on  the  waters  gleaming^, 

Light  from  the  starry  skies  7 
In  grace  and  beauty  beaming, 

iTie  Water-Spirits  rise : 
They  softly  glide  o'er  the  glittering  waves, 

And  they  chant  a  mournful  hymn ; 
T  is  the  dfarge  of  one  who  sleeps  below — 

T  is  the  ^  Mariner's  Requiem.' 

A  maiden  fiair  is  keeping 

Watch  in  her  lonely  bower, 
For  him  who  now  is  deeping 

In  that  cold  moon-light  hoar 
Far  down  in  the  deep  cold  crystal  waves, 

A&i  from  those  soft  blue  eyes. 
Whose  light  is  brilliant,  and  gentler  fu 

Than  the  stars  in  the  calm  bright  skies. 

He  lies  on  his  bed  of  amber. 

While  sea-flowers  o'er  him  wave, 
And  spar  and  shining  coral 

AdcNrn  his  lonely  grave : 
The  beauteous  ocean-spirits  come. 

And  tear-drops  shed  for  him. 
While  thy  chant  in  voices  low  and  sweet 

The  ^  Mariner's  Requiem  :' 

V 

'  Soft  be  thy  watery  pillow, 

And  gentle  be  thy  rest 
Beneath  the  foaming  billow. 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast : 
Though  fSEir  away  from  all  thou  lov'st 

Beneath  the  spreading  deep, 
Tet  pure  and  peaceful  be  the  rest 

Of  thy  calm  and  dreamless  sleep  I 

'  Branches  of  brighter  coral 

To  deck  thy  couch  we  '11  bring ; 
The  lOy  and  sea-laurel 

Around  thy  head  shaU  spring ; 
And  the  sea- weed  that  floats  on  ^e  fleecy  foam 

And  the  shells  &r  down  in  the  wave. 
And  pure  and  snowy  pearls,  we  'U  bring 

To  deck  the  mariner's  grave.' 

Ldffht  on  the  waters  gleaming. 

Light  from  the  starry  skies ! 
In  grace  and  beauty  beaming 

'file  Water-Spirits  rise : 
They  softly  glide  o'er  the  silver  waves, 

Ajid  they  chant  a  mournful  hymn : 
>T  is  the  dirffe  of  one  who  lies  b^neauiy 

n?  is  the  MMjffiner's  Requiem.' 


■.  a- 
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THE       UNFOLDING       STAR. 


ST    O.   A.    AXiBaElAVBBJL 


X. 


Watchman  !  throngb  the  wefirr  itages 

Of  Time's  long  unreBtiiig  night 
Thou  hast  told  the  ceaseless  ages 

To  a  world  that  yearns  for  li^t : 
Long  the  night  has  been  and  dreary 

To  the  sleepless  sons  of  time ; 
Tell  if  now  no  glimpse  of  dawning 

From  the  abyss  begin  to  climb. 


II. 


*  Clouds  and  darkness  yet  investing 

Hover  o'er  the  horizon's  rim ; 
Stars  of  portent,  stars  unholy, 

Gleam  uncertain,  oold  and  dim : 
Lo !  where  Saturn  urges  upward, 

Sad  his  aspect,  sad  and  wan, 
Darker  tracts  of  night  foreboding, 

Wearier  ages  ushering  on.' 


lis. 


Watchman !  yet  thy  glance  upraising, 

Say  what  happier  orbs  ascend ; 
Surely  now  the  dawn  is  gleaming. 

And  the  hours  of  darkness  end. 
'  Child  of  time,  inured  to  sorrow, 

Rest,  misfortune's  orphaned  hoir. 
Yet  there  gleams  no  glimpse  of  morrow, 

Other  orbs  unblest  appear. 


!▼. 


^  Jove,  the  star  of  might  unhallowed. 

Rises  calm,  but  oold  and  st^rn. 
And  the  hated  orb  of  battle, 

Mars,  uprushes  in  his  turn ; 
Long  must  earth,  the  influenoe  owning, 

Abject  lie,  oppressed  and  worn. 
Till  some  happier  star,  atoning. 

Hang  upon  the  brow  of  mom.' 


Watchman,  we  have  waited  ever. 

Wept  the  long  dark  hours  away ; 
Toll  if  yet— ah !  tell  if  never 

Comes  the  harbinger  of  dav  ? 
*  TeSj  poor  child  of  etuth  1  reviving. 

Lift  thy  joyilil  glance  on  high ; 
Lo !  the  Star  of  Love  eternal 

Bunts  triumphant  on  the  sky ! 
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"Tt. 


*•  Tribes  of  eartih  that  pined  and  waited, 

Groping  in  Timers  straitened  fold, 
Cmshed,  benighted,  sad,  abated, 

Shall  the  glorious  day  behold ; 
And  the  Shepherd  forth  shall  lead  them 

(He  hath  watched  them,  though  unseen,) 
Forth  to  springs  of  living  waters. 

Forth  to  tracts  of  endless  green. 


VI  t. 


*  Meteor  shapes — the  shapes  of  error. 

Glimmering  through  night's  hideous  waste— 
Rumor,  scattering  words  d[  terror, 

*  Fly  1  /their  hated  reign  is  post !' 
While  the  stars  which  at  creation's 

Dawn  dissolved  in  tears  of  ruth. 
Hail  anew  the  ransomed  nations. 

Ransomed  by  their  shepherd.  Truth.' 


A     FEW     THOUGHTS     ON     CLOUDS. 

The  beauty  of  the  cloud  has  sometimes  attracted  the  poet's  eye,  but 
in  general  he  has  banished  it  from  his  pictures  of  Paradise,  as  if  it  was 
an  earthly  imperfection.  That  blissful  region  is  said  to  *  know  no  cloud.' 
The  realms  of  the  spirit-world  are  *  ever  bright  and  fair,'  and  repose 
in  eternal  serenity  and  peace.  Yet  in  fact  the  cloud  has  exhibited 
scenes  of  as  fearful  majesty  and  of  as  gorgeous  and  exquisite  beauty 
as  earth  has  ever  witnessed.  The  mass  of  unthinking  mortals,  dwell- 
ers in  tabernacles  of  burnt  clay,  would  fain,  even  in  9iis  lower  world, 
realize  the  dream  of  the  poet,  and  sweep  away  the  clouds  as  impedi- 
ments of  their  rightful  sunshine.  Were  their  wishes  to  be  gratified, 
they  would  be  the  first  to  weary  of  such  an  unvarying  sameness ;  were 
the  sun  ever  to  rise  and  set  in  the  same  cloudless  splendor,  the  stars 
ever  twinkle  in  the  same  diamond  brilliancy ;  were  the  moon  ever  to 
beam  in  the  cloudless  majesty  of  the  full,  neither  wax  nor  wane,  nei- 
ther show  its  slight  silvery  crescebt  in  the  west,  and  *  fill  its  horn'  and 
then  &de  away,  till  nights  of  clouds  and  darkness  make  us  watch  and 
wait  for  its  reappearance ;  should  we  gain  in  happiness  and  beauty  by 
the  change  ?     I  trow  not. 

It  is  not  proposed  to  speak  of  the  important  part  performed  by  the 
cloud  in  the  economy  of  nature ;  how  by  a  silent  and  unseen  process 
from  brook,  river,  lake  and  ocean,  its  material  is  rising  ceaselessly  into 
the  atmosphere,  by  a  division  so  minute  as  to  conquer  the  all-pervadine 
force  of  gravitation,  to  descend  in  the  blessed  rain-drops  on  the  parched 
and  vnthering  earth,  refreshing  alike  the  crowded  city  and  the  trackless 
desert,  the  cultivated  valley  and  the  rocky  moimtain-top,  and  impardne 
even  diere  a  brighter  green  and  lovelier  hue  to  the  humble  shrub  ana 
unseen  flower,  at  least  by  mortal  eye,  that  grow  and  bloom  in  quiet 
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beauty  among  the  storm  and  tempests  of  its  rugged  home ;  nor  to  fol- 
low these  drops  as  '  they  go  down  by  the  valleysy'  and  brooks  and  rivu- 
lets and  streams,  and,  united  in  one  majestic  flood,  roll  back  to  the  oceaD* 
transporting  thither  the  proudest  monuments  of  human  dully  the  con- 
querors of  hoary  old  Ocean ;  not  sweeping  over  it '  in  vain,*  but  uni- 
tmg  nation  to  nation  and  man  to  man,  however  remote,  in  the  bonds  of 
brotherhood  and  civilization ! 

It  is  not  proposed  to  speak  of  these  thines ;  we  only  regard  the  dood 
as  part  of  that  profusion  of  beauty ;  a  prohision  vrithout  which  aU  prac- 
tical benefits  might  have  been  fuJly  realized,  with  which  infinite  good- 
ness has  adorned  its  works.  Let  us  observe  a  &w  of  their  endleas 
combinations.  It  is  Just  daybreak.  The  stars  are  glowing  in  ^T^idlaw 
beauty,  save  where  a  iaint  gleam  of  light  is  tinging  the  ea^t  The  *  nortfaem 
bear,'  at  its  highest  elevation,  is  proudly  surveying  from  the  meridian 
the  phantom  train  silently  sweeping  along  the  zodiac,  and  marking  the 
wandering  lights  that  are  there  pursuing  their  eccentric  oourses.  The 
waning  moon,  dwindled  to  a  thin  crescent,  is  just  rising  from  the  ocean, 
throwing  a  long  stream  of  light  on  its  unruffled  sur&ce,  showing  in  deli- 
cate outline  the  tapering  spars  of  a  distant  vessel,  and  shedding  a  pale 
and  melancholy  radiance  on  the  rocky  summit  and  scattered  fouage  of 
the  neighboring  mountains  and  the  quiet  dwellings  and  deserted  streefs 
of  the  viUage  below.  Fleecy  masses,  at  first  dark  and  colorless,  have 
gradually  gathered  around  the  east,  displaying  the  rude  outlines  of 
every  tower  and  battlement ;  but  as  the  daylight  increases,  growing 
thinner  and  brighter,  and  assuming  the  most  gorgeous  and  brilfiaiit 
tints,  until,  as  the  sun  reaches  the  horizon,  they  might  seem  to  mortal 
eye  the  spirit-drapery  enfolding  the  pavilion  of  the  Eternal  I 

Again,  of  a  bright  summer  afbemoon,  when  nature  is  drooping  be- 
neath a  sultry  and  parching  sun,  see  them  off  in  the  west  rising  in  dark 
castellated  shapes,  piling  above  each  other,  showing  to  earth's  gaxen 
the  palaces  and  fortresses  of  the  powers  of  the  air,  with  their  basdonsy 
embrasures,  turrets  and  domes. 

Ever  and  anon  from  one  of  these  forms,  more  dark  and  threatening 
than  the  rest,  is  seen  a  lurid  flash,  like  the  glance  of  some  fearfully 
bright  and  angry  eye.  And  then  the  thickening  masses  rise  darker 
and  heavier,  and  shut  out  the  sunlight,  and  amid  the  incessant  fladh  of 
the  lightning  and  roll  of  the  thunder,  pour  their  welcome  treasares 
upon  herbage  and  flower,  bowing  in  humble,  tearful  gratitude !  Soon 
the  sun  breaks  forth,  throwing  its  setting  beams  on  the  same  casteUated 
masses,  retreating  far  off  to  the  east ;  and  now  and  then  a  vivid  flash  is 
seen  tipping  their  rough  and  craggv  edges  vrith  a  golden  histre.  Thib 
rain  is  railing  gently  through  the  fragrant  air,  childhood  gladly  sport- 
ing in  its  pearly  drops,  and  even  infancy  utterin?  a  crow  oi  delight  as 
they  fall  upon  its  uncovered  foce.  And  then  majestically  spanning  the 
heavens,  on  the  still  dark  and  heavy  clouds  in  the  east  appears  the  bow 
of  promise,  the  seal  of  God's  everlasting  covenant !  And  as  dter  roll 
farther  away  toward  the  orient,  the  full  moon  bursts  forth,  sheddmg  a 
softened  brilliancy  over  the  whole,  as  twilight  slowly  and  gradoaDy 
fades  away  into  moonlight 
Mark  too  the  commencement  of  one  of  our  wild  autumnal  stormB. 
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Stand  on  the  shore  of  old  Ocean,  and  see  the  clouds  growing  more 
dark,  heavy  and  threatening,  surging  and  rolling  in  majestic  volumes ; 
the  sea-lnrds  making  for  the  shore  and  seeking  a  shelter,  as  the  winds 
and  the  waves  lift  their  voices  on  high ;  the  sim  heavily  rolling  on  the 
worn  rocksy  and  rushing  round  and  among  them,  as  if  seeking  a  passage 
beyond  the '  stem  and  rock*bound  coast;'  and  the  increasing  gale  shrin- 
ing a  melancholy  cadence  through  the  stripped  branches  of  a  few  leaf- 
less and  lonely  trees ! 

See,  again,  the  variety,  glory  and  beauty  of  sunset-clouds.  As  the 
sun  sinks  below  the  horizon,  a  marked  period  of  human  life  has  passed 
away.  How  many  changes  has  taken  place  since  we  hailed  his  rising 
beams !  To  how  many  has  It  been  the  last  day  of  earth !  How  many 
scenes  of  joy  and  sorrow  has  he  witnessed  in  his  course !  How  happy 
are  they  whose  parting  hour  throws,  like  his,  such  a  flood  of  glory  over 
the  mists  and  shadows  that  have  darkened  their  path !  But  the  sunset 
sky  has  been  too  often  described  to  make  description  interesting. 

But  the  varied  movements  of  the  clouds  are  not  without  a  touch  even 
of  the  ludicrous.  Witness  the  progress  of  a  *  squall.'  Dark  clouds 
begin  rapidly  to  accimiulate  in  the  north  or  the  east.  There  is  evi- 
dently an  excitement  and  commotion  in  the  upper  regions ;  something 
unusual  has  taken  place,  and  '  the  hue-and-cry*  is  raised.  Crowds  are 
leaving  their  every-day  business,  and  rushing  in  promiscuous  confusion 
to  see  what  is  gomg  on.  A  few  ragged,  straggling  streaks  of  vapor 
are  driving  on  furiously,  leading  die  van,  the  first  to  see  and  give  the 
alann.  Then  jR)llow  some  very  respectable  leaders,  but  evidently  in 
great  agitation  and  excitement.  Then  comes  the  whole  *  rabble  route,' 
eagerly  and  confusedly  hurrying  forward,  attended  by  a  furious  wind, 
pelting  rain,  peradventure  hail-stones,  clouds  of  dust  and  dried  leaves, 
straw  and  shavings!  Then  come  the  slamming  of  blinds,  shutters, 
doors  and  windows,  and  the  rattling  and  tearing  of  every  thing  light 
and  loose.  The  *  week's  washing*  on  yonder  clothes'- line,  stamlmg  up 
straight  in  the  air,  whipping  and  snapping,  is  striving  as  eagerly  to 
escape  and  join  the  *  m^lee'  as  children  to  rush  out  of  doors  and  follow 
the  'train-bands.'  Wo  to  the  unfertunate  pedestrian  whom  it  en- 
counters :  while  he  protects  his  eyes,  his  hat  is  off  to  swell  the  motley 
crowd !  Wo  to  the  quiet,  unsuspecting  student,  who  has  unwittingly 
left  open  the  window  of  his  sanctum ;  letters,  papers,  manuscripts,  are 
whiried  hither  and  thither,  in  hopeless  confiision ! 

But  the  *  hurry-skurry'  passes  by ;  a  few  sober,  quiet,  aristocratic- 
looking  clouds,  in  a  dignified  manber,  follow  slowly  after,  bringing  up 
the  rear ;  the  sun  shines  out  clear  and  bright  as  be&re,  and  mortals  pro- 
ceed to  the  work  of  '  putting  things  to  rights.' 

But  there  are  the  most  grand  and  touching  associations  connected 
with  the  cloud,  wholly  independent  of  its  glorious  beauty  and  endless 
variety.  It  was  for  centuries  the  sensible  symbol  of  the  presence  of 
the  Eternal.  When  die  vengeance  of  the  Almighty  had  taken  man 
away  firom  the  face  of  the  earth ;  when  the  deluge  had  subsided,  and 
the  first  smile  of  sun-light  beamed  upon  a  purified  and  renovated  world, 
He  set  his  bow  upon  tne  cloud,  the  seal  of  the  promise  that  seed-time 
and  harvest  should  ever  after  supply  the  wants  of  the  numberless  de* 
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pendants  on  His  bounty  and  goodness,  and  that  the  changing 
should  recur  with  unerring  regularity,  until  the  things  which  are  seen  and 
temporal  shall  be  lost  in  die  things  which  are  unseen  and  etemaL  And 
so  when  it  was  designed  to  afford  to  the  '  father  of  the  &xthfiil'  a  yiaion 
of  the  mysteries  of  die  spiritual  world,  and  to  withdraw  for  a  brief  vam 
the  veil  which  conceals  the  events  of  conune  years,  the  ckmd  wnich 
rested  on  the  distant  sunmiit  of  Moriah  guided  him  in  his  heart-trying 
journey  through  the  wilderness,  to  the  spot  where,  centuriea  after,  the 
great  atoning  sacrifice,  the  crowning  work  of  man's  redemption,  and 
of  which  the  commanded  sacrifice  of  the  child  of  his  old  age  was  bu^  a 
shadow  and  a  type,  was  finally  to  be  effected.  And  in  the  triumphant 
exodus  of  his  chosen  people  mm  the  land  of  bondage,  the  diyine  pre- 
sence beamed  bright  and  glorious  from  the  cloud  on  the  camp  or  the 
Israelites,  but  poured  dark  and  gloomy  upon  the  troubled  iioBtB  of 
Egypt.    And  in  all  their  subsequent  devious  wanderings, 

*Bt  day  along  the  astonished  land 
The  doady  piUar(^ided  alow,' 

marking  the  way  prescribed  by  their  divine  guide.  And  after  their 
settlement  in  the  promised  land,  when  Israel's  monarch  had  completed 
his  magnificent  temple  for  the  worship  of  Jehovah,  amid  the  solemn 
and  imposing  ceremonies  of  its  dedication,  the  mysterious  cloud  marks 
the  divme  acceptance  of  the  offering.  So  too,  me  awe-struck  multi- 
tude fi'om  the  foot  of  Sinai  beheld  the  dark  cloud  envelop  its  summit, 
and  the  prophet  and  law-g^iyer  with  reverential  fbar  ascend  the  momi- 
tain  and  disappear  in  the  thick  darkness  where  God  was  !  And  cen- 
turies afterward,  when  the  blessed  Redeemer,  leaving  the  cares  and 
sufferings  of  his  earthly  humiliation,  ascends  to  the  summit  of  Tabor, 
to  commune  for  a  while  vnth  the  spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect,  the 
bright  cloud  again  announces  the  presence  of  divinity.  And  again, 
when  he  had  conquered  death  and  hell,  and  burst  the  prison  of  the  grave, 
and  bi^ught  life  and  inunortality  to  man,  and  was  ascending  in  tnumph 
to  the  heaven  he  had  lefl;,  a  cloud  received  him  fix>m  the  gaze,  of  his 
wondering  disciples.  And  when  time  shaU  be  no  longer,  and  the  last 
scene  of  probation  shall  be  unrolled,  the  Judge  of  quick  and  dead,  be- 
fore whose  face  the  earth  and  heavens  shall  flee  away,  shall  appear  in 
the  clouds  of  heaven  with  power  and  great  glory  ! 


TRUE    FREEDOM:    A.BONNET. 

Oh  !  what  ia  Freedom  T    Say.  ia  that  man /Vve 
Who  wean  no  shackles  on  tils  outward  mme, 
And  knows  no  lord  his  weai^  toil  to  claim, 

Or  force  obeiaanee  oo  tlie  bended  knee ; 

Who  yet  ia  bound  with  botom  staverr, 
Ana  darea  not  in  the  flMsof  mentooamo 
His  thonghta  and  feeUras  lest  they  bring  him  ihame  t 

Gall  him  not  free!  *t  is  hollow  modcery  I 
Let  him  the  name  of  ^flreoman*  only  wear 

Who  lieralds  ftvth  the  truth  with  curblees  tongue : 

Who  stands  erect  his  fellow  inen  among, 
And  scorns  the  coward^)  abject  name  to  bear  I 

His  name  with  that  of  heroes  shaU  bo  sung, 


And  hat  their  effoal,  win  ttwlr  glory  ahare  I  -n ir 
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TO     MRS.     L.     6.     R....,ON     HER     MARRIAGE. 

Dear  lady  1  pardon  me  the  crime 
If  haply  my  too  careless  rhyme 
Disturb,  at  this  auspicious  time, 

A  mother's  soft  caressings ; 
Whfle  yet  thine  eyes  are  moist  and  dim 
With  recent  tears,  and  round  the  rim 
Of  Jot's  bright  cup,  now  filled  to  Atm, 

There  £aice  a  thousand  blessingB. 

I  hare  not  known  thee  wdl,  nor  long ; 
Our  meeting  was  amid  the  throng ; 
The  cadence  of  the  passing  song 

Was  scarce  more  qui^ly  ended : 
But  with  thine  unobtrusive  grace, 
The  fond  remembrance  of  thy  &oe, 
Which  time  nor  change  may  e'er  erase, 

What  kindly  thoughts  are  blended ! 

Henceforth  thy  childhood's  life  shall  be 
A  habitation  shut  to  thee, 
And  lost  for  aye  the  golden  key 

To  aU  its  wayward  fancies : 
And  girldhood's  ^ddy  time  shall  seem 
The  sweet  illusion  of  a  dream. 
Or  as  some  half-forgotten  theme 

From  out  the  old  romances. 

Bat  grieve  not,  lady  1  on  the  past, 
'T  was  all  too  beautiful  to  last ; 
Thy  ftiture's  lines  may  yet  be  cast 

In  '  places'  quite  as  *■  pleasant :' 
And  others  seek,  with  friendship's  wile, 
Thy  gentle  sorrows  to  beguile, 
As  tenderly  as  they  whose  snule 

Makes  glad  the  fleeting  present. 

'TIS  sad  to  leave  the  haunted  glade, 
The  homestead  where  thy  presence  made 
A  mellow  sunshine  in  the  shade, 

Like  Wordsworth's  highland  beauty : 
But  he  whose  arm  thy  footsteps  stays 
Shan  lead  thee  through  the  coming  days 
Alomr  the  gteesi  and  quiet  ways 

Of  holy  £uth  and  duty. 

And  thus  with  all  that  love  endears, 
With  him  to  share  thy  hopes  and  fears, 
May'st  thou  live  on,  till  added  years 

Of  age  give  timely  warning : 
Then  be  it  tmne  on  joys  to  muse 
That  still  arotmd  thy  path  difiiiBe 
A  radiance  softer  than  the  hues 

Of  life's  nnokwded  monung.  J.  b.  Thokpson. 


Hfctfiaf,  r«r 
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LINES. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THS    PERSIAN    OP    UAWIZ. 

BT   SB.  BZOXBOV.    OF  Z.OV90ir. 

To  me  —  to  me,  in  Beauty's  smOe  wlio  five, 
What  boot  the  thousand  blessings  life  can  giye, 
If  every  hour  the  clock's  eomplaining  tone 
Tell's  mo  to  put  my  camel's  saodle  on  ? 
How  can  the  careless  wanderer  by  the  shore. 
Where  no  winds  ruffle  and  no  waters  roar, 
Know  the  condition  of  the  tempest-tossed 
When  hope,  and  health,  and  all  save  life  is  lost ; 
Or  thou,  all  cold  and  loveless  as  thou  art, 
Guess  at  the  wretchedness  of  ILmz'  heart, 
When  to  his  bosom  Love  and  Zephyr  bear 
The  musky  odors  of  his  Beauty's  hair  I 


SKETCHES      OF     THE     EAST. 


TROM    OCA   ORiXMTAX.    OOBBJIBPOVSXXT. 

Among  the  twelve  lunar  months  of  the  people  of  the  East,  tliere  k 
one  which  is  considered  by  Mussulmans  as  being  holier  than  any  other. 
This  is  the  moon  or  month  of  Ramazan,  and  it  is  never  written  with- 
'  out  the  title  of  the  '  Blessed'  being  attached  to  it.  Their  prophet^  (a 
wonderful  man  he  was,)  commanded  all  his  faithful  followers  to  obaerva 
it  as  a  fast ;  and  from  the  earliest  dawn,  to  the  getting  of  the  8un»  no 
'  Mohammedan,'  who  has  any  respect  for  his  religion,  will  disobey  dds 
command.  Those  only  are  excepted  who  are  ill,  or  on  a  long  iomnej 
which  renders  its  observance  a  matter  of  impracticability,  in  which  case 
however  they  must  make  amends  for  the  indulgence  by  fiiadng  fiv 
the  same  length  of  time  during  one  of  the  other  months.  'VHieni 
by  the  chants  of  the  lunar  months,  the  fast  occurs  in  the  heals  of 
summer,  it  rails  heavily  upon  the  laborer,  who  can  neither  smoke^ 
eat  nor  drink  during  the  whole  length  of  a  warm  day.  The  fint 
privation  seems  to  be  regarded  as  the  greatest ;  for  no  fond  lover  ever 
looks  oflener  and  more  tenderly  upon  die  face  of  his  fiiir  mistress  than 
does  the  fasting  Mussulman  upon  the  silent  and  insensible  charms 
presented  to  his  eye  by  his  forbidden  Tchibook  and  tobacco-bag ;  and 
did  there  exist  but  a  spark  of  that  burning  spirit  of  poetry  in  the  breast  of 
the  Islamites  which  names  up  so  brightly  m  the  bosoms  of  the  people 
of  the  West,  on  less  inspiring  occasions,  many  an  ode  would  certainly 
be  entitled, '  The  Mussulman  in  Ramazan  to  his  Prophet-forbidden 
pipe/ 

The  Sultan  anxiously  tries  to  wile  away  the  live-long  day  by  inoog- 
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nito  excursions  to  his  various  establishments,  or  to  the  many  attractive 

Cof  his  immense  capital,  or  its  suburbs  on  the  Bosphorus.  The 
a  rises  near  noon,  and  after  performing  the  Namaz,  or  prayer  of 
that  part  of  the  day,  unwillingly  steps  into  his  spacious  barge,  and  is 
conducted  to  his  bureau  at  the  Sublime  Porte.  What  business  he  per- 
ferms  is  but  half  done  :  when  pressed  to  have  the  most  trifling  service 
rendered,  he  is  prone  to  reply  that  *  it  is  Ramazan,'  and  it  must  lie 
over  until  its  close.  The  subordinate,  the  clerk,  even  the  attendant 
about  the  great  man,  does  not  hesitate  to  dismiss  the  applicant  on  the 
same  excuse.  A  couple  of  hours  at  the  office,  then  back  again  to  the 
cool  and  comfortable  repose  of  the  sununer-house  or  yalee,  on  the 
Bosphorus,  where,  ireed  from  irksome  applications,  every  moment  is 
counted,  until  the  booming  of  the  cannon  of  the  neighboring  fortress 
announces  that  the  great  enemy  of  his  tastes  and  pleasures,  the  sun, 
has  disappeared  in  the  western  horizon.  By  this  time  his  invited  guests 
have  arrived,  and  the  uncalled  and  unbidden  to  the^feast  (for  Ramazan 
is  the  soul  of  Mussulman  hospitality)  have  collected  near  the  bountiful 
host ;  the  Jffiar  or  break-fast,  is  partaken  of;  the  sun-set  Namaz  is  per- 
fi)rmed ;  the  evening  feast  is  enjoyed ;  and,  amid  clouds  of  fragrant 
smoke,  peace-offerings  to  avenged  heaven,  the  light  conversation,  the 
tale,  the  anecdote,  and  the  laughter  of  mirth,  and  forgotten  discontent, 
replace  the  miseries  of  the  past. 

The  same  may  be  said,  in  a  modified  sense,  of  all  the  officers  of  the 
government,  the  wealthier  merchants,  and  even  of  the  shop-keepers  of 
the  capital.  They  all  follow  the  pastimes  of  doing  nothing ;  the  '  &r- 
niente'  without  the  *  dolce',  and  the  month  is  a  holiday  to  the  man  a^ 
well  as  to  the  youth.  Daily  laborers,  the  mechanic,  the  porter,  and  the 
boatman  on  the  Bosphorus,  are  those  who  sufler  most,  both' from  the 
loss  of  water  as  well  as  of  the  pipe.  Deep-seated  respect  for  their  re- 
ligion sustains  them,  conscientiously,  through  the  temptations  which 
beset  them  at  every  fountain  or  in  every  coffee-shop ;  and  no  one  can 
see  the  halfexpiring  caikji  toil  at  his  heavy  oar  under  a  burning  sun, 
with  streams  of  perspiration  flowing  down  his  scorching  features,  with- 
out feelings  of  pity  mingled  with  admiration. 

In  the  hitteT  part  of  the  month,  Turkish  ladies  flock  to  the  bazaars 
to  purchase  new  dresses  for  themselves,  their  husbands,  and  their  chil- 
dren and  slaves  for  the  coming  Festival  of  Bairam,  which  lasts  during 
three  merry  days  in  the  following  month  of  Sh&v&l.  Carriages,  horses 
and  cafques  are  now  in  uncommon  repute ;  and  if  the  poor  laborer 
has  suffered  during  the  fast,  he  now  finds  an  abundant  harvest  in  the 
succeeding  feast. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  Fast  of  Ramazan  a  friend  and  myself 
went  to  dine  with  one  of  the  Pachas  of  the  highest  rank  in  Constanti- 
nople. We  were  among  the  unbidden,  but  not  for  that  the  less  wel- 
come, of  his  guests.  Leaving  the  quiet  nook  in  the  Bosphorus  where 
I  reside,  Bebek,  we  stepped  into  a  caique  with  two  pairs  of  oars,  and  a 
short  time  before  sun-set  were  speeding  our  way  up  the  stream  toward 
the  residence  of  the  Pacha,  the  heights  of  Candillee,  whence  a  view 
of  almost  the  entire  length  and  breadth  of  the  noble  stream  on  which 
we  floated  is  seen  to  better  advantage  than  from  any  other  spot ;  the 
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♦  Heavenly  Waters*  offering  indeed  a  heavenly  scene  of  sun-set  at  tlie 
evening  hour ;  the  castles  of  Europe  and  of  Asia  on  either  hand ;  the 
swift  current  near  the  former,  and  the  gentle  widening  of  this  narrowest 
part  of  the  straits  which  separate  these  two  of  the  gifeater  continents 
of  the  world,  here  once  connected  together  by  Xerxes'  bridge ;  the 
gentle  banks  of  either  shore,  indescribably  beaudflil  at  this  hour ;  and 
die  varied  edifices  extending  both  on  the  ri^ht  and  on  the  left,  as  fir  as 
the  eye  could  reach,  all  united  to  form  the  delights  of  our  evening's  ex- 
cursion. And  beside  these,  there  was  a  silent  charm  in  the  sensations 
which  arose  from  the  gentle  motion  of  the  fi'ail  caTque  which  sped  us  on 
our  way,  almost  indescribably  pleasant.  Admirably  formed  fer  stemming 
the  swin;  current  of  the  Bosphorus,  as  well  as  for  speed,  the  caique  in  tlie 
hands  of  a  Greek  or  Mussulman  boatman  is  propelled  with  a  velocity 
almost  incredible.  They  glide  by  each  other  witn  fearfiil  rapidity,  and 
when  their  inmate  sees  nothing  but  certain  destruction  from  the  colli- 
sion which  threatens  to  burst  asunder  the  thin  and  weak '  gunwales,  a 
gentle  turn  of  the  oar,  quite  imperceptible,  turns  the  sharp  bows  from 
its  course,  and  then  it  hastens  onward  to  more  and  still  greater  appa- 
rent perils. 

Dozens  of  caiques,  propelled  by  from  one  man  to  six,  some  slowly  wind- 
ing along  the  shore,  others  more  boldly  breasting  the  strong  current, 
were  speedily  passed  or  they  swiftly  swept  by  us.  The  air  was  cool 
and  refreshing ;  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  still  clung  to  the  summits 
of  the  Asiatic  heights,  and  the  whole  scene  was  one  which  is  beheld  no 
where  save  in  the  East  At  the  point  on  which  stands  the  '  Roomalee 
Hissar,'  or  European  Castle,  are  always  found  a  number  of  men  with 
cords  ready  rolled  up,  and  prepared  fer  towing  caiques  through  die 
swift  current,  which  renders  the  passage  at  some  seasons,  when  strong 
northerly  winds  prevail,  almost  impracticable.  With  the  aid  of  a  cou- 
ple of  these  *  helps'  our  little  caique  was  dragged  through  the  water  in  a 
manner  quite  ruthless,  giving  our  boatmen  however  a  moment  of  lei- 
sure to  shake  up  their  sheep-skin  seats,  grease  their  rolling-pins,  and 
dry  the  handles  of  their  apparently  clumsy  oars.  Then,  after  casting 
ashore  to  said  assistants  one  piastre,  about  four  cents,  they  resumea 
their  oars  with  refreshed  vigor. 

A  short  row  brought  us  to  the  Pacha's  dwelling,  or  as  it  is  called 
here,  his  YaHeey  viz.,  *  Summer-House  on  the  water's  edge.'  A  few  of 
his  people  still  lingered  about  the  entrance,  impatient  to  see  the  smoke 
rise  over  the  cannon  of  the  castle  :  at  the  head  of  the  lofty  stair-case 
a  group  of  persons  were  collected  together,  who  had  just  performed 
their  evening's  ablutions,  preparatory  to  breaking  their  evening  fast ; 
and  among  these  stood  our  host,  his  sleeves  rolled  up,  and  his  fhoe  and 
hands  and  bare  arms  reeking  with  the  purifying  fluid  which  befits  a 
Mussulman  for  partaking  of  his  Creator's  bounties,  as  well  as  for 
adoring  Him.  Bidding  us  welcome,  we  followed  him  into  his  apart- 
ments of  general  reception  :  there  he  seated  himself  opposite  the  en- 
trance, on  the  great  ricn  velvet  sofa  which  extended  along  the  windows, 
commanding  a  view  of  the  Bosphorus.  In  respect  for  the  rank  of  oar 
host,  all  his  arrives  sat  down  on  the  settees  and  chairs  of  red  morocco, 
of  English  manufacture,  which  extended  on  the  parallel  sides  of  the 
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apaitmentB.  Beside  his  welcomei  and  the  usual  inquiries  after  our  re- 
spective heahhsi  but  little  conversation  ensued.  He  held  a  costlv 
dironomoter  in  his  hand,  and  his  anxious  eyes  vtrandered  oftener  to  it 
than  toward  us ;  now  he  uttered  a  few  words  of  a  prayer  appropriate 
to  the  holy  month  of  Ramazan  or  repeated  a  disconnected  line  m  Arabic 
firom  the  KoriLn,  and  now  ejaculated  an  Amim  to  that  of  one  of  the 
company.  Presently  his  servants  brought  before  each  of  us  a  small 
round  stand*  on  which  lay  a  tray  containing  a  dish  of  thick  soup,  a  few 
bits  of  roll  and  bread,  and  some  small  vessels  holding  relishes,  such  as 
fish-roe,  caviar,  olives,  and  sardales.  Again  an  anxious  look  at  the  time- 
piece, and  at  a  clock  standing  in  an  alcove  in  the  room,  which  ticked 
and  indicated  passing  minutes  with  the  most  pertinacious  regularity. 
I  really  thought  I  could  see  dissatisfaction  with  the  cruel  Prophet  de- 
pocted  in  the  dull  eyes,  the  rueful  face,  and  the  unquiet  persons  of  all 
tbe  Mussulmans  present  In  place  of  exclaiming  vnth  the  dying  man, 
*  Oh  I  for  one  more  hour,  or  one  more  minute  of  time !'  they  all  seemed 
to  be  ready  to  burst  out  in  one  suppressed  exclamation, '  Will  this  long 
hour,  this  last  minute,  never  end  f' 

But  let  me  tell  you  the  guests  of  the  Pacha,  into  whose  company 
and  society  we  had  thus  suddenly,  as  it  were,  thrust  ourselves.  First, 
was  an  elderly  Turkish  gentleman  of  the  old  school,  in  dress  and  de- 
meanor ;  an  hn&am,  or  priest,  from  the  great  mosque  of  St.  Sophia ;  an 
ex-Grovemor  of  Cesariah  in  Asia  Minor ;  an  officer  of  the  army  in 
command  of  the  corps  de  garde  near  the  old  Castle  of  Europe ;  a 
chief  clerk  of  the  admirality ;  the  private  secretary  of  the  Pacha ;  and 
our  two  Qelves.  The  '  Old  Grendeman'  had  the  seat  of  honor,  that  is 
to  say,  he  ^  on  a  settee  nearest  to  the  Pacha,  and  his  language  and  de- 

Sortment  soon  attracted  my  attention  to  him,  shovring  hun  to  be  deci- 
edly  the  most  oriental  man  in  the  room.  He  was  dressed  much  in  the 
costume  c£  the  Turks  of  Constantinople,  previous  to  the  reign  of  the 
late  Sultan.  He  wore  the  full  pantaloons  and  loose  slippers,  the  rich 
shawl  and  capacious  jacket,  and  the  dignified  white  turban,  which  alas ! 
has  now  quite  disappeared  before  the  devastations  caused  by  the  west- 
em  *  civilization'  which  has  invaded  the  East  His  face  was  so  ruddy 
and  his  bill-hooked  nose  so  redolent  of  good  cheer,  that  they  would  have 
done  credit  to  an  alderman ;  yet  his  sharp  hazel-eye,  and  the  quiet  in- 
teQigeiice  of  his  countenance,  told  volumes  for  his  sobriety  and  virtue. 
I  imagined  him  to  be  a  wealthy  merchant  from  the  interior  of  Asia 
Minor,  or  a  Pacha  of  olden  times  now  residing  at  the  capital  in  digni- 
fied retirement ;  and  was  not  a  little  surprised  when  1  learned,  from  a 
remark  of  the  Pacha,  that  he  was  the  *S%eik*  or  elder,  of  the  convent 
on  a  neighboring  hill,  called  that  of  the  *Shahidler*  or  the  Martyrs. 
While  the  moments  hung  so  dully  on  our  hands,  and  the  Pacha's  coun- 
tenance evinced  more  and  more  impatience,  the  Sheik  was  the  only 
one  present  who  could  venture  to  break  silence,  which  he  did  by  the 
recital  of  a  verse  fi-om  the  Kor^n,  or  a  traditional  saying  of  the  Pro- 
phet, or  with  a  gentle  smile  responding  to  the  casual  remark  of  our 
host 

At  length  the  heavy  but  sharp  report  of  a  distant  cannon  fired  firom 
the  strong  castles  from  the  Black  Sea  conveyed  the  glad  tidings  of  the 
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setting  of  the  sun.  Scarce  had  the  sound  died  away,  than  it  was  fol- 
lowed by  another,  less  distant,  then  another  and  anodier,  quite  a  good 
minute  before  the  gun  of  the  castle  near  us,  of  '  Roonulie  Hiflisar/ 
gave  permission  to  the  '  faithful'  to  break  their  fast  Candles  weie 
now  hurriedly  brought  into  the  room  and  put  down  on  a  table,  and  the 
Pasha,  suddenly  laying  down  hb  watch,  dipped  his  spoon  into  the  now 
almost  cold  soup  before  him,  and  thus  made  his  *  Inar,'  or  breakfitft. 
The  Sheik  was  next  in  succession ;  and,  as  Stephens  humorously  sajB 
on  an  occasion  which  called  forth  all  his  courage, '  the  precise  lei^|;tii  of 
time  which  it  took  us  to  follow  suit  is  not  wor£h  the  mention.' 

A  mouthful  of  soup,  a  morsel  of  roll,  an  olive  or  two,  with  a  sup  In 
the  little  dish  of  exquisite  citron  preserves,  were  succeeded  by  pipes 
and  coffee  all  round.  I  need  not  say  that  this  was  the  work  almost  of 
a  minute ;  that  it  was  executed  in  breathless  silence,  and  was  £>llowed 
by  a  respiration  of  relieved  nature.  When  the  Pasha  had  handed  bis 
cup  to  the  servant  nearest  him,  we  all  did  the  same ;  to  have  preceded 
him  would  have  been  impolite ;  then  in  silence  the  pipes  of  all  the 
Mussulmans  of  the  party  were  removed,  and  water  was  poured  on  our 
hands  and  dried  with  a  separate  towel  held  up  to  each  one.  The 
thick  curtain  which,  as  in  all  eastern  houses,  hung  without  the  door  of 
the  apartment,  was  rolled  up,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  sof);  and  har- 
monious voice  of  a  '  Mollah,'  or  priest,  in  the  hall,  commenced  crying 
out  the  invitation  to  prayer  of  the  Mohammedan  formula,  commencing 
with  *AUahn  ekher  !  AUahn  ekber  f  or  *  God  is  great !  God  is  great  l** 
hurried  all  our  companions  to  the  evening  *  Namaz'  of  Ramazan. 

No  one  can  witness  the  spectacle  of  a  body  of  Mussulmans  at  their 
devotions  without  feeling  respect  and  admiration  for  their  simple  piety. 
On  the  floor  of  the  Pasha's  hall  were  spread  several  rich  Persian  carpet 
rugs,  free  from  any  impurity,  called  here  *  Sedj^day,'  or  worshipping  car- 
pets. On  the  edge  of  these,  facing  the  *  Kibleh,'  or  point  of  the  com- 
pass where  Mecca  is  supposed  to  be,  stood  an  *  Imaam'  with  upraised 
arms,  his  thumbs  behind  his  ears,  his  fingers  shading  his  cheeks  and 
eyes,  leading  the  prayer.  His  words  were  sometimes  from  the  Koran ; 
at  others  he  used  the  particular  prayer  ordered  by  the  Prophet  himself 
for  the  solemn  occasion,  more  chanted  than  spoken ;  and  the  musical 
intonations  natural  to  the  Arabic  tongue  sounded  very  pleasantly  upon 
the  ear,  and  gave  rise  to  feelings  of  awe  and  devotion  which  the  IcNid- 
est  peals  of  an  organ  or  the  shnll  tolling  of  bells  fail  to  inspire.  Of  all 
the  artificial  means  used  to  draw  man's  thoughts  and  reflections  bom 
the  things  of  this  world  and  to  turn  them  heavenward,  nothing  a£fectB 
him  so  impressively  as  the  natural  harmony  and  music  of  the  human 
voice.  He  who  hears  the  *  Muezzin'  calling  the  *  fidthful'  to  their  de- 
votions from  the  loffy  minaret,  at  the  still  hour  of  night,  will  readily 
admit  the  truthfulness  of  this  remark.  In  dignity  the  human  voice  is 
superior  to  the  jingling  of  a  bell,  and  consequently  makes  a  more  last- 
ing and  profound  impression  upon  the  mind.    It  well  suits  the  humble 

*  *.9//aAif  ekber*  gnunmaticoUy  signifies  that  *■  Allah  is  the  greatest  of  gods  ;^  that  is  to  say,  greater 
than  the  Trtnitarian  gods  of  the  Greeks  and  the  Catholics. 
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Arab  or  the  proud  Turk,  and  was  one  of  the  many  wise  regulations  of 
Mahomet. 

QtteeX,  and  wonderful  prophet !  fake  thou  art  indeed  deemed ;  yet 
thy  liie,  thy  death,  the  story  of  thy  conduct,  and  the  fidelity  shown  by 
thee  to  thy  doctrines,  show  that  XhoM  wert  not  an  inipostor,  and  that 
thou  verily  didst  believe  in  thine  own  inspiration.  Thou  didst  raise 
die  idolizing  Arab  to  the  worship  of  a  '  one  true  Gtod,  who  is  eternal, 
who  neither  begets  nor  was  begotten,  nor  who  has  any  equal  to  Him- 
•XLF.'  Thou  didst  teach  a  pure  and  natural  religion ;  mat  of  man's 
entire  resignation  to  the  providences  of  the  all-powierfiil,  the  all-wise, 
and  the  all-just  Allah.  And  can  it  be  that  thine  own  perfect  resigna- 
tion to  His  will  may  not  have  merited  a  share  in  the  clemency  and 
ccmipassion  for  the  sinfiil  which  thou  ever  didst  advance  as  His  chief 
charocteristic  ?  Had  thy  life  been  spared  a  few  years  longer,  those 
Christians  of  the  East  best  acquainted  with  the  history  of  thy  'life  and 
times'  believe  thou  wouldst  have  finally  led  the  Arab  &om  his  wretched 
idolatry,  through  the  external  forms  and  sensuality  of  Islamism,  to  that 
purer  &ith  wmch  has  made  the  Christian  superior  to  the  Mussulman, 
and  thus  have  completed  thy  mission.  Thy  religious  ordinances  were 
suitable  to  the  then  condition  of  the  Arabs,  as  those  of  Moses  were  to 
thepeople  of  Israel,  and  are  not  more  curious  in  their  nature. 

Tne  evening  namaz  lasted  quite  half  an  hour,  but  was  far  from  be- 
ing wearisome  to  me.  Indeed  it  seemed  one  of  the  most  eastern  parts 
of  the  scene  which  I  now  humbly  endeavor  to  describe.  The  soimd 
of  the  prayers,  some  forty  or  fi^  in  number,  including  all  of  the 
Pasha's  attendants ;  their  rising  to  their  feet  or  falling  on  their  knees, 
or  pressing  their  foreheads  in  humble  adoration  upon  the  carpet,  toge- 
ther with  the  musical  chant  of  the  Imaam,  excited  in  me  otner  emo- 
tions than  those  of  weariness ;  and  the  many  *  Allahn  ekbers'  of  the 
Mussulmans  were  strongly  associated  in  my  mind  with  the  '  Jekbirs' 
of  the  Arab  troops  of  the  great  and  wise  Caliph  Omar,  when  they  at- 
tacked the  Sassanide  fire-worshippers  of  Persia,  or  of  the  Saracen,  or 
the  Moor,  as  he  hurriedly  rushed  onward  to  death  and  to  martyrdom 
in  the  battle-fields  of  Syria  or  of  Granada. 

When  his  devotions  were  ended,  the  curtain  of  the  apartment  in 
which  we  sat  was  again  pulled  aside,  and  the  Pasha,  followed  by  his 
company,  reentered  the  apartment  in  which  we  sat  Each  individual 
resumed  his  seat  and  reposed  a  moment  from  the  exercise  of  the  ruimaz. 
Scarcely  was  conversation  resumed,  when  the  curtain  was  once  more 
upraised,  and  the  Pasha's  chief  servant  announced  that  dinner  was 
served. 

Now,  following  our  host,  we  passed  through  the  hall,  where  the  car- 
pet still  lay  spread  upon  the  floor,  and  tummg  to  the  right,  entered  a 
suite  of  apartments  belonging  to  the  dining-room.  Here  we  found  the 
attendants  waiting,  each  with  a  towel,  upon  which  we  wiped  ourselves 
after  undergoing  another  ablution.  Then  passing  into  a  room,  in  the 
centre  of  which  stood  an  ordinary  oval  table,  of  the  usual  height,  we 
all  seated  ourselves  around  it.  On  the  walls  of  the  room  were  hung 
lithographic  portraits  of  some  of  the  higher  officers  of  the  Sultan,  who, 
duiing  their  missions  to  London,  had  their  likenesses  taken  for  distri- 
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bution  among  their  friends ;  and  the  only  furniture  it  contaiii6d»  bende 
the  table  and  its  chairs,  was  a  low  broad  sofa  under  the  windows  look- 
ing out  upon  the  Bosphorus.  This  room,  as  well  as  the  otheiBy  had  its 
windows  shielded  from  without  with  lattices,  like  those  of  the  barean, 
which,  when  the  sashes  were  open,  admitted  yet  broke  the  fltrengtli  of 
the  cool  evening  breeze. 

The  Sheik  sat  on  the  Pasha's  right  hand,  and  I  on  his  left ;  a  senrant 
hung  a  napkin  over  each  of  our  necks,  and  placed  another,  neadj 
folded,  and  of  a  finer  texture,  beside  each  of  our  plates,  on  whidi  Ito 
wipe  our  fingers.  Every  plate  had  bv  it  a  couple  of  spooiis  of  boos^ 
but  no  knives  nor  forks ;  and  a  mug  of  sherbet,  with  its  cover  on,  stood 
by  every  person's  plate.  A  circle  of  small  dishes  ran  xtmiid  the  taUe^ 
containing  each  a  little  quantity  of  fish-roe,  caviar,  sardales  uid  olivoi» 
and  beyond  these  another  row,  with  fruits,  melons,  preserves,  etc.  In 
the  centre  of  the  table  was  a  thick  mat,  or  rather  cushion,  of  emhirai- 
dored  morocco  leather,  on  which  each  dish  in  succesnon  was  laid; 
and,  commencing  with  a  thick  and  rather  acrid  soup,  we  all,  follovring 
the  Pasha,  who  set  the  example,  dipped  our  spoons  into  it  and  con- 
veyed it  to  our  mouths.  This  may  seem  difficult,  but  is  not  ao  in  rs- 
ality ;  I  took  care  not  to  over-fill  my  spoon,  to  scrape  it  on  the  edge  of 
the  vessel,  and  then,  with  my  eyes  attentive  to  its  proper  poise,  canied 
it  in  a  direct  lino  to  my  mouth.  My  chin  being  held  immediately  over 
the  plate  set  before  me,  any  part  which  might  escape  or  dip  between 
the  spoon  and  my  mouth  did  not  fall  on  the  cloth.  While  we  partook 
of  one  dish,  a  servant  stood  by  with  another ;  and  in  this  way  some 
twenty  kinds  of  food  were  hastily  tasted  and  carried  away  in  anoceft- 
sion.  The  spoons  were  used  for  but  a  few  of  the  dishes,  and  for  the 
greater  number  the  fingers  were  brought  into  requisition.  They  sno- 
ceeded  each  otlier  somewhat  in  the  following  manner :  soup,  vegetafals 
stew,  fried  fish, '  kibobs/  (bits  of  meat  roasted  on  a  skewer,)  stewed 
prunes,  broiled  chickens,  milk  and  rice,  stewed  okra,  mcmt-beUs,  stewed 
quinces,  fried  egg-plant,  pasty  balls,  a  delicious  dish  of  thin  paatxy, 
somewhat  resembhng  a  custard,  and  which,  as  my  friend  renuzked» 
was  as  *  slippeiy  as  uncertain  friends,'  that  defied  my  fingers  and  apoout 
and  much  to  my  regret,  was  given  up  in  despair,  honey-cakes,  pastieB, 
all  h  la  Turque,  and  finally,  the  ever- closing  national  eastern  oish  of 
excellent  pilau. 

I  am  sure  that  I  have  not  remembered  more  than  one-half  of  die 
dishes.  All  were  really  excellent ;  the  meats  neither  half  raw,  as  xe- 
quired  by  civilized  cannibals,  nor  yet  stewed  to  fragments ;  served  np 
in  an  order  which  would  be  considered  by  some  rc^er  in  no  order  at 
all,  and  by  others,  *  out  of  order.'  The  rule  evidently  was  to  comliine 
the  utile  with  the  dolce.  We  ate  of  the  ragouts,  or  partook  of  tibe 
fruits  and  melons,  or  preserves,  just  when  we  pleased ;  finr  they  wars 
intended  rather  as  incentives  to  appetite  than,  as  with  us,  as  extra  bal- 
last when  the  good  ship  can  properly  contain  nothing  more.  No  one 
touched  the  sherbet  until  at  an  establinhed  period  of  the  repast,  when 
the  Pasha,  removing  the  cover  of  his  mug,  bade  us  all  do  the  same. 
It  was  tasteful,  and  iced,  vnth  a  flavor  of  the  sweet  pomegranate,  and 
gave  new  vigor  for  what  ensued.    On  setting  down  our  mugs,  we  afl 
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expressed  our  good  wishes  to  the  Pasha  and  to  each  other.  I  need 
scarcely  add  that  no  wme  or  spirits  were  used  at  the  dinner. 

On  tasdne  the  dlBlicious  dish  before  mentioned,  one  of  the  company 
exclaimed  that  it  reminded  him  of  an  anecdote  of  the  celebrated  east- 
ern despot  named  Hedjadje,  in  Arabia,  who  once  entertained  a  poor 
Arab  at  his  luxurious  table.  When  a  certain  dish,  much  relish^  by 
Arabs,  was  laid  before  him,  this  one  could  not  restrain  his  impatience 
until  the  host  should  first  put  his  hand  into  it ;  but  hastily  takmg  up  a 
handful  of  it,  carried  it  at  once  to  his  mouth,  to  the  great  displeasure 
of  Hedjadje,  who  in  a  tone  of  fierceness  swore  that  he  would  order 
the  head  to  be  struck  off  of  the  first  person  who  should  again  touch 
the  dish  without  his  permission.  This  severity  daunted  every  one  pre- 
sent, even  the  poor  Arab,  who  perhaps  had  never  before  enjoyed  such 
a  luxury,  except  in  imagination.  A  dead  silence  immediately  ensued, 
which  was  first  broken  by  the  humble  object  of  Hedjadje's  anger. 
Unable  to  resist,  he  turned  to  his  wife  and  children,  who  stood  respect- 
fulhr  in  a  comer  of  the  room,  and  bade  them  all  farewell,  and  to  be 
fidtmul  subjects  of  his  host ;  and  then,  once  more  plungine  his  fingers 
deep  into  the  delectable  food,  resigned  himself  to  his  certain  fate.  No 
better  compliment  could  be  paid  to  the  viand  of  the  despot,  and  good 
nature  luckily  overcame  for  once  his  cruel  severity. 

At  the  close  of  the  repast,  which  was  a  short  but  lively  one,  (people 
of  the  East  waste  no  time  over  their  meals,)  the  Pasha  rose  from  nis 
seat,  and,  followed  by  his  guests,  proceeded  to  the  adjoining  apartment, 
where  we  all  washed  our  hands  and  mouths.  Then  returmng  to  his 
saloon,  we  there  resumed  our  seats  and  conversation.  Pipes  and  coffee 
{or  each  were  next  offered  by  the  Pacha's  well-trained  and  attentive  at- 
tendants ;  the  same  in  number  as  when  he  was  Grand  Vizier ;  and  was 
soon  aftCTward  followed  by  a  boimtifiil  cup  of  ice-cream.  At  no  time 
during  our  visit  was  any  reference  whatever  made  to  the  political  news 
of  the  day :  anecdotes  and  stories,  sometimes  appropriate  to  the  occa- 
mon,  were  the  only  subjects  of  conversation.  Among  these  I  may  men- 
lion  the  fcHowing,  by  the  Mutasalim,  or  (ex)  Sub-Governor  of  Cesariah, 
who,  in  speaking  of  that  ancient  city  and  its  famed  mountain,  said  : 

*  Once  a  Frank,  just  like  our  friend  opposite  me,  (in  my  absence  he 
would  probably  have  said  the  Ghiaour,  infidel,)  visited  Cesariah,  ac- 
compamed  by  only  one  servant,  who  spoke  our  language,  and  asked 
leave  of  my  deputy  to  ascend  the  mountain.  Now  as  no  man  had  ever 
been  known  to  return  alive  who  had  made  this  fearful  attempt,  my 
deputy,  a  prudent  and  humane  person,  declined  giving  the  Frank  his 
permission ;  but  on  the  matter  being  referred  to  me,  I  at  once  said : 

*  Let  him  go ;  his  head  rests  upon  his  own  head,  and  we  always  (look- 
ing at  me  in  rather  an  uncertain  manner)  have  plenty  of  such  good 
friends  left'  So  putting  on  a  pair  of  leather  inexpressibles,  a  leather 
iacket,  and  a  thing  (looking  at  my  beaver)  also  of  leather,  (something 
like  that  one,)  he,  accompanied  by  one  of  the  people  of  the  town,  a  mao- 
cap  like  himself  set  out  one  morning  on  his  travels.  All  I  ever  heard 
of^him  afler  this,  was,  that  after  ascending  to  a  considerable  elevation 
his  guide  refused  to  go  any  farther ;  and  the  Frank,  having  persisted 
in  his  foolish  enterprise,  fell  from  one  of  the  steep  acclivities  and  was 
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found  by  the  guide  quite  dead.  The  matter  havine  again  been  referred 
to  me,  I  ordered  his  immediate  interment.  Neither  the  Ghneek,  nor 
the  Armenian,  nor  the  Catholic  community  of  the  place,  would  allow 
his  remains  to  be  buried  in  the  cemetery,  from  which  circumstance  I 
learned  that  the  deceased  had  belonged  to  a  sect  in  Frankistan  called 
*  Fir  Massout  or  Purtlstant  (Free  Masons,  or  Protestants ;)  and  yoa 
know  that  they  could  not  possibly  be  admitted  to  rest  among  tbe  '  Fiudh 
ful.'  The  MoUah  of  the  town,  a  very  pious  and  equitable  peison,  made 
a  list  of  all  the  deceased  ipan's  effects,  ready  to  deliver  them  over  to 
any  ettchi  (ambassador)  or  consul  who  might  happen  to  claim  them; 
and  I  suppose  he  holds  them  yet  carefully.  I  only  happen  to  remember 
the  incident  from  the  circumstance  of  an  excellent  spy-glass  having 
been  by  mere  accident  left  out  of  the  list,  and  being  rererred  to  me  fir 
safe  keeping  1  have  it  still.' 

After  this  there  were  some  desultory  remarks  about  poedyy  litera- 
ture in  general,  and  books,  when  the  fnend  with  whom  I  had  come  to 
the  dinner,  speaking  through  a  perfect  deluge  of  smoke  which  he  had 
pufifed  around  his  head,  observed  to  me  that  the  best  Turkish  book  he 
knew  of  was  the  tchibook!^ 

The  conversation  happening  to  turn  upon  acts  of  benevolence,  (among; 
which  I  believe  the  ex-governor  included  the  matter  of  the  spy-glassi) 
the  sheik  beibre  mentioned  related  an  anecdote,  which,  like  most  good 
things  of  the  kind,  *  Si  non  e  vero,  6  ben  trovato.* 

'  Once,'  said  he, '  a  rich  man,  while  seated  at  dinner  with  his  wife, 
during  the  blessed  month  of  Ramazan,  heard  a  beggar  knock  at  lus 
door  and  ask  for  bread.  Arising  in  anger,  he  with  terms  of  harshness 
and  severity  drove  the  poor  man  away.  Not  long  afrer  this,  the  rich 
man  became  greatly  reduced  in  circumstances,  and  beine  \mable  to 
support  his  wife,  divorced  her,  and  in  extreme  poverty  oegged  his 
bread  from  door  to  door.  The  innocent  wife  mamed  again ;  and  it  bo 
happened,  that  once,  when  seated  at  the  evening  meal,  or  tfUar^  with 
her  second  husband,  a  beggar  knocked  at  the  door  and  asked  £>r  feod. 
Her  husband,  handing  her  some  bread  and  meat,  bade  her  carry  it  to 
the  poor  man,  which  she  hastened  to  do. 

*  Now  what  was  the  surprise  of  the  woman,  on  opening  the  door,  to 
perceive,  under  the  tattered  habiliments  of  the  beggar,  ner  first  hus- 
band !  Overcome  with  emotion,  she,  without  making  herself  known 
to  him,  handed  him  the  food,  and  then  closing  the  door  and  returning  to 
her  husband,  burst  into  tears.  Greatly  surprised  at  the  sudden  change 
in  her  appearance,  her  husband  urged  her  to  tell  him  the  cause  of  her 
grief,  which  she  did,  greatly  to  his  surprise.  But  judffe  of  her  own 
astonishment,  when  her  husband  told  her  that  he  himseff  had  been  the 
beegar  to  whom  her  first  husband  had  so  rudely  and  so  irreligiouslj 
refused  his  charity !' 

Every  one  present  could  not  but  see  the  appropriateness  of  the 
Sheik's  story,  and  the  aptness  of  its  moral.  It  gave  quite  a  serious 
turn  to  the  meditations  of  the  party,  shown  by  tresh  clouds  of  thick 
smoke  from  the  tcliibooks,  which  extended  from  the  floor  of  the  apait- 

*  Tax  long  TurkiBh  pipe  is  c&llod  Tcki-bcok, 
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ment  to  the  mouths  of  each  one  present.  Indeed,  I  felt  that  some  one 
might  deem  it  proper  to  rise  and  raise  a  collection  for  the  benefit  of  the 
poor ;  but  this  is  not  customary  among  the  *  people  of  the  East,'  where 
each  person  bestows  directly  his  own  charity  or  alms  upon  the  poor, 
without  its  passing  throueh  die  apathetic  hand  of  a  third  parly. 

Before  the  evening  had  closed,  the  conversation  had  turned  upon  the 
'  wonders  of  creation,'  a  subject  much  in  vo^e  in  the  East,  and  I  ven- 
tured on  a  few  sketches  of  our  Indians,  ( WUd  Men  the  Turks  call  them,) 
among  which  I  related  the  accoimt  given  by  them  of  the  origin  of  grain, 
beans,  tobacco,  etc.,  viz :  by  the  visit  of  an  angel,  who  after  seating 
herself  (I  was  not  quite  sure  of  the  sex)  upon  the  ground,  in  the  midst 
of  one  of  their  trib^,  these  different  blessings  sprang  up  spontaneously 
from  the  spots  touched  by  her  body.  When  I  added  that  they  attri- 
bute the  odor  of  tobacco  to  the  circumstance  of  this  herb  having  grown 
irom  the  seat  of  the  angel,  the  Pasha  kindly  honored  mo  with  a  smile ; 
but  the  old  Sheik,  who  was  just  then  half  concealed  in  a  cloud  of  the 
odiferous  smoke  from  his  tchibook^  stopped  smoking  for  a  moment, 
stroked  his  venerable  beard,  and  looked  rather  grave. 

I  added  an  abridged  account  of  the  Mammoth  Cave  of  Kentucky, 
and  have  reason  to  fear  that,  notwithstanding  I  had  shown  the  most 
profound  interest  and  faith  in  two  or  three  very  wonderful  stories  about 
mermaids  and  a  ship-wreck  or  two  on  islands  in  the  ocean  yet  unknown 
to  our  very  best  sailors,  and  subsequent  adventures  of  one  or  more  of 
the  passengers,  which  make  those  of  Robinson  Crusoe  immensely 
tame,  told  by  one  or  two  persons  present,  mine  were  put  down  as  perr 
feet  fobles. 

About  midnight  the  company  dispersed.  Each  one  in  turn  begged 
the  Pasha's  permission  to  retire,  and  this  being  accorded,  they  would 
hurry  out  ot  the  room  almost  before  he  and  the  remainder  could  rise. 
To  have  done  otherwise  would  have  been  ill-bred  and  quite  disrespect- 
fuL  When  the  party  was  reduced  to  the  Pasha  and  ourselves,  he  in- 
formed us  that  our  beds  were  prepared  for  us ;  and  supposing  that 
we  would  depart  before  his  hour  for  rising  in  Ramazan,  he  took  leave 
of  us  and  retired  into  his  harem,  or  the  apartments  of  his  wifo,  her 
mother,  and  their  female  slaves. 

Like  all  eastern  beds,  we  found  ours  on  the  floor  of  the  apartment 
in  which  we  were  to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  night.  Each  bed 
was  composed  of  two  soft  mattresses,  a  pile  each  of  thin  cotton  pil- 
lows, one  sheet  on  the  upper  mattress,  and  the  other,  of  silk  and  cot- 
ton, sewed  on  to  the  inner  side  of  the  cotton  coverlet,  and  a  long 
night-gown,  or  sash,  and  a  night-cap.  As  we  were  getting  into  bed, 
one  of  the  Pasha's  servants  brought  into  the  room  a  capacious  tray, 
covered  with  bread,  rolls,  preserves,  and  a  mug  apiece  of  sherbet,  on 
which  to  break  our  ^t  in  the  morning  when  we  awoke. 

When  our  slumbers  were  ended,  the  sun  had  already  climbed  over 
the  heights  of  the  opposite  shores  of  Asia,  and  was  peeping  in  upon 
us  through  the  fine  lattice-work  of  the  windows.  A  morning-breeze 
was  blowing  down  the  Bosphorus,  fuH  of  freshness  and  new  life,  and 
the  mimic  billows  of  that  beautifiil  stream  were  beating  upon  the  foot- 
path in  front  of  the  Pasha's  summer  dwelling,  making  a  sound  of  the 
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most  pleasant  nature.  We  partook  of  the  coBalioii,  perCbrmed  our 
ablutions,  and  then  quietly  leaving  the  house,  so  as  not  to  disturb  the 
slumbers  of  its  Mussulman  inmates,  were  socm  on  our  way  down  the 
Bosphorus  to  our  own  homes.  j.  p.  b. 


Ireland's     famine:     a     lambnt. 


aT    wirrtAK    v.    icuroHtvocx. 


T. 

With  wailing  and  weeping 
Our  vigils  we  're  keeping : 

Both  daily  and  nigntly, 
Death-garlands  we  're  twining ; 

The  hopes  that  shone  brightest 
Are  darkly  declining ; 
The  hearts  that  beat  lightest 
No  longer  beat  li^tly. 


n. 

Than  worker  or  t<nl», 
The  hand  of  the  spoiler, 

Dread  fiimine  is  stronger ; 
In  lowland  and  highland 

The  green  stalks  are  fitded ; 
In  &r-luid  and  nigh-land 
The  toilers  unaided 

Can  struggle  no  longer ! 


xzr 

No  hope  for  the  weeper, 
But  durker  and  deeper 

And  deadlier  sorrow ; 
To  us  has  hi^h  Heaven 

Sent  ills  without  number ; 

Our  hearts,  crushed  and  riven. 

Can  rest  not  nor  slumber. 

With  dread  of  the  morrow. 


XT. 


And  oometh,  remember, 
The  bitter  December ; 

On  wings  it  speeds  hither, 
To  find  hearts  wrung  sorest 

Without  a  roof's  cover ; 
Like  leaves  of  the  forest 
When  summer  is  over. 

Foredoomed  but  to  wither. 


50.] 
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That  Bhaip  winter  weather 
Will  pierce  na  together : 

Like  aspena  we  '11  shiver ; 
Our  dark  fate  parsaing, 

With  lightning-quidL  motion 
We  glide  on  to  ruin, 
Aa  rushes  to  ocean 

A  rain-swollen  river  U 


TI. 


A  g^  hour  we  know  not ; 
The  future  can  show  not 

Our  rent  barques  a  haven ; 
Our  iron-souled  master 

Deafy  deaf  to  our  'plaining, 
But  plies  the  scourge  fester, 
Our  limbs  again  chaining, 
Meet  food  for  the  raven. 


▼IX. 


like  unto  Gromorrah 
Or  Sodom*  of  sorrow, 

Our  land  shall  a  waste  lie ; 
While  Famine  and  Fever, 
Those  toUers  unresting. 
By  day  or  night  ever 
His  food  go  out  questing 

For  Dbath  pale  and  ghastly ! 


Till. 


Our  dead  from  their  prison 
Of  cold  day  arisen, 

In  spectral  bands  gather ; 
Our  hearts  hear  their  moving 

Low-  calls  in  the  even ; 
In  tones  soft  and  loving 
They  whisper  of  Heaven, 

And  God  the  All-Fathbb. 


IX. 


Haste,  haste  then,  ye  grieving, 
Tour  white  shrouds  be  weaving^ 

Though  little  you  need  'em ; 
Kind  Death,  whom  in  madness 

We  call  *  Desolotor.' 
Win  place  yon  in  gladness 
Besideyour  Creator, 

Wnere  only  is  freedom. 


<Kbithrr  ploughed  dot  sown;  8  dry  desert,  inhabited  by  owls  sad  wild  beasts;  asadrjplaee 
hreedingof  nettles,  and  as  heaps  of  Bait/— Bui«. 
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£\xnn%  |)Ql))it  (Drator0. 


THE     REV.     C.     P.     McILVAINE,     D.D. 


POLEMICAL     8ER£WDN£|S8. 

In  the  three  preceding  articles  we  have  presented  examples  of 
Christian  dignity,  professional  industry,  and  gorgeous  illustration.  The 
subject  of  the  present  sketch,  Bishop  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Churcb 
in  the  Diocese  of  Ohio,  by  natural  endowment  and  cultivated  tastes 
combines  in  himself  a  large  share  of  these  traits,  but  is  particularly  dis- 
tinguished by  a  fourth  quality,  with  which,  in  our  portraiture,  he  stands 
characterized.  Let  us  at  the  outset  define  the  terms  we  apply  to  tibis 
excellent  divine. 

In  speaking  of  Dr.  Mcllvaine  as  a  polemic,  we  beg  to  be  understood 
as  using  the  term  in  an  amiable  sense  only.  It  would  be  great  injustice 
toward  this  Christian  gentlemen  should  we  intimate  in  the  sbghtest 
degree  that  from  native  temperament  or  religious  deUght  he  has  ranked 
himself  among  that  sour  ana  captious  race  of  saints  whose  highest  joy 
consists  in  making  the  pulpit  *  a  stage  to  feed  contention  in  a  lingenng 
act.'  His  chief  pleasure  and  habitual  pursuit  lies  in  teaching  the  most 
imquestioned  doctrines ;  and  whenever  he  enters  the  arena  of  polemi- 
cal gladiatorship,  it  is  not  so  much  from  choice  as  necessity,  using 
weapons  of  the  greatest  polish  and  force,  but  always  in  the  most  mag- 
nanimous style.  It  is  not  his  ambition  to  follow  the  advice  given  to  a 
tyro  at  a  Tipperary  row,  *  Wherever  you  see  a  head,  hit  it  !* 

In  saying  too  that  Dr.  Mcllvaine  is  a  shrewd  polemic,  we  VTOuld  not 
imply  anything  like  low  cunning,  or  ignoble  dealing  with  his  antago- 
nists. It  cannot  be  reasonably  inferred  from  his  writings  that  this  good 
shepherd  believes  the  best  way  to  bring  home  a  wandering  sheep  is 
by  worrying  him  to  death.  His  defence  of  doctrine  is  open  and  inag- 
nanimous,  grounded  oti  clearly-defined  principles,  and  what  he  con- 
scientiously believes  to  be  divinely-appointed  truth.  In  this  respect  he 
resembles  Milton,  who  said :  '  To  us  nothing  can  be  catholic  or  univer- 
sal in  religion  but  what  the  Scripture  teaches ;  whatever  wrrHOUT 
Scripture  pleads  to  be  universal  in  the  church,  in  being  uniybk* 
SAL  IS  BUT  the  MORE  scHisMATicAL.'  When  the  Bishop  has  once  taken 
his  position,  the  dialectics  he  employs  are  severe,  and  the  deductuxi 
thence  flowing  is  legitimate,  but  neither  repulsive  on  accoimt  of  obtuse 
persistency  nor  contemptible  from  its  air  of  petty  quibbling.  Con- 
greve,  in  one  of  his  plays,  has  given  us  a  good  specimen  of  this  latter 
class  of  debaters : 

*  Petulant.  If  he  aajB  black  *b  black,  if  I  have  a  humor  to  lay  it  -s  blue,  let  that  poM.    All  H 
tor  that.    If  I  have  a  humor  to  prove  it,  it  murt  be  gnuited. 

*  WiTwouLD.  Not  positive  must;  but  it  may,  it  may. 

*  Pbtulart.  Tea,  tt  poeltivelv  must ;  upon  proof  positive. 

*  Witwocld.  Ay,  upon  proof  positive  ft  must ;  but  upon  proof  presumptive  it  only  maj, 
a  Mgical  diitiiictton  bow/ 
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Sir  Thomas  Brown  observes :  *  All  things  began  in  order,  so  shall 
they  end,  and  so  shall  they  begin  again,  according  to  the  Ordainer  of 
order  and  mystical  mathematics  of  me  City  of  Heaven.'  This  awfiil 
sentence,  spoken  by  the  Philosopher  of  Norwich,  expresses  the  spirit 
which  actuates  the  lofty  masters  of  the  art  bablative.  Burke  has  de- 
clared that  nothing  is  more  obdurate  than  the  heart  of  a  thorough-paced 
metaphysician.  It  is  certain  that  this  class  of  persons  are  usually  the 
most  tiresome,  since  as  many  octavo  volumes  as  compose  Malthus' 
Essay  on  Population  they  would  employ  to  prove  that  no  existing  cir- 
cumstance could  at  this  time  be  what  it  is,  unless  all  preceding  circum- 
stances had  from  the  beginning  of  time  been  precisely  what  they  were. 
Their  display  of  erudition  is  fearful,  while  their  exceedingly  practical 
and  profi^ble  deductions  are  but  vapid  truisms  blown  into  illustrious 
babbles.  Thev  are  full  of  polemical  censoriousness  and  metaphysical 
profimdity,  saymg  with  Arbuthnot :  <  I  have  arguments  good  store,  and 
can  easily  comute,  either  logically,  theologically,  or  metaphysically,  all 
those  who  oppose  me.'  They  dwell  upon  their  astute  dogmas  until 
they  become  a  mere  precision  m  speech ;  think  exclusively  of  their  own 
Ugoted  meaning,  until  thev  lose  sight  of  all  meaning;  and  appear  both 
to  themselves  and  others  dark  and  mysterious  as  chaos  and  outer  night. 
In  view  of  broad  orthodoxy  and  a  manly  demeanor,  they  might  ex- 
claim with  Goethe's  suicide  with  respect  to  those  other  obscurities : 
'Death!  grave!  I  understand  not  the  words!'  A  really  substantial 
faith,  embodied  in  a  beneficent  life,  they  care  little  about,  but  are  ex- 
cessively prolific  in  arid  and  thorny  disquisitions  and  argumentations  on 

^Provisbncb,  foreknowledge,  will  and  fltte, 
Fixed  ftte,  free  will,  forekirowledge  absolute, 
And  find  do  end,  in  wondering  mazes  lost.' 

When  Elizabeth  was  told  that  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  was  an  inch 
taDer  than!  herself,  she  passionately  replied :  '  Then  she  is  an  inch  too  talL' 
The  same  spirit  impels  those  imperious  divines  who  lay  their  Procrustes' 
bed  in  the  presence  of  Gron's  altars,  and  cut  down  all  comers  to  the 
contracted  proportions  of  their  own  contemptible  notions.  But,  as  we 
have  be&re  said,  Dr.  McDvaine  is  not  of  this  stamp.  Among  other  proofi 
of  the  fact,  see  in  particular  the  sermon  on  *  The  Church  of  Christ,' 
which  he  delivered  before  the  Directors  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal 
Society  for  the  Promotion  of  Evangelical  Knowledge,  in  Philadelphia, 
October  25th,  1848.  In  this,  as  in  numerous  other  publications,  the 
distinguished  individual  in  question  shows  himself  to  be  a  zealous  Epis- 
copalian, but  one,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  eminently  Catholic  in 
his  views.  He  is  regarded,  we  believe,  as  a  low  Churchman,  but  this 
]s  by  no  means  the  less  favorable  to  his  being  a  high  Christian,  most 
effective  in  preaching  and  useful  with  his  pen. 

In  Dr.  Stone's  admirable  Memoir  of  Dr.  Milnor,  there  is  an  allusion 
to  the  subject  of  our  sketch  when  he  was  chaplain  of  the  Military 
Academy  at  West  Point,  in  1826.  His  labors  m  that  capacity  were 
greatly  blessed ;  and  during  the  summer  of  that  year,  says  the  biogra- 
pher, *  the  academy  was  agitated  with  the  movements  of  that  great 
awakening,  from  the  fruits  of  which  our  church  has  selected  several 
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of  her  bishops  and  other  clergy/  About  the  first  of  June,  Dr.  Milnor 
was  induced  to  visit  West  Point,  for  the  purpose  of  spending  a  Sunday 
with  his  friend,  and  assisting  him  in  the  arduous  labors  to  which  lie 
was  then  specially  called.  It  was  about  the  same  time  that  the  correa- 
pondence,  of  which  a  portion  has  been  preserved,  was  opened.  The 
first  of  the  series  from  Dr.  Milnor  is  wanting.     The  second  is  dated : 

*■  Mt  Dkar  Bkothbr  :  My  mind  dwells  with  inexprefleible  delifl^t  on  the  traoflactkHn  of  tbs  l«l 
Sabbath.  Especially  when  I  reflect  on  onr  evening  interview  with  those  deoryouth  who  had  pwmt 
ihemsdves  to  the  Lord,  and  witii  their  anxious  companlonft»  I  cannot  be  snfficieDthr  tlmikftil  QhI 
in  the  kind  providence  of  6on  I  was  permitted  to  witness  such  a  scene.    The  Lord  God  AunaHir 


The  writer  goes  on  to  speak  of  the  depreciating  remarks  made  by 
ungodly  men  respecting  this  revival,  which  most  clearly  prove  that  tlie 
work  itself  w^s  thorough  and  of  the  greatest  value.  But  there  are 
many  other  proofe.  For  several  years  we  were  acquainted  with  an 
excellent  rector  in  Richmond,  Va.,  where  ho  yet  remains,  who  was 
one  of  the  trophies  won  in  that  glorious  spiritual  warfare. 

In  1832,  while  rector  of  St  Ann's  Church,  Brooklyn,  and  Professor 
of  the  Evidences  of  Revealed  Religion  and  of  Sacred  Antiauities  in 
the  University  of  the  City  of  New- York,  Dr.  Mcllvaine  published  his 
work  on  the  Evidences  of  Christianity.  Therein  is  a  great  deal  of 
what  we  itiean  by  the  polemical  shrewdness  of  its  author.  It  consiats 
in  taking  the  rich  old  bullion  laid  away  in  obsolete  forms,  and  bringing 
it  before  the  most  endangered  and  yet  most  useful  classes  of  men  m  a 
shape  and  style  calculated  to  arrest  their  attention  and  renovate  their 
minds.     The  remarks  of  a  North  American  Reviewer  are  in  point : 

'Thkrb  are  several  works  of  great  excellence  on  the  evidences  of  Christianity,  which  were  writ- 
ten  some  seventy-five  years  ago,  and  some  at  a  still  eaiiier  period,  which  are  read  and  hi^ily  wificiimul 
at  this  day  by  a  few  who  care  more  for  the  spirit  than  the  letter,  more  for  the  thought^Mn  the  iMe ; 
but  with  the  great  mass  of  readers,  the  fact  of  their  having  come  down  to  us  inthenyprqnrlalecrai 
of  tlw  age  in  which  they  were  produced  makes  them  pass  for  little  or  nothing,  ut,  MclLTAiim'a 
book  is  written  in  an  unusually  attractive  and  popular  style,  and  will  be  read  by  many  with  wlioa 
naked  flict  and  argument,  apart  from  all  literal^  attractions,  would  scarcely  arrest,  much  lees  emdiaiB, 
the  attention.  But  there  is  yet  another  grouna  on  which  this  publication  is  to  be  regwded  ■•  sea- 
atmable  and  important  We  refer  to  the  fkct  that  it  ooosists  or  a  course  of  lectures  deatgnedMurtteii- 
lariy  for  young  men.  The  rising  generation  are  emphaticallv  the  hope  of  the  worid ;  for  aa^%  km 
yean  will  have  passed  awav  before  the  whole  moral  machinery  of  the  age  wiU  be  in  their  haoda. 
The  present  work  is  adapted  with  uncommon  felicity  to  their  taste  and  tubils  and  eireomataMai. 
It  will  also  be  found  that  the  feet  of  the  author's  having  written  with  this  dan  of  hearen  and  of 
readers  in  his  eye,  in  oonnexion  with  the  uncommon  perspicuity  and  feUcitoua  arrangement  nd 
general  exceUenoe  of  the  work,  will  secure  to  it  an  introduction  as  a  text-book  Into  some  of  ow  llt»* 
rary  institutions.* 

The  work -which  the  reviewer  thus  commended  was  adopted  as  a 
text-book  in  several  colleges,  has  passed  through  many  editions,  and 
been  the  instrument  of  a  vast  amount  of  good.  Its  intrinsic  worth  and 
extended  influence  are  indicated  by  the  following  extract  of  a  published 
letter  by  Dr.  Milnor,  written  April  21,  1834 : 

<  A  rBw  days  since  I  received  a  very  kind  letter  flx>m  Dr.  Grbooky,  who  speaks  of  yon  In  the  moat 
alfectionate  terms,  and  of  the  gratification  which  it  aflbrded  him  to  have  been  tnstnuaenial  In  tiM 
pnbUeation  of  an  English  odiuon  of  your  Lectures  on  the  Evidences ;  a  work  whidi,  he  aaya,  ^i» 
hi^ily  esteemed  bv  Lioni  Bkxlky,  the  Bishqp  of  Winchester,  Dr.  Dcaltkt,  ttid  other  eompetflnl 
Judges,  and  is  getting  into  very  good  circulation  in  England.*  He  speaks  also  In  terms  of  eulogy  of 
your  ^feithftilly  simple,  and  touching  fereweO  sermon,*^  which  be  would  have  printed  for  privale  dr> 
culatlon,  had  he  not  lost  the  copy  which  you  soot  him.* 

But  the  greatest  monument  of  Dr.  Mcllvaine's  orthodox  piety  and 
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polemical  shrewdness  is  his  work  on  *  Oxford  Divinity/  with  a  special 
view  to  the  '  illustration  of  the  doctrine  of  Justification  by  Faith/  The 
influence  of  this  work  has  spread  all  over  Christendom^  and  has  been 
highly  appreciated  even  i^  India.  The  only  testimony  to  its  worth  we 
need  quote  iff  that  of  Daniel  Wilson,  the  excellent  Bishop  of  Calcutta, 
who  says,  in  a  letter  written  on  the  sixteenth  of  September,  1841,  to  a 
leading  divine  in  this  coimtry,  recently  deceased:  'Your  Episcopal 
church  has  produced  one  of  the  most  splendid  and  valuable  works  in 
divinity  that  I  have  ever  read.  Nothing  since  your  Jonathan  Edwards 
on  'Justification'  and  Dean  -  Milner's  *  History  of  Luther'  has  at  all 
come  near  Bishop  McBvaine.  I  have  read  his  masterly  ti'eatise  with 
unmixed  admiration,  and  shall  vmte  to  him,  I  hope,  by  this  very  mail, 
to  thank  him  most  cordially.  A  twilight  sermon  of  m^  own  happened 
to  come  out  just  before  the  bishop's  book,  but  was  lost  m  his  briUiancy.' 
Again,  Mardh  the  nineteenth,  1844,  Bishop  Wilson  wrote :  *  I  rejoice  to 
bear  that  so  many  of  your  bishops  and  clergy  are  alive  and  sound  in 
the  fidth.  I  bless  God  especially  for  the  talent  and  rare  faithfiilness  of 
Bishop  McHvaine.  His  protest  is  admirable,  and  his  late  charge  the 
very  best  thing  that  has  appeared  in  so  small  a  compass.' 

The  *  charge'  referred  to  was  delivered  before  the  clergy  of  the 
Diocese  of  Ohio ;  and,  like  many  other  small  works  before  us,  cannot 
in  this  brief  sketch  be  noticed  in  detail,  but  are  all  worthy  of  particu- 
lar study.  Leaving  his  many  usefiil  books  to  the  reader's  more  deli- 
berate perusal,  let  us  glance  a  moment  at  the  author's  mind. 

We  nave  already  stated  that  Dr.  Mcllvaine  is  not  one  of  those 
astute  and  self-willed  adversaries  who  labor  most  assiduously,  with  Be- 
lial in  Milton,  to  '  make  the  worse  appear  the  better  cause.'  He  is  a 
shrewd  debater,  when  summoned  by  the  law  of  necessity  into  the  field 
of  polemical  strife ;  but  it  is  for  usefulness  and  not  display  that  he  puts 
the  harness  on.  The  unknown  and  unknowable  regions  of  metaphy- 
sics are  &r  firom  being  the  domains  he  is  most  accustomed  to  explore, 
or  the  sources  of  his  principal  strength.  He  draws  the  outlines  of  an 
argument  with  a  bold  and  free  hand,  and  can  invest  the  same  with 
ideas  as  recondite  as  the  acutest  abstractionist  may  demand ;  but  a  spi- 
rit hallows  his  speculations  of  a  loftier  origin  than  earth  affords,  ana  a 
nobler  end  is  in  view  than  mere  selfishness  is  wont  to  suggest.  Ad- 
dressing himself  devoutly  to  the  defence  of  doctrines  which  most 
vitally  relate  to  man's  temporal  and  eternal  welfare,  he  rises  above  the 
fiishions  of  the  age  and  the  low  ambitions  which  too  commonly  rule 
religious  leaders,  remembering  that,  even  among  men  divinely  inspired, 
he  who  was  at  once  the  greatest  and  most  deeply  learned,  preferred  to 
speak  five  words  to  edification  rather  than  to  speak  ten  thousand  in  an 
unknown  tongue.  *  To  grapple  vnth  principles  of  the  widest  span, 
without  requiring  so  much  as  a  momentary  repose  in  the  lap  of  mys- 
ticism, is  an  adnurable  power ;'  and  this,  we  think,  is  an  attribute  by 
which  the  theological  writings  of  Dr.  Mcllvaine  are  preeminently  cha- 
racterized.    It  is  this  trait  that  ever  tends  to 

^  Again  establish  Reason^s  legal  reign, 
G«iiti8  again  correct  with  science  rage, 
And  curb  luxuriant  Fancy^s  headlong  rage.* 

A  fine  piece  of  writing,  as  well  as  a  striking  exposition  of  what  tlii* 
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Bishop  desires  to  promote  in  the  ministry,  an  exceBence  wfaick  Imii- 
self  exemplifies,  is  the  preface  he  gaye  to  the  world  in  a  voihinie  of 
Melville's  sermons.  The  whole  of  it  is  valuable,  but  we  resret  that  we 
have  no  room  finr  even  a  portion  of  it.  Those  who  have  known  Um 
best  and  longest  believe  Uiat  Bishop  McDvaine  has  voluntarily  aban- 
doned the  chief  resource  of  his  popular  strength.  He  has  come  to  be 
a  severe  dialectician  and  firm  defender  of  the  creed  he  has  prafiasBed. 
But  it  was  not  as  a  logician  that  he  won  his  first  fiime.  Always  oon- 
sistent  as  a  Christian  and  discreet  as  a  preacher,  still  in  his  earlier  Am 
tliere  was  a  glow  of  emotion  and  splendor  of  ideal  beau^  in  bis  d»- 
courses  which  exceedingly  captivated  the  popular  heart  Periiapa  he 
saw  that  this  was  bearing  him  too  far  into  the  tempestaons  regions  of 
fanciful  declamation,  and  he  foreclosed  the  threatened  danger  by  dippng 
close  his  wings  and  throwing  away  fine  feathers  enoueh  to  make  tlfe  for- 
tune of  many  feebler  men.    Originally,  no  one  more  man  he  saw  and  filt 

*Thb  power,  the  beauty  and  the  m^eety 
That  nad  their  haniita  in  deQ  or  pinejr  momitaiii, 
Or  forest,  or  dow  stream,  or  pebbly  spriog, 
Or  chasms  and  watery  depths.' 

He  can  still  recall,  in  separate  forms  of  fancy,  these  more  ftscinating 
sources  of  inspiration ;  but,  in  the  matuiity  of  more  suhstantial  powers* 
lie  has  erown  quite  chary  of  their  use. 

Is  this  altogether  right  ?  Is  it  not  desirable  ever  to  possess  that  ve- 
hemence of  feeling  and  that  vivacity  of  imagination  which  will  prompt 
and  enable  one  not  merely  to  treat  a  popular  subject,  but  to  treat  an 
abstruse  subject,  popularly  ?  The  pre-requisites  to  this  capacity  are  a 
fertile  fincy  and  a  nch  memory,  as  well  as  that  ingenious  subtle^,  that 
profuse  and  prodigal  suggestiveness,  which  distinguished  the  old  Ens- 
lish  divines.  Hooker,  Taylor,  Barrow,  South,  and  others,  and  whico 
enabled  them  to  make  all  subjects  not  only  popular  but  irresistibly  in* 
terestine.  It  is  desirable,  when  possible,  that  the  poet's  imaginations 
the  logician's  art,  and  the  deep  reflection  of  the  philosopher,  should 
coalesce  in  every  minister  of  Christ.  The  best  order  of  intellect» 
armed  with  this  multifarious  acquisition,  works  all  the  better. 

Horace  Walpole  said  that  <  Butler  was  wafted  to  the  see  of  Durham 
on  a  cloud  of  metaphysics.'  This  may  be  a  successful  mode  of  pro- 
curing official  promotion,  but  it  certainly  does  not  constitute  the  best 
religious  food  for  the  common  people.  While  it  is  true,  however,  that 
miscellaneous  multitudes  should  not  have  '  strong  meat'  dealt  out  to 
them  perpetually,  it  is  equally  certain  that  they  cannot  long  subsist  on 
the  unsubstantial  prettinesses  and  enervating  odors  of  flowers.  Jeremy 
Taylor  has  been  called  the  '  Shakspeare  of  Divinity ;'  a  parallel  that 
requires  much  limitation.  He  had  great  merits,  undoulj^edly ;  but  a 
critic  very  justly  observes,  diat '  his  illustrations  are  almost  always  for 
ornament.  He  does  not  employ  a  simile  to  clench  his  argument ;  be 
does  not  make  even  his  fancy  logical ;  but  describes  and  paints  for  llie 
pleasure  of  the  picture.  His  similes,  so  delightful  in  the  reading,  must 
nave  been  intolerably  long  for  delivery.  JPublic  speaking  requires 
greater  compactness  of  mind  than  Taylor  possessed,  and  yet  we  hear 
of  his  wonderfol  success,  which  was  not  slightly  heightened  by  a  beau- 
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tiful  person,  a  ftu^  *  like  an  angel,'  and  an  elocution  that  ravished  all 
hearers  with  its  swelling  cadences  and  sweet  intonations.' 

Bishop  McBvaine  combines  in  himself  many  of  the  good  qualities  of 
his  great  predecessors,  and  avoids  many  of  dieir  faults.  So  true  is  it 
that  he  *  mows  all  qualities  with  a  learned  spirit,'  the  remark  once 
made  on  Daniel  Webster  may  with  justice  be  applied  to  him,  that '  he 
has  but  to  state  a  point  to  argue  it.'  He  is  evangelical  in  doctrine  and 
earnest  in  his  appeals  to  the  conscience  and  reason  of  mankind.  He 
believes  that '  Noming,  not  even  the  eloquence  of  creative  imagination, 
has  a  greater  hold  over  the  mind  of  men  than  the  exhibition  of  the 
erand  realities  of  revealed  truth  in  their  naked  elements,  as  they  came 
m>m  the  mind  of  Gon ;  and  when  this  is  done  with  clear  sight,  strong 
reahzaticm,  and  impassioned  conviction,  the  e£fect  cannot  but  be  power- 
ful' Habitually  does  he  practise  according  to  this  rule,  becai»e  he 
farther  believes  that,  if  true  to  the  Gospel  and  the  nature  of  man,  he 
win  thrill  all  mankind  in  every  coimtry  and  every  age.  He  makes  pos- 
terity his  auditors,  and  says,  with  Zeuxis,  *  In  atemitatem  pvngoJ 
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PAKT  TBS  rntsT. 

.  A  VAoaaTT  maiden  ■eat 
of  an  errand. 


T  It  now  some  sixteen  yean  agone, 

That  on  a  balmy  night  in  June 

A  summer  breeze,  with  odors  laden, 

Bof  e  away  a  q>irit  maiden 

To  that  innospitable  shore, 

Where  with  restless  wild  commotion 

Evermore 
Thefrocen  ocean 
Hnrleth  back  with  angry  roar 
DeBanoe  to  the  Imrid  ^ow 
That  resteih  upon  Hxcla's  brow : 
Thither  was  she,  in  pxmishm^it, 
A  messenger  from  Floea  sent 
lliither  shie  in  sorrow  went 
To  pluck,  if  she  might  find  it  there, 
One  beauteous  flower, 
Which  wizard  power  and  wizard  care 
Had  nourished  in  that  wintry  air 

For  many  a  year. 


PART  THE  8ECOKD. 

FivosTB  wliat  ehe  went 
for. 


Underneath  a  shelving  rode, 
Sheltered  from  the  storm's  attack, 
Struggling  up  through  moss  and  snow  ; 
There  condemned  for  aye  to  grow 
Unless  some  friendly  maiden  hand, 
Seeking  that  wild  wintry  land, 
Should  evade  the  wizard's  power, 
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Fluck  it  in  its  modest  bloom, 
And  restore  it  to  its  home  ; 
Without  or  sun,  or  rain,  or  dew, 
In  lonely  solitude  It  grow ; 
Opening  its  white  petals  fiiiir 
To  the  damp  and  ehflly  air. 
Which  ne'er  before 
Had  wooed  so  beauteous  a  flower. 
While  its  brilliantruhy  heut 
Sparkled  in  the  diamond  light 
Ck  thousand  crystals  snowy  white. 
Earnest  seeking,  there  she  found  it. 
Trembling  to  the  breeze  that  bore  her. 
As  if  its  full  heart  must  adore  her ; 
Cautious  plucked  it,  lest  a  stain 
On  its  bright  yesture  should  renudn ; 
In  her  golden  tresses  wound  it. 
On  her  swelling  bosom  bound  it ; 
Then  with  joyous  shout  awav, 
Retraoed  her  oourse  ere  brealc  of  day ! 


PART  TBB  TBIKS. 

A  couvTRT  residence, 
ncd  the  people  who  in- 
habit there. 


Far,  Hbt  away  in  the  sunny  south. 
Where  skies  are  bright  as  me  blush  of  youtb. 
Where  broad  savannahs  gently  waving 

Lend  their  flowers 
To  perfume  gales  firom  other  shoreS| 
There,  by  the  border  of  the  sea. 

Where  constantly 
Bright  waves  laving  the  pebbly  beach 

Break  in  soft  minstrelsy ; 
In  a  wild,  shady  nook. 
Near  where  a  running-brook 

Murmureth  ever : 
Where  no  intruding  sound  is  heard 

Save  song  of  bird. 
Or  leaf  that  by  me  wind  is  stirred. 
Where  foot  of  man  trod  never  ;  ^ 

There  on  a  green  enamelled  thnme 
With  Nature's  fiuiest  jewels  thrown. 
Clothed  in  garments  ridi  and  bright. 
Woven  from  the  rainbow's  light. 
Reclined  the  gk>rions  QuoenT 
While  around,  her  hundred  maids, 
Sported  in  the  everglades ; 
Each  with  each  in  l^nty  vicing  ; 
Each  some  flower  personifying, 
Which,  for  talisman,  with  care 
She  ever  wrcathM  m  her  hair  t 
Surely  no  &irer  scene 
Since  the  wide  world  began, 

Ever  hath  been. 


PART  TBI  POURTB. 

Tbs   maiden   retarai, 
and  her  reoeptiosL 


In  radiant  beauty  from  a&r, 
Like  a  shooting  sQvcrnrtar, 
Soon  the  erring  maiden  came. 
Laden  with  her  precious  gem ; 
With  one  wild,  nnging,  joyou*  shoot, 
She  held  theprioeleis  treasure  out : 
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Then  at  Flora's  feet  she  kneeled. 
Who  on  her  lips  forgiveness  sealed. 


Part  thb  fxtth. 

A  metamorpbote  wliich 
«ata  0-72  s. 


For  many  and  many  a  weary  year 

Had  that  bright  flower,  now  held  so  dear, 

Been  lost  to  that  fair  band ; 

And  as  now  with  trembling  hand 

To  her  throbbing  heart  she  pressed  it, 

Or  with  ardent  lips  caressed  it, 

She  washed  away  with  joyous  tears 

Each  sad  remembrance  of  those  years, 

And  then,  lest  wizard  power  or  witches'  charm 

Again  should  bring  the  treasure  harm. 

She  gave  her  high  command,  and  k> ! 

Instant  transformed  its  beauties  grow. 

And  straight  within  her  arms  instead 

She  pressed  a  beauteous  little  maid ! 


r  t. 


PART  TBB  nXTB. 

6p«ecb  of  axk  illastrious 
MTBonage  to  a  telect  au- 


T  WERE  a  lengthy  tale,  I  trow,  to  tell 
The  whole  that  on  that  night  befel ; 
But  this  be  sure  there  did  betide. 
And  many  curious  things  beside. 
That  Flora,  bending  o'er  her  low, 
Pressed  a  Mly  on  her  brow. 
Saying, '  Such  shall  ever  be 
Thy  unsullied  purity !' 
Then  took  a  moss-rose  from  her  zone. 
Which  with  glittering  dew-drops  shone  j 
^  Perhaps  some  honest  tongue,'  said  she, 
^  May  speak  too  loud  its  praise  of  thee  •, 
Then  these  mantling  blushes  auick 
Shall  tinge  the  velvet  of  thy  (meek ; 
And  thou  for  sign  perpetually 
Shalt  carry  in  £y  beaming  eye 
The  violet's  bloom,  for  modesty !' 


PART  THE   8BVBNTB. 

Annoxuxc«a  an  important 
ux.  and  eonclades  with  a 
.oastion  -which  apunctlli- 
OS  penon  might  cousider 
«rionaL 


Old  lime  has  sped  some  way,  I  ween, 

Since  these  curious  things  were  seen  ; 

And  still,  with  wit  and  joy  and  mirth, 

Hither  and  thither  on  the  earth 

That  litde  maiden  tarries, 

Still  those  talismans  of  youth. 

Fair  Modesty  and  earnest  Truth, 

She  with  her  carries ! 

Graceful  as  the  Naiad  Queen, 

Or  the  Evening  Zephyr,  when 

Of  summer  leaves  her  harp-strings  making, 

Her  balmy  breath  their  strains  awaking, 

She  o'er  the  lake  at  easiest  leisure, 

Tripping  slow  to  softest  measure. 

Joins  the  lingering  moonbeams,  glamnng 

O'er  the  polished  surface,  dancing 

With  water-nymphs  in  airy  ring, 

To  her  own  sweet  music's  murmuring  I 

Can*st  thou  tell  me  certainly 

Who  this  little  maid  may  be, 

Oh!  Miss'NKLLAC ? 
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Harriet:  a   Canzonet, 


[Febniaxy. 


HARRIET: 


CANZONET. 


BT     OBOBaXAVA     IC     •TKBt. 


What  was  that  Dan  Cupid  said, 
(Tcaaing  foo  of  gods  and  men !) 

When  he  furnished  forth  a  maid  ? 
Bent  on  mischief  was  he  then — 

IIarribt!  Harriet! 

Gaily  glanced  her  laughing  eye, 
Dan<^  her  footsteps  light  and  firee, 

Eyes  as  blue  as  summer  skies, 
Heart  than  step  more  full  of  glee : 

Furnished  thus  with  weapons  fit, 
What  of  heart  of  man  said  he  ? 

'  Harry  it !  Harrt  it !' 


What  was  that  Dan  Cono  Mid, 
(Teasing  foe  of  gods  and  nMn  I) 

Eying  arch  the  laagbiiiff  maidl 
Poising  arrow  even  taen, 

HarriitI  HABftirr! 

^  Merry  maiden,  lan^  to-dmr. 
Wreathe  thy  rosy  lipa  wim  nuki ; 

Dimpled  cheek  nor  boeom  gay 
Shall  defend  thee  firam  my  wiks.' 

Then  he  breathed  a  whiqiered  threat : 
What  did  then  Dan  Cuhd  aayf 

'  Harrt  yet!  Habkt  yeti' 


M  A  Y-D  AY     REVELS. 


A    STRAY     LIAP    PROM    THE    HANUaCRIPT    DIART    OP    AH    OLD    BACHILOR. 


BT    A   XBW  OOKTBIBUTOR. 


Do  n't  your  thoughts  in  mid-winter,  Mr.  E^NiCKERBOCKEBy  by  the 
simple  force  of  contrast,  sometimes  go  back  to  spring  and  summer,  and 
bring  up  before  your  mind's  eye  scenes  as  different  as  possible  firom 
those  at  the  time  around  you  ^  Mine  do,  I  confess ;  and  although  the 
snow  is  now  on  the  ground,  and  I  have  had  to-day  my  first  taste  of  sleigh- 
ing, all  alone,  yet  my  mind  has  this  evening  '  gone  a-Maying ;'  and  here 
is  the  result.    *  Presto !'  —  and  it  is  May ! 

May,  at  last ;  long  looked  ibr  by  sanguine  young  hearts,  and  partly 
dreaded,  partly  welcome  to  us  older  folk.  Every  one  knows  that  quiet 
is  to  an  old  bachelor  the  Tie  plus  ultra  of  life ;  but  I  have  only  enjoyed 
it  by  snatches,  owing  to  a  bevy  of  young  relatives,  and  a  troop  of  old 
fiiends,  who  arc  constantly  invading  my  privacy,  and  advising  me  to 
marry.  Having  a  good  income,  I  retire^l  from  business  at  tlurty,  and 
applied  myself  to  agriculture  and  study.  I  erected  a  snug  cottage  of 
the  *  Elizabethan  style'  as  it  is  termed,  in  the  very  wilderness ;  that  is, 
forty  miles  from  any  town,  on  a  small  branch  of  one  of  our  noUeat 
streams,  with  no  neighbor  within  ten  miles,  save  an  industrious  squatter. 
To  this  place  I  removed  my  books,  my  simplest  furniture,  and  my  rare 
shrubs,  plants  and  annual  flowers.  A  lawn  sloped  from  the  porch  to 
the  river,  a  river  that  had  never  been  desecrated  by  aught  save  the  In- 
dian's canoe,  until  I  launched  my  light  shallop  upon  it. 
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Here  for  a  few  months  I  indulged  my  taste  for  soliloquy  and  quiet ; 
but  one  sunny  day  in  autumn,  my  narum-scarum  nephew,  Tom  Kattle* 
&st,  aHghtedy  ^un  in  hand  on  the  porch ;  and  as  he  entered  the  door. 
Quiet  slipped  out  on  a  two  months'  furlough ;  at  the  expiration  of 
which  time  my  nephew  also  departed,  to  the  great  joy  not  only  of  his 
uncle,  but  of  all  the  quails,  partridges,  and  deer  on  the  demesne.  The 
short-eigbted  bore,  not  content  with  this,  gave  such  a  flourishing  account 
of  affiurs  at '  The  Lodge,'  as  he  styled  my  place,  that  a  certam  misan- 
thropic bachelor,  with  a  plethoric  purse,  was  induced  to  reconnoitre  our 
surroundings,  and  plant  a  rival  lodge  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  me ! 
For  a  long  time  I  was  sorely  afflicted  with  *  the  blues ;'  for  I  could  not  go 
to  the  window  without  seeing  the  smoke  of  my  neighbor's  chimney  rising 
up  in  fantastic  gyrations  from  amidst  the  tall  trees  under  whose  branches 
I  had  had  some  of  my  most  delightful  soliloquies.  I  had  mentally  vowed 
to  check  every  approach  on  his  part  to  an  acquaintance ;  but  my  foars 
were  needless.  He  was  as  shy  as  myself,  and  we  had  been  neighbors 
upward  of  a  year  before  accident  revealed  to  'me  that  his  sister  kept 
bouse  for  him. 

The  third  summer  of  my  residence  here,  a  new  neighbor,  with  a  house 
full  of  voung  people,  planted  himself  on  my  left ;  and  the  arrival  of  a 
bevy  of  cousins,  nieces,  and  nephews,  Aill  of  curiosity  to  see  <  Uncle's 
Lodge,'  made  me  acquainted  with  my  new  neighbors,  and  banished  for- 
ever the  quiet  I  had  so  longed  for.  At  the  period  therefore  to  which  I 
allude,  at  the  commencement  of  this  page  of  my  diary,  I  had  settled 
down  into  a  good-natured  imcle,  who  allowed  himself  to  be  teased,  coaxed 
and  worried  for  six  months  in  the  year,  with  a  hope  of  peace  for  the 
next  six. 

Among  other  fantastic  notions,  my  nephew  Tom  had  a  passion  for 
reviving  old  customs,  and  this  year  he  had  induced  me  to  consent  to 
keeping  the  first  of  May  after  the  good  old  fashion.  The  squatter's 
children  were  now  grown ;  and  these  youngsters,  with  my  lefl-hand 
nei^bor's,  and  rattle-pates  from  New- York,  formed  quite  a  party,  all 
agog  with  the  idea  of  '  keeping  May.'  Some  old  folks  foimd  tneir  way 
to  the  lodge  as  spectators  and  guardians ;  so  that,  as  you  may  conceive, 
I  had  a  rare  time  of  it  I  was  hunted,  Sir,  like  a  badger,  from  every 
hiding-place ! 

Such  a  littering  of  divers-colored  bits  of  muslin  and  tissue-paper  was 
never  seen  in  these  parts  before  !  A  tall  sapling,  with  a  crown  of  leaves, 
was  planted  in  a  meadow  hard  by,  and  a  tent  pitched  for  the  old  folks 
to  gaze  from  under ;  and  a  long  table  of  pine  boards  was  placed  at  a 
convenient  distance,  with  a  raised  seat  for  the  Queen.  I  went  out  the 
last  dav  of  April  to  survey  the  preparations,  and  returned  with  my  wide 
shoes  lull  of  insects ;  for  this  was  an  unusually  forward  season. 

Most  of  my  guests  passed  a  sleepless  night,  and  ccune  down  late  in 
full  dress,  without  any  appetite  for  breakfast.  The  two  Lawlers  soon 
arrived.  Araminta  had  passed  the  Rubicon,  yet  called  herself  a  '  diild 
of  Nature.'  I  do  n't  like  these  children  of  Nature !  They  are  the  most 
unnatural  ofi&pring  a  parent  was  ever  cursed  with.  That 's  my  opinion, 
at  least ;  yes,  and  my  experience,  too !  Araminta  wore  her  yellow  hair  in 
dishevelled  masses,  thinking  it  a  sin  to  confine  it  with  comb  and  braid. 
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She  had  a  great  many  little  airs  and  graces,  and  looked  ap  in  your  fiu» 
with  an  aspect  meant  to  be  artless,  which  fell  short  of  me  znaik,  and 
was  only  ridiculous.  Pig-eyes  and  yellow  locks  don't  aooard  weD 
with  the  Madonna  air !  She  hinted  a  right  to  the  queenahip ;  where- 
upon Tom  averred,  with  a  polite  bow,  that  she  had  a  claim,  inasmoch 
as  he  believed  that  she  was  the  oldest  inhabitant ;  but  the  vote  had  fiHen 
upon  Miss  Stacey,  and  he  dared  not  interfere  with  the  right  of  suffrage. 

Lavinia,  the  second  daughter  of  the  squatter,  was  a  hoyden,  and  woro 
yellow  glass  beads,  brass  nngs,  and  mcunmoth  figures  in  her  dresBea. 

Miss  Stacey,  my  neighbor's  eldest  daughter,  was  a  stately  beantj. 
She  looked  well  in  her  queenly  robes,  and  was  tastefully  arrayed. 

We  proceeded  to  the  grounds.  The  old  people  were  packed  in  die 
tent,  and  as  bachelors  are  always  youne  until  they  die  of  old  age»  I 
joined  the  circle,  and  linking  hands  with  Miss  Lavinia,  capered  as  nlmbhf 
as  any  of  them  for  a  while ;  but  that  dull  bumpkin,  Bill  Lawler,  set  fav 
nail-studded  heel  flat  upon  mv  worst  toe,  and  sent  me  howling  to  die 
tent,  where  I  found  a  group  of  sympathizing  faces.  Mrs.  Lawler  was 
pale  with  sitting  so  long  in  one  posture ;  and  Mr.  Lawler  averred  that 
'  a  board  on  two  barrels  was  the  most  unsteady  seat  he  ever  tried  to  sit 
upon  before.'  As  he  spoke,  a  loud  cry  sent  us  tumultuously  to  die 
ling,  where  wo  found  the  Queen  unroyally  stretched  upon  the  grass, 
liaving  fainted  after  placing  her  foot  on  a  garter-snake ! 

Our  attention  was  called  fi*om  the  Queen  to  a  hubbub  in  the  tent 
It  appeared  that  when  heavy  Mr.  Lawler  started  to  the  Queen's  aid, 
the  restless  barrels  leaped  down  the  slope  upon  which  the  tent  stood, 
and  pitched  the  matrons  right  and  left,  m  a  confused  heap,  while  die 
tent  trembled  and  threatened  to  follow  the  barrels.  With  some  diffi- 
culty the  gentlemen  '  snaked'  out  their  wives,  while  graceless  Tom  Ral- 
tlefast  stood  choking  with  suppressed  laughter. 

The  dames  started  for  home  indignantly,  malgr6  the  entreaties  of 
Tom,  who  promised  full  indemnification  for  injuries  received.  My 
Aunt  Tabby  was  especially  anxious  to  return ;  and  Mr.  Lawler  con- 
fided to  me  that  she  told  his  wife  that  she  had  been  suffering  all  die 
time  with  a  May-bug  in  her  stocking.  I  escorted  these  ladies  home, 
and  retiuned  to  the  May-pole.  The  Queen  had  revived,  and  was  try- 
ing to  act  her  part  in  grass-stained  garments.  The  collation  was  served 
early,  for  the  Queen's  mishap  had  discomforted  her  attendants.  I 
secretly  picked  a  spider  out  of^the  cream,  and  passed  it  around — die 
cream,  I  mean,  not  tlie  spider.  The  viands  were  really  tempting,  and 
we  began  to  be  comfortable,  when  all  at  once  a  furious  bellow  started 
several  to  their  feet  Up  the  meadow,  with  two  dogs  behind  him, 
came  an  enraged  and  unexpected  guest,  onward  to  the  collation.  '  Mad 
bull !'  cried  aJl  at  the  same  instant ;  and  such  a  scampering  was  never 
seen  before  !  Tissue  rosettes  and  floating  scar&  were  fi>rffotten.  AD 
rushed  for  the  stone-fence,  each  for  himself  and  none  for  his  neigfabor. 
A-la-mode  beef  was  nothing  to  that  living  mass  tearing  up  the  sward 
with  furious  hoofs.  What  were  ices  to  the  screamers,  leaping  over 
benches  and  through  thorny  bushes !  The  queen  abdicated  m  favor  of 
the  bull,  and  fearless  of  garter-snakes  and  scratches,  rushed  dirougb  the 
wild  rose-bushes,  and  left  her  tin  sceptre  among  them. 
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Onward  came  the  buH,  stopping  but  a  moment  to  wreak  his  vengeance 
upon  the  May-pole,  which  he  levelled  with  the  ground.  The  party  had 
just  placed  the  fence  between  them  and  his  rage,  when  a  Airious  crash 
proclaimed  the  fate  of  the  collation ;  yet  no  one  dared  look  behind  him 
lest  he  should  see  the  monster  leaping  over  a  fence  after  him !  At  last 
we  reached  a  bam,  and  '  pitched  mto  it'  with  pell-mell  rapidity.  The 
door  was  pulled  to,  and  we  peeped  at  the  animal  through  the  crevices. 
We  were  scarcely  within  this  friendly  shelter,  when  the  enemy  came 
up,  lashing  his  sides  furiously  with  his  tail.  The  dogs  had  hdted  at 
die  collation ;  so  the  bull,  finding  himself  *  let  up'  a  little,  gradually 
cooled ;  and  afiier  two  anxious  hours  we  saw  him  ffo  lowing  plaintively 
down  the  meadow.  Then  we  *  left'  for  home ;  and  thus  ended  our  May 
revels. 

Not  a  whole  dish  was  found  on  the  field.  The  ices  had  melted,  and 
the  dogs  had  devoured  everything  else.  As  for  Tom,  he  kept  up  his 
spirits  to  the  last ;  but  he  does  not  hesitate  to  declare  that '  svch  revels 
are  only  fit  for  John  Bull  !'  Bbavclirc 


WINTER       FLOWERS. 

I  'ye  not  the  heart  to  cut  them  down ! 

These  dry  and  dusty  flowers. 
That  epring  and  summer  smiled  upon, 

And  fed  with  dews  and  showers : 
I  know  they  're  dead  ;  their  leaves  have  flown, 

Thenr  stalks  are  crisp  and  brown ; 
Tet  ihey  may  stand  tiil  winter 's  gone — 

I  camiot  cut  them  down ! 

I  've  not  the  heart  to  cut  them  down ! 

For  during  summer's  heat. 
While  pent  within  the  sultry  town, 

They  sprang  up  round  my  feet : 
They  looked  up  in  my  DEUse  and  smiled, 

And  comforted  my  soul, 
So  that  I,  like  a  chastened  child, 
.  Endured  my  daily  dole. 

I  Ve  not  the  heart  to  cut  them  down  \ 

THkey  were  my  carden's  pride. 
And  when  the  buds  were  fdlly  blown 

Their  fragrance  wandered  wide. 
And  freely  entered  at  my  door 

Below,  around,  above, 
Till  from  the  ceiling  to  the  floor 

The  house  was  sweet  with  love ! 

I  've  not  the  heart  to  cut  them  down ! 

It  maybe  they  will  fall 
When  Winter  casts  his  heavy  crown 

Of  snow  upon  them  all : 
Tet  let  them  stand  till  Spring  shall  lay 

Her  blessmg  on  the  eurth, 
Then  gently  ^oeai  the  dead  away, 

While  kindred  flowers  have  birth !  t.  v. 
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song:    the    minut  e-m  a  n. 


8T  TH«  'PSASAVT   BABO.* 


It  was  on  the  banks  of  Hoosic,  a  qniet  Indian  stream, 
Where  it  wraps  a  lonely  yalley  with  romance  like  a  dream ; 
It  was  in  the  Tale  of  Hoosic,  a  fiither  and  hk  son 
Were  dwelling  on  the  day  before  the  day  at  Bennington. 


II. 


Along  the  riyer  stretching  was  qpread  a  fertile  plmn ; 
There  son  and  sire  were  thmsting  in  the  hook  amidst  the  gnin; 
While  near  at  hand  their  cottage  stood  half  hidden  from  the  aij^ 
By  trees  that  wooed  the  birds  by  day,  and  sheltered  them  by  id^it 


xzz. 


The  good  wife  pHed  her  needle  within  the  cottage  dow ; 
Her  babe  the  cat  was  watching,  catching  flies  upon  the  floor ; 
It  was  a  sweet  domestic  scene,  sweet  both  to  sire  and  son, 
That  blessed  them  on  the  day  before  the  day  at  Bennington. 


!▼. 


When  suddenly,  and  yiaon-like,  before  them  ihsn  appeared 
A  form  of  soldier-bearing,  full  of  martial  presence  remd ; 
He  was  dad  in  r^rimentals,  a  sword  was  at  bis  side, 
The  &ther  heard  his  errand,  and  he  laid  his  hook 


▼. 


Then  toward  the  cottage  went  the  sire,  with  calm  determined  air, 
And  took  from  o'er  the  mantle-tree  his  gun  that  rested  there ; 
*  Farewell !  fiircwell,  dear  wife  1'  sfud  he, '  fiirewdl,  my  chfldien  devl 
My  country  calls  aloud  for  me — I  may  not  linger  here  I 


▼I. 


'  Weep  not  for  me,  to  break  mine  heart;'  he  spoke  like  ninted  Pavl  ; 
'  Behold  I  leave  you,  knowing  not  what  thing  snaU  me  befidl ;' 
My  life  is  staked  for  Libbety  ;  in  after  years,  mv  son, 
Remember  this,  the  day  before  the  day  at  Benmngton !' 


▼XX. 


That  son  is  now  an  aged  man ;  his  head  is  silvered  o'er ; 
He  tills  the  same  plimtation  that  his  fether  tilled  before : 
And  lessons  many  has  he  read  in  life's  historic  page ; 
IliB  words  are  of  sound  import  •—  his  wisdom  t£at  of  age. 


▼IM, 


He 's  a  lover  too  of  Libbrtt,  and  to  his  chUdren  tells 
This  reason  why  that  love  so  strong  within  his  bosom  dwelb : 
*  Last  time  I  saw  mv  sire  alive  was  when  he  took  his  gnn. 
And  left  us  on  the  day  before  the  day  at  Bennington  I' 
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Ann  BoLxm:  ▲  Teaobdt.   By  Gborob  H.  Boxbk,  Author  of  'Galaynoe,'  etc   Philadelphia: 
A-Haet. 

Ths  writer  of  a  tragedy  asBiimes  a  perflotiB  office.  The  pnblio  are  ready  to  charge 
hhn  with  undue '  assiimptioii,' '  temerity,'  or  other  the  like  invidious  distinctions.  The 
author  comes  before  us  in  the  most  delicate  of  all  positions ;  that  of  self-established 
monitor  and  moral  agitator*  The  cause  of  this  is  found  in  the  subject  itself.  Tragedy 
has  to  do  with  the  higher  elements  of  our  being,  and  the  writer  of  it  stands  ex  officio 
in  a  superior  relation.  We  owe  to  his  calling  the  reverence  due  to  the  bench,  to  the 
pulpit,  to  government ;  and  wbSio  we  are  free  to  criticise  the  individual  in  the  dis- 
charge of  these  important  offices,  we  never  lose  respect  for  the  office  itself.  But  the 
judge,  the  priest  and  the  ruler  are  not  self-constituted ;  the  tragic  writer  is.  It  is 
this  which  makes  his  pomtion,  as  we  have  said,  a  delicate  one ;  gaining  for  him  in- 
deed a  signal  tnumph  if  successful,  but  too  often  procuring  undeserved  sneers  for  his 
Suhnre,  and  unsparing  ridicule  for  what  is  termed  his  '  egregious  arrogance.' 

Mr.  BoKSR  has  written  two  tragedies.  Of  his  '•Cdlaynos*  we  have  already  spoken, 
[ts  adi^tation  to  the  stage  has  been  practically  tested  in  England,  and  the  experiment 
proved  all  that  its  friends  claimed  for  it  In  ^Anne  BoUyn*  he  had  a  more  difficult 
task  to  perform.  We  confess  we  took  up  the  volume  not  Txdthout  misgivings.  The 
nibjeet  was  loftier  in  its  tone,  and  to  cope  with  it,  his  Muse  must  essay  a  bolder  6ight. 
Beside,  the  author  had  mainly  to  depend  upon  the  single  tragic  idea  contained  in  the 
developement  of  the  historical  event ;  while,  aside  from  this,  there  was  in  the  times, 
when  compared  with  previous  reigns,  a  tameness  not  at  all  calculated  to  support  the 
main  incident.  There  was  room  then  for  a  result  which  should  reach  fiir  beyond  or- 
dinary success,  and  for  a  ftilure  which  should  at  least  be  held  an  excusable  one.  Mr. 
BoxBa,  in  our  judgment,  has  compassed  the  former. 

The  condunon  of  Shakspeare's  ^Henry  the  Eighth'*  leaves  the  King  enamoured 
with  his  new  Queen,  and  the  curtain  fialls  upon  the  happy  birth  of  Elizabeth.  Here 
Mr.  BoKER  takes  up  the  history  •,  the  tragedy  of  Anne  Boletn  commencing  where 
that  of  Henrt  concludes.  The  character  of  the  Queen  is  sustained  with  great  ex- 
oeflence  and  power.  The  difficulty  of  portraying  the  triumph  of  an  in&mous  prince 
ind  his  paramour  over  injured  but  unresisting  innocence,  and  at  the  same  time  pre- 
serving in  the  mind  of  the  reader  a  oonsoionsness  of  ultimate  justice,  must  occur  even 
to  the  casual  critic.  The  noblest  element  of  tragedy  is  developed  by  the  exhibition  of 
i  lofty  endurance — sustained  by  fiuth,  not  stoicism — under  oppression,  suffering, 
alamity,  death.    Judging  the  author  of  ^  Annb  Bolbyn'  by  this  rule,  we  say  that  he 
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has  produced  a  play  of  the  highest  tragic  power.  We  are  first  moved  by  the  ImM 
suspicions  of  the  Queen,  and  her  fruitless  re8oluti<Hi  not  to  yi^  to  than ;  'then  ire 
are  subdued  by  the  touching  pathos  of  the  soene  when,  for  the  time  bong,  she  wiw 
again  the  Kino  to  her.  In  short,  we  are  carried  on,  as  the  play  adTsnoes,  imtil  we 
ourselves  are  moulded  to  the  feelings  which  she  exhibits.  Now  manifestiiig  a  jvit 
pride,  tlien  relapsing  into  tenderness,  tortured  by  conflicting  emotiaEUi,  she  at  hit 
comes  forth,  as  if  purified  by  fire,  suBTering  but  patient,  wronged  but  forgiring,  o- 
righteously  condemned  to  death,  yet  exhibiting  a  meek  &ith  and  a  ohrirtian  duritjr. 
It  is  here  that  Mr.  Boker  has  attained  the  highest  scope  of  tragedy ;  which  ia,  to  vin- 
dicate the  divine  origin  of  the  soul,- and  to  show  that  all  the  misfortuiea  of  hnimmtr 
are  to  be  endured  in  prospect  of  a  brighter  future. 

The  several  dramatis  persoiuB  in  *  Anne.  Bolbtn'  sustun  themselTeB  with  cndiL 
The  character  of  the  King  is  depicted  throughout  with  great  disoriminotioii.  Thtid 
Jane  Seymour,  though  not  ministering  so  much  to  the  dramatio  effect  of  tbs  piece, 
is  drawn  naturally  and  with  skill.  Thomas  Wtatt  is  a  poet  and  a  gentlemaii  after 
our  own  heart :  he  is  admirably  painted.  We  can  almost  forgive  a  mnhltiide  of  mm 
in  bluff  King  Harry,  when  we  hear  him  exclaim : 

i  Wtatt  shall  not  die! 
InmvwideroalmareherdBofooiirtiera,  • 

Knighta  and  viaoounta  and  ffaUant  genttemen ; 
There  *b  but  one  Wtatt  !    Wtatt  ahall  not  die  T 

We  proceed  to  fortify  the  opinions  we  have  expressed,  by  some  extraots  from  the 
work.  The  first  is  a  part  of  the  Queen's  soliloquy  when  aroused  to  a  aenae  of  pos- 
sible danger : 

QVCIN  AMNB. 

i  What  means  this  heavy  feeling  at  my  heart  T 
What  means  the  Kiho  by  this  unwonted  ooldneei  T 
What  means  my  uncle  bv  his  insolenoe? 
Whv  stood  the  Kino  with  an  approving  iinilet 
And  heard  my  most  unnatural  enemy 
Oflbr  reproof  in  semblance  of  advice  t 
I  have  aoea  the  time— ay,  not  a  month  ago— 
When,  in  the  ftiry  of  his  lion  mood, 
He  ^d  brained  the  scoffer  with  his  royal  hand ! 
But  times  have  changed— ah  I  have  they  changed  indeed  f 
Has  my  life  passed  the  zenith  of  its  g^ory  T 
Must  I  make  ready  for  the  gathering  chMufai 
That  dog  the  pathway  of  a  setting  sun  f 
Well,  let  them  come  I  —the  blaie  of  my  deoUne 
Shall  turn  to  gold  the  dull  enshrouding  mtats, 
And  show  the  world  a  spectacle  more  nand 
Than  the  young  splendor  in  which  flnt  I  rote.* 

The  next  extract  is  fi-om  the  scene  in  which  the  Kino,  after  vindioatmg  Jaki  8ir- 
MouR,  leads  her  off,  leaving  the  Queen  alone : 

QUBBH  AHMB. 

*  Ob,  God  !  oh,  God  I    The  Km o — Nay.  UarrTi  HAftftT, 
Comeback;  i  will— oh,  killing  agony  I 
b  there  no  pity  in  the  heart  of  man  I 
nead  for  me,  girl— he  loves  yon— plead  tv  met 
I  am  his  wife,  your  Qubbh,  your  lovtag  miitren : 
I  will  f(Hgive  vou ;  I  will  cherish  you ; 
1*11  love  you  dearer  than  mv  dearest  flrtend. 
Gone,  gone  forever  I    Said  he  not  forever  t 
Kind  Heaven,  have  mercy  on  my  fbeMsness ! 
If  this  is  trial  of  my  streiufth,  I  yield; 
I  do  omfess  my  utter  helpIeBBneeB; 
I  bow  me  prortrate,  a  poor  nervelesi  womaa- 
Aqueennomorer 

Suddenly  but  naturally  changing  her  tone,  she  imprecatea  rengeuoe  oq  JaffESfT* 
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HOUR  and  her  iMue,  bat  cannot  invoke  a  otirse  upon  her  husband  :  him  she  blesses. 
Tlie  following  most  tonchingly  exhibits  the  despair  of  a  forsaken  heart : 

*  Thkkb  is  no  tiine  to  one  witboiU  a  hope : 
Hopes  are  the  flngen  on  life's  changing  dislf 
That  flnt  betray  to  ns  the  passing  hours, 
Ere  the  great  bell  may  Bommon  us  away. 
AH  blanic  and  meaningless  is  life  to  me ; 
I  have  no  future ;  one  eternal  present, 
Bayleas  ss  La{dand  winter,  wraps  my  soul ; 
One  oesseless  wrongs  sllbrding  out  one  sense 
Of  cruellest  sgony,  roskes  up  my  life, 
Stretching  flrom  day  to  day  i  ts  sole  event. 
What  if  the  sun  srise?  what  if  the  hurk 
Put  on  the  g^ry  q{  his  morning  song? 
What  if  the  flowers  perk  up  their  loaded  heads. 
And  swinff  their  incense  down  the  thirsting  gale  ? 
What  if  the  frame  of  this  whole  universe 
Warm  in  the  g^w  and  Join  the  matin  hymn  ? 
There  is  no  mcNn  to  me  T 

We  dose  with  a  portion  of  the  scene  where  the  Queen  for  tho  moment  succeeds 
in  winning  back  the  Kino  by  recalling  the  happy  days  when  ho  wooed  ^  the  Boleyn.' 
We  believe  it  to  be  unsurpassed  by  any  modem  writer  of  tragedy.  ^  Enter  Queen 
Anns,  behind :' 

qUBIll  ▲NHS. 

^HsmrtI 

kiho  bbhst. 

^Wss  that  a  spirit? 

QUBBN  ANKK. 


« Husband  — Kino! 


UNO  HBMRT. 


*  How  came  yon  here  f   I  had  left  strict  conmiand 
That  no  one  should  disturb  my  privacy. 

Have  you  again  been  tampering  with  my  knaves? 

QVBBM  ANNS. 

*  I  came  by  a  smsll  pssesge,  if  forgot 

^  vou,  my  liege,  still  to  my  memory  desr, 
Made  by  yoursdl,  in  that  once  happy  time, 
When,  unobserved,  you  came  to  woo  *■  the  Bolitn/ 
Is  (here  no  secret  pssssge — you  can  tell — 
lluoagh  which  so  poor  a  cme  as  I  may  creep 
Back  to  your  heart,  and  see  again  the  fiice 
Of  hidden  k>ve  ?    O,  Sir  I  it  must  be  rough 
Andsnisll,and  frigfatftil  to  a  valiant  gaze, 
ButlwiUtemptttl 

KIRO  BIRRY. 

^There  is  none  for  you : 
Tour  pride  and  haughtiness  and  stubborn  will 
Are  su  too  big  fbr  k>ve*s  slight  pssssges. 
Now,  by  my  nithi  I  sm  indeed  amazed 
To  hear  you  pleading  in  this  gentle  tone! 
Have  you  foigot  your  chsraeter  f 

We  are  compelled  to  omit  a  part  of  the  scene;  we  quote  from  the  same  intenriew, 
howerer,  leaving  oat  some  two  or  three  pages  of  the  dialogue  : 

QCBKM  ANini. 

<  O,  Hbnrt  !  you  have  changed  . 
From  that  true  Hkhrt  who,  in  by-gone  days, 
Rode  with  the  hurry  of  a  northern  gale 
Towrrd  Hever*s  heights,  and  ere  the  park  was  gained 
Msde  the  glad  air  a  messenger  of  love, 

Smany  a  blast  upon  your  hunting-horn  I 
ve  you  forgotten  that  old  oaken  room, 
Fearftil  with  portraits  of  my  burled  race, 
Where  I  reoMved  you,  panttaig  fhmi  your  horse, 
As  braathlesB,  from'  my  dumb  excess  of  Joy, 
As  you  with  hasty  travel?    Do  you  think 
or  our  sweet  meetinipi  ^nesth  the  gkMmy  yews 
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Of  SopweU  naiinary,  when  fhe  \mpas  day 

That  mmde  me  yonra  seemed  lingenng  ae  it  ouMy 

More  Blowhr  moTing  as  U  nearar  drew  t 

How  you  chid  Time,  and  vowed  the  hoaiy  knave 

Might  marts:  each  aeooiid  of  hia  hocolage 

With  dying  noana  flrom  thoae  yon  fiheririiad  moat, 

So  he  woolahaateii T 

KZRO  BBMRT. 

*  Ankk,  that  was  yoal 
Have  you  forgotten  my  ear^tonning  laogli 
At  your  quaint  figure  of  Tlm^^s  human  docii» 
Whose  every  beat  a  soul^s  flight  regliteradf 

QUBBN  AMMB. 

'  God  bless  you,  HsmiT !    {Emhraua  him,) 

KINO  HBNRT. 

'Pidiawl  why  toadi  io  deep t 
These  softening  memories  of  our  early  lOTe 
Ck>me  o'er  me  Tike  my  childliood. 

QUBBN  AXNB. 

'Love  be  praised, 
That  with  such  pure  reflections  couples  met 
Be  steadfiiBt,  IIbnrt. 

KINO  BBNRT. 

*  Fter  not :  love  is  poor 
Tliat  seals  not  compacts  with  the  stamp  of  raith. 

QUBBN  ANMX. 

*•  My  stay  is  trespass.    We  will  meet  anon. 
Love  needs  no  counsel  in  Itis  little  realm.'    (Aa^racet  Me,  cad  axA.) 

If  this  brief  notice  shall  have  the  eflfect  to  call  the  attention  of  the  readen  of  dw 
Knickbrbocker  to  ^Anne  BoUyn^  we  shall  be  found  to  have  perfisrmed  Ibr  them  n 
acceptable  service. 


Thb  Otber  Sidb  :  or  Notbs  for  thb  History  op  thb  War  bbtwbbm  Mbrioo  abb  m 
United  States  :  written  in  Mexico.  Translated  fh>m  the  Spanidi,  and  edited  with  Nolea.  If 
Albert  C.  Ramset*  Colonel  of  the  Eleventh  United  States'  Infknbry.  Tn  one  volume.  Fp.w 
New-Yoric:  John  Wiley. 


If  our  readers  have  not  already  '  sapped  full  of  horrors'  from  the  varioui 
which  have  appeared,  descriptive  of  the  late  war  with  Mexico,  we  oommeind  them  to 
a  perusal  of  the  volume  under  notice.  It  is  the  Mexican  side  of  the  story,  and  b 
certainly  set  forth  with  great  vividness.  The  editor  claims,  and  we  hava  no  dmbt 
with  justice,  to  have  faithfully  translated  the  story  of  the  Mezicui  gendemen  wlia  0i 
the  authors  of  the  work,  precisely  as  they  have  tdd  it.  We  rise  from  its  perual  wtt 
a  higher  reepect  for  the  bravery  and  bearing  of  the  Mexioan  oharaeter  than  wa  lata 
hitherto  been  accustomed  to  entertain.  It  is  almost  heart-rending  to  read  tha  nfaato 
accounts  of  the  effect  produced,  in  the  different  engagements,  by  the  deadly  fira  of 
the  American  artillery.  ^  The  horrors  and  ravages  of  war,'  the  translator  wcB  ob- 
serves, ^  are  portrayed  in  this  with  a  vividness  which  our  style  of  compoaitki 
allows.  The  peculiar  delicacy  of  feeling,  and  the  refined  sensiUHty,  so  deeidadjy  I 
nine  in  the  Mexican  character,  have  given  them  a  preSminenoe  over  oUuta  in  ftb 
species  of  delineation.'  We  remember  reading  at  the  time  of  the  sanendflr  of  BDon- 
tcrcy  by  Aupudia,  that  before  signing  the  articlee  of  capitulation,  he  ooDsomed  awUa 
hour,  holding  the  pen  fifteen  minutes  at  a  time  in  his  hand,  mental  agony  tba  wUle 
depicted  in  his  countenance,  and  the  perspiration  rolling  in  big  dropa  from  Ina 
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Thx  Birds  or  ARisTOPHAtris :  with  Notbi  and  ▲  Mbtrical  Table.  By  C.  C.  Fkltoh,  Eliot 
ProfeeeKH'  of  Greek  Literature  in  Harrard  Ck>Uege.  In  one  Tolume.  pp.  2S8.  Cambridge :  John 
Bajitlxtt^ 

We  are  glad  to  weloome  a  Yolnme  which  aimB  to  throw  light  upon  the  productions 
of  classical  antiquity.  Whatever  may  be  stud  of  the  comparative  advantages  of  a  lib- 
eral education  over  one  more  purely  practical,  it  is  undeniable  that  in  certain  depart- 
ments the  ancients  are  unapproachable  by  the  modems.  Is  it  not,  at  any  rate, 
desirable  to  form  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  that  wherein  our  inferiority  is  ad- 
mitted by  a  kind  of  universal  consent  1  Under  this  head  may  be  ranked  the  ^  Tragedy' 
and  *  Old  Comedy'  of  the  Greeks.  Of  the  latter,  the  works  of  but  one  writer  have 
been  preserved ;  and  it  is  the  one  whose  name  is  placed  at  the  head  of  this  notice. 
Aeibtophanes  is'' supposed  to  have  written  more  than  sixty  comedies.  Of  these,  but 
eleven  are  extant ;  and  firom  the  eleven.  Professor  Felton  has  selected  that  of  the 
*'  Birds'  as  the  subject  for  critical  annotation.  ARisTorHAMEs  was  certainly  one  of  the 
*'  best  abused'  poets  of  his  age.  He  was  content,  for  the  sake  of  a  controlling  popu- 
larity with  his  countrymen,  to  be  called  ^  The  Buffoon,'  ^  The  Jester,'  *  a  low  sensua- 
list,' and  the  like ;  and  we  are  not  disposed  to  deny,  m  some  respects,  his  claim  to  these 
titles.  But,  for  aU  this,  we  find  Plato  paying  the  highest  compliment  to  his  muse, 
and  it  is  admitted  on  aU  sides  that  he  was  a  true  patriot,  and  used  his  influence  for  the 
best  interests  of  Greece.  As  a  writer,  his  style  is  ^ultless ;  his  language  is  polished  to 
the  last  degree ;  and  the  entire  disposition  of  his  pieces  is  conformable  to  the  highest 
artistical  effect.  Professor  Felton  truly  remarks,  that  ^  The  Birds  of  Aristophanes' 
has  always  been  regarded  as  one  of  his  most  delightful  pieces.'  Although  there  is  noth- 
ing in  common  between  it  and  the  Midsummer's  Night  Dream,  yet  in  both,  the  reader 
&i  conveyed  away  from  earth  as  it  is,  into  some  other  world,  and  into  some  other  life. 
Here  consists  the  great  beauty  of  this  play.  If  Hogarth  thought  it  best  to  teach  the 
nature  of  perspective  by  showing  what  it  is  not,  Aristophanes  has  taught  us  to  ap- 
preciate many  of  the  ridiculous  absurdities  of  life  by  placing  them  before  us  from 
anOiher  pomt  of  observation.  To  attempt  a  prose  abstract  of  the  piece  would  be 
as  absurd  as  to  carry  about  a  single  brick  to  give  an  idea  of  the  beauty  and  structure  of 
a  picturesque  edifice.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  two  Athenians,  weary  of  the  world,  and 
bearing  of  the  fiime  of  Epops,  king  of  the  birds,  undertake  a  journey  to  his  court, 
with  a  jay  and  a  raven  for  pilots.  They  arrive  at  their  place  of  destination,  but  are 
at  first  in  great  danger  of  being  torn  in  pieces  by  the  birds,  who  believe  them  to  be 
ciMoiies.  Our  travellers  escape  the  doom  by  eloquentiy  descanting  upon  the  predmi- 
nenoe  of  the  feathered  tribe  over  all  other  creatures,  and  advise  the  birds  to  build  a 
city  and  assart  their  rights.  Cloudcookootovm  is  thus  erected,  and  even  the  ,old  gods 
of  Olympus  are  walled  out  of  it.  Then  follows  most  ludicrous  accounts  of  the 
aflUrs  of  the  govemm^it,  their  reception  of  strangers,  and  so  forth.  We  cannot  agree 
with  many  critics  that  the  poet  had  any  special  drift  in  the  plan  of  this  piece.  It 
aeema  to  be  rather  the  free  flowing  of  a  &ncy  let  loose  to  play  its  pranks,  and  hitting  to 
tiie  right  and  left,  without  aim  or  object.  This  in  no  way  detracts  from  the  merit  of 
the  work,  in  the  light  we  have  surveyed  it.  And  since  it  is,  as  Professor  Felton 
justly  remarks,  *  comparatively  free  from  the  objectionable  license  which  deform  his 
other  plays,'  the  selection  of  it  for  the  purpose  of  critical  annotation  will  be  univer- 
aaDy  approved. 

We  are  satisfied  with  the  editor's  part  of  the  performance,  as  evidenced  by  the  vo- 
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lame  before  us.  He  has  exhibited  a  great  deal  of  research,  to  ahow  tfast  thA  poet^ 
peculiar  selection  of  birds  was  not  made  at  random,  but  had  reference  to  a  rf'^*i«»l«y 
purpose  in  art.  Thisseemstoboanewtask,  and  it  has  been  perfornwd  with  MBdnitj. 
Indeed  the  notes,  which  occupy  more  than  one  half  of  the  Tolume,  cannot  ISill  to  ren- 
der the  piece  attractive  to  the  student  and  to  the  clasncal  scholar.  In  two  or  three  m- 
stances  we  are  disposed  to  differ  with  the  learned  Professor  in  the  oomtming  of  a 
word,  or  the  peculiar  rendering  of  some  part  of  a  sentence ;  but  H  seems  to  ns  that  tUi 
would  be  entirely  out  of  place  here.  For  we  find  that  he  has  entered  heart  and  soil 
upon  his  labor,  and  has  imbibed  the  true  spirit  of  the  Comedy ;  a  orownbug  and  i^hI, 
if  not  the  only,  object  of  an  annotator ;  and  we  leave  it  to  those  hyper-oritica  who  «e 
always  mousing  after  verbal  inaccuracies,  and  dragging  forward,  with  an  ahr  of  ffl-ooa- 
ocalcd  triumph,  a  mi,  /ley,  or  h^  that  has  been  impropedy  constraed,  or  altogeihs 
overlooked,  to  pick  out  the  few  trifling  errors  which  obtain  in  IVofesoor  FiLToa't 
notes ;  for  without  a  few  sheaves  left  to  these  bustling  gleaners,  ^  Otbxixo'b  ooonpttian' 
would  be  emphatically  ^  gone'  to  them.  We  should  not  forget  to  add,  that  a  table  of 
rhythms  and  metres  arc  attached  to  the  notes,  which  the  student  will  espeeially  irahe ; 
and  wc  beg  to  express  our  individual  thanks  to  Professor  Feltoh,  for  renting  in  ov 
own  mind  the  lingering  love  of  the  classics,  by  presenting,  in  so  attraothre  a  ahape,  a 
production  which  remains  to  this  day  without  a  rival. 


History  or  Spahiih  Litirature.    By  Gborgb  TIcxkor.    In  three  volamei.   New-Toik;  Hai- 

PKR  AND  BrOTHKRS. 

These  three  large  and  superbly-printed  volumes  are  a  monument  of  honor  to  their 
author.  It  is  not  unknown  to  many  of  our  readers  that  this  aooompliahied  acliolv, 
while  yet  a  young  man,  passed  many  years  in  Europe,  in  the  etody  of  the  kngwigirr 
and  literatures  of  the  different  countries,  on  their  own  B(nl.  He  prooeooted  hiiie- 
scorches  in  the  Grcrman  at  Gdttingen,  and  in  Paris  explored,  under  aUe  teadhars,  the 
different  romance  dialects,  the  medium  of  the  beautiful  Provencal.  ^  Duing  fab  ra* 
sidencc  in  Spain,'  says  the  North  American  Review^  ^  he  perfected  himself  in  the  Gw- 
tilian,  and  established  on  intimacy  with  her  most  eminent  scholars,  who  aided  fafan  fai 
the  collection  of  rare  books  and  manuscripts,  to  which  he  assiduously  deroted  falaodt 
It  is  a  proof  of  the  literary  consideration  which,  even  at  that  early  ago,  he  had  ob- 
tained m  the  society  of  Madrid,  that  he  was  elected  a  corresponding  mamber  of  Ifat 
Royal  Academy  of  History.  His  acquisitions  in  the  early  literatore  of  modem  Xi- 
rope  attracted  the  notice  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who,  in  a  letter  to'SouTBET, 
in  Lockhart's  Dfc,  speaks  of  his  young  guest  (Mr.  Ticknor  was  then  at 
ford)  as  *  a  wondcrilil  fellow  for  romantic  lore.'  The  work  before  ns  it  divided  iHP 
three  great  periods,  having  reference  to  time  rather  than  to  any  phSoaoiiliiod  ir- 
rangcment.  The  first  great  division  embraces  the  whole  time  firam  the  eerBoet  i^ 
pearance  of  a  written  document  in  the  CastUian  to  the  oonmienoement  of  the  eixtoenA 
century,  a  period  of  nearly  four  hundred  years.  Under  this  diraon  is  ineladed  tfao 
poem  of  the  Cid,  with  a  review  of  several  other  poems,  of  the  thirteenth  and  aoma  of 
the  fourteenth  centuries.  Mr.  Ticknor  distributes  the  productions  whibh  oeonpy  the 
greater  part  of  the  remainder  of  his  first  period  into  four  great  iSiamem :  beHaliy 
chronicles,  romances  of  chivalry,  and  the  drama.  The  dhronidee  fnmiah  a  froilftd 
ind  mainly  an  unexplored  store  of  materiel,  obtainaUe  only  from  the 
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llie  second  great  division  oovers  the  golden  age,  as  it  is  generally  oonMdered,  of 
Gastilian  Htenitare ;  that  in  which  it  submitted  in  some  degree  to  the  influences  of  the 
advandng  European  civilization,  and  which  untnessed  those  great  productions  of  ge- 
nius that  have  had  the  widest  reputation  with  foreigners ;  the  age  of  Cbrvantis,  of 
Ix>n  DC  Vbga,  and  of  Calderon,  all  of  whom  are  elaborately  considered  and  iHus- 
trated.  The  last  of  the  three  great  divisions  into  which  Mr.  Ticknor  has  distributed 
lus  work^  extends  from  the  accession  of  the  Bourbon  dynasty,  in  1700,  to  some  way 
into  the  present  century.  Our  space  does  not  permit  us  to  quote,  as  we  could  wish  to 
do,  from  the  pages  before  us ;  nor  does  this  notice,  compiled  rather  than  written,  af- 
Ibrd  other  than  an  illustration  of  the  ifdde  field  occupied  by  our  author.  How  that 
ficM  is  oociq>i6d,  however,  is  well  set  forth  in  an  admirable  article  in  the  last  '  North 
American  Review  ;'  to  which  standard  critical  authority,  and  more  especiaDy  to  the 
Tolumes  themselves,  we  take  pleasure  in  calling  the  attention  of  all  who  honor  those 
who  are  conferring  honor  upon  American  literature. 


Tas  LiBSRTT  or  Rome  :  a  History  :  with  an  Historical  Account  of  the  Liberty  of  Ancient  Na- 
tloos.   By  Samuel  Euot.    New- York :  G.  P.  Putnam. 

Wb  presume  that  most  readers  of  history  have  felt  the  want  of  a  lucid,  graphic 
and  connected  history  of  the  progress  of  liberty  among  mankind,  from  the  earliest 
ages  to  the  present  time.  Connected  as  it  is  with  the  general  history  of  nations,  its 
prominent  fects  and  leading  features  are  &miliar  to  all  enlightened  scholan ;  but  a 
fafilfiant  narrative  of  those  &ots,  and  an  intelligent  contrast  of  those  features,  are 
nxooh  needed,  both  for  the  popular  and  the  philosophic  mind.  Ordinary  history  gives 
us  the  stiiking  events  that  have  occurred  in  the  rise,  progress,  and  downfall  of  nations, 
often  with  considerable  minuteness  of  detail,  and  paints  with  sufficient  accuracy  the 
oharaoCen  of  the  principal  acton ;  but  it  is  generally  very  meagre  in  its  description  of 
ihfd  sodal  condition  of  the  race  at  different  periods  of  time,  and  seldom  if  ever  con- 
traslB  that  of  one  period  with  another,  so  as  to  mark  the  deterioration  or  the  improve- 
ment, or  give  any  dear  oomporiscm  of  its  various  delations  in  ancient  and  modem 
fSmea.  Most  especially  is  this  true  in  regard  to  civil  liberty,  the  leading  element  in 
the  aooial  oondition  of  our  race  *,  and  we  venture  to  assert,  that  very  few,  if  any,  of 

thoroughly  versed  in  history,  possess  an  accurate  conception  of  the  actual 
of  dvil  liberty  among  the  principal  nations  of  antiquity,  or  could  point  out 

I,  if  any,  that  has  been  made  therein  in  modem  times.  Tet  meagre  as  are 
the  nmtmals  for  forming  such  a  history ;  remiss  as  historians  have  been  in  describ- 
ing the  sodal  condition  of  the  ages  about  wluch  they  write ;  prolix  as  they  are  in  de- 
tailing events,  and  brief,  and  often  silent,  as  they  are  in  regard  to  consequences ;  in 
short,  little  as  is  the  philosophic  spirit  they  manifest,  still  enough  may  be  gleaned  by  a 
carelul  observer  and  diligent  scholar,  to  fill  the  void  to  which  we  have  alluded,  and 
fumiah  a  tolerably  dear  view  of  the  progress  which  mankind  have  made  in  dvil  liberty. 
The  writer  who  would  undertake  to  compose  such  a  history,  should  o<nne  up  to  the 
work  deq>ly  imbued  with  a  philosophical  spirit,  thoroughly  penetrated  with  an  enthu- 
siastic love  of  our  race,  and  an  abiding  confidence  in  man,  profoundly  acquainted  with 
the  dvil  institutions  of  ancient  and  modem  times,  and  happily  combining  a  brilliant 
imagination  with  profound  reflection,  and  much  theoretical  study  with  great  practical 
obaervatiQn.  v 
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That  the  writer  of  the  work  mentioned  at  the  head  of  tibia  notice  is  defident  in  may 
of  these  eminent  and  essential  qualities,  must  bo  admitted ;  althom^  H  cannot  be  de- 
nied that  he  evinces  great  learning,  indefatigable  industry,  and  a  oommeDdafale  tone  of 
moral  and  rdi^us  sentiment.    Ills  enthusiaam  is  abaoibed  in  the  resenrohei  md 
studies  of  the  closet,  whose  hot-hoose  air  has  nearly  dried  up  all  his  liwwan  aympft- 
thies.    Ilis  thoughts  are  crude,  immature,  often  feeble,  andgeneriUy  Tagne  when  Im 
own,  and  when  borrowed  from  others,  are  thrown  tc^getlier  without  eyatem  or  con- 
nection, and  consequently  convey  no  definite  impressions,  and  give  no  aatia&okoiy  in- 
fomfation.    IDs  style  is  still  more  objectionable,  not  even  conveying  his  thmighlii, 
such  as  they  are,  clearly  or  in  an  agreeable  manner.    Aiming  to  be  allQaiye,  nggei- 
tive  and  condensed,  it  is  only  obscure  \  it  apes  the  antitheses  of  ]!AACAUj«iTy  witliont  Ui 
brilliancy  and  lucidity ;  he  imitates  the  majesty  of  Gibbon,  but  attains  only  hii  tor- 
gidity ;  and  it  attempts  the  condensation  of  Tacitus,  without  reaching  his  vtgor  and 
clearness.    The  fact  is,  ho  is  not  an  original,  clear-headed  thmker,  and  such  an  cm 
never  can  express  himself  plainly  and  vigorously.    He  deals  chiefly  with  the  tl*^?ftgh^" 
of  others,  and  unfortunately  handles  them  in  a  bungling  manner,  without  method  and 
without  consistency,  and  often  spoils  in  his  pages  what  was  beautiful  in  the  original  tezL 
His  obscurity,  however,  amounting  at  times  to  utter  nnintelligibility,  is  hia  great  fruit, 
and  will  render  the  really  valuable  mass  of  facts  which  he  has  collootcd  entirely  nae- 
less,  because  nobody  will  feel  inclined  to  grope  after  them  in  the  darkneaa  with  wUch 
tlicy  are  surrounded.    Possibly  this  condemnation  may  be  thought  somewhat  aeTaiey 
but  we  arc  sure  it  will  be  considered  as  sustained,  by  any  one  who  will  fix  hia  f^^frtHi 
upon  almost  any  page  of  the  book,  taken  at  random.    Sufficient  quotations  have  ben 
made  by  other  journals  to  put  this  &ct  beyond  a  doubt,  and  to  justify  all  we  have  said. 
There  is  another  great  defect  in  the  work,  which  almost  wholly  de&ata  its  object  m 
a  history  of  liberty.    Passing  over  the  chapters  on  the  liberty  of  nations  more  andwnt 
Uian  Home,  upon  which  perhaps  it  would  hardly  be  fair  to  comment,  since  the  uUmt 
says  they  arc  only  introductory  to  a  more  thorough  view  of  the  subject,  we  ^riQ  tdce 
up  the  history  of  the  liberty  of  Rome,  which  he  professes  to  have  elaborated  to  oain|ife- 
tion.    So  far  from  giving  the  reader  any  clear  ideas  of  the  aotoal  fiAn'^^tVm  of  ohr3 
liberty  in  Rome,  at  the  different  periods  of  her  history,  or  any  conception  of  the  pio- 
gress  it  made,  or  the  decline  it  experienced,  within  those  periods,  or  any  view  of  ths 
ci^il  institutions  of  the  government,  or  any  contrast  of  those  institutions,  in  thdr 
bearing  on  civil  liberty,  with  those  of  modem  times,  it  is  merely  an  ofaaoore 
rativo,  well  sustained  by  learned  references,  of  the  political  and  mHitaiy 
of  tlie  republic  and  empire ;  mentioning,  to  be  sure,  their  effect  on  liberty-  in 
ral  terms,  rejoicing  in  such  as  tended  to  promote  it,  and  lamenting  such  as  impalnd 
and  finally  extinguished  it^    He  details  the  struggles  between  the  p*fa^i<HiftT  and 
plebeians,  but  he  ^ves  us  no  full  and  well-digested  information  as  to  their  rdfllifv 
rights  and  privileges  *,  he  narrates  the  events  that  led  to  the  downftU  of  liberty,  and 
mourns  over  it  with  a  proper  spirit  •,  but  ho  leaves  you  with  no  definite  ideas  of  wbst 
was  lost  thereby ;  so  that  at  the  end  of  his  book  you  rise  from  its  perusal  wiihoat  bsr- 
ing  formed  any  notion  as  to  what  rights  a  Roman  citizen  possessed  when  liberty  was  at 
its  height,  or  what  he  was  deprived  of  at  its  downfall.    In  short,  yon  gain  bat  little  if  ny 
more  information  in  regard  to  civfl  liberty  in  Rome  from  Mr.  Eliot's  work  than  is  ob* 
tainable  from  the  ordinary  histories  of  that  people.    What  the  world  wants  on  this  sob* 
j  cot  is  a  graphic  narrative,  in  a  clear  and  brilliant  style,  of  the  historical  events  havii^ 
a  bearing  on  civil  liberty ;  a  view  of  the  rights  of  the  citixen  and  his  social  nnnditina, 
at  difEerent  periods ;  a  contrast  of  those  rights  and  that  condition  within  those  psrioda 
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■howing  the  progren  or  dedine  of  liberty ;  and  a  oompariaon  of  ihoae  rights  and  that 
ecmdition  with  the  same  enjoyed  by  the  most  free  and  enlightened  of  modem  nations. 
Here  is  a  field  for  a  truly  philosophic  historian  and  philanthropist ;  but  it  requires  a 
dear  head  and  a  warm  heart,  as  well  as  vast  learning  and  inde£Eitigable  researcSi.  Mr. 
Eliot's  work  fiiOs  very  fiir  short  of  occupying  tiiis  grand  field ;  and  what  is  more, 
what  he  has  done  proves  that  he  has  not  the  capacity  to  occupy  it.  All  the  qualifica- 
tions he  can  bring  to  the  task  are  learning  and  industry  ;  he  lacks  the  dear  head,  the 
enthusiastic  soul,  the  philosophic  spirit,  the  vigorous  imagination,  and  the  practical 
knowledge  of  mankmd.  Compare  his  work  with  Guizot's  *  History  of  Civilization,' 
a  kindred  subject,  and  observe  how  differently  they  are  treated  by  the  two  authors. 
The  one  is  a  vivid  picture,  in  clear  and  beautiful  colors,  making  a  lastmg  impression ; 
the  other  is  for  the  most  part,  an  obscure  and  cloudy  outline,  possessing  no  distinct  fea- 
tures, and  making  no  impression  but  that  of  '  darkness  visible.' 


TssWoKKf  or  Edojlr  Alijln  Fob:  with  Notices  of  his  Life  andG«nia8.  By  N.  P.Wilus, 
lAMCf  RussBLL  LowsLLt  sod  Rurus  W.  Gkiswold.  In  two  Tdiimes.  pp.  9f8L  New-York  : 
J.  S.  BsonsLD,  Cainton  HalL 

Thb  intellectual  character  of  the  late  Mr.  Fob  may  now  be  exammed,  and  itn 
qiialities  dedded  upon,  without  any  of  those  disadvantages  which  his  personal  conduct 
oonstantly  presented  as  barriers  to  the  fair  appreciation  of  his  genius.  In  his  habits 
lie  was  very  mucb  like  Richard  Savage,  as  that  author  is  presented  to  us  in  the 
pages  of  Johnson,  but  be  had  few  of  the  apologies  which  could  be  urged  by  the 
Wngfish  vagabond.  He  was,  we  have  been  led  to  believe,  notwithstanding  Mr. 
Willis's  elaborate  vindication  of  him,  mainly  destitute  of  moral  or  religious  prin- 
oqile :  certain  it  is,  that  the  most  careful  student  of  his  works  will  search  in  them 
virinly  for  elevated  and  generous!  sentiment  But  very  few  of  our  American  authors 
liave  possessed  more  of  the  creative  energy  or  of  the  constructive  &culty ;  and  the 
remarkable  ingenuity,  compactness  and  simplicity  with  which  he  wrought  out  the 
gloomy  forms  of  his  imagination ;  the  distinctness,  completeness  and  force  of  his 
BMtaphysioal  analyses  and  illustrations ;  and  the  general  careful  and  artist-like  finish 
of  his  produotimis,  may  secure  for  them  an  enduring  and  not  unenviable  &me. 

Ahliougfa  he  possessed  a  vivid  imagination,  and  was  in  many  instances  a  creator 
in  fiteratore,  he  was  quite  as  frequently  a  plagiarist  of  both  thoughts  and  forms. 
The  story  of  *  The  Pit  and  the  Pendulum,'  in  the  first  of  the  volumes  before  us,  for 
instanoft,  is  a  daring  theft  and  combination  of  two  tales ;  one  in  Blackwood,  under 
tlie  title  of  '  Vivexudo,  or  Italian  Vengeance,'  and  the  other,  a  tragic  scene  by  the 
German,  Hofpuann.  From  the  Blackwood  writer  Mr.  Poe  took  the  gradually  de- 
creasing dungeon,  and  from  Hoffman,  the  Pendulum,  pointed  with  an  instrument  of 
torture.  This  machinery  constitutes  his  whole  nouvelette.  His  charge  of  plagiarism 
against  Professor  Longfellow,  we  happen  to  know,  was  so  fiilBe  that  the  plagiarism 
was  on  the  other  side.  Of  his  *  Marginalia'  many  of  the  best  paragraphs  were  bor- 
rowed, with  scarcely  the  change  of  a  syllable.  Mr.  Poe's  best  works  are  those  tales, 
80  minute  in  detaO,  and  vraisemblant  in  action,  as  to  have  been  often  supposed  to  be 
narratives  of  real  experience.  Of  these  *  The  Mystery  of  Mart  Rooet,'  ^  Mr. 
Valdeiiar's  Case,'  *•  Descent  into  the  Madlstrom,'  and  ^  The  Purloined  Letter,'  are 
examples.    His  poems  are  commonly  highly  imaginative,  and  illustrative  of  a  pro- 
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found  and  intellectual  melancholy.  Hb  criticisms  are  acute  and  ingenious,  in 
respects  ;  but  for  the  most  part  are  carping,  and  entirely  worthless,  for  any  jnd|^ 
ments  they  embrace  of  books  or  authors ;  he  was  so  much  the  creature  of  kindly  or 
malicious  prejudice,  or  so  incapable  of  going  beyond  the  range  of  the  granunarian. 
The  volumes  are  handsomely  printed,  and  embellished  ¥nth  an  excellent  portrait  of 
the  author. 


SAXirr  Lkobr,  or  tub  TuRBADg  OP  lAn,   In  one  vohune.   New-Yixk:  Gborgi  P.  Pvtkaic 
Second  Notice. 

A  SECOND  edition  of  the  admirable  metaphysical  romance  of  '  St,  Ltgtr^  whiok 
the  accomplished  author  did  us  the  honor  to  present  originaUy  to  the  public  through. 
the  pages  of  the  Knickbrbocker,  has  been  issued  separately  in  London,  by  Riohakd 
Bentlet,  *  Publisher  in  Ordinary  to  Her  Majesty,'  and  in  New- York,  by  PuTNAVy 
whose  elegant  editions  are  creating  for  him  a  reputation  that  promises  to  give  him 
rank  with  Aldus.  We  are  in  the  habit,  as  our  readers  will  boar  us  witness,  of  pre- 
senting them  our  own  opinions  upon  books  and  authors ;  but  in  the  present  instanoei 
lest  we  should  have  been  suspected  of  an  undue  partiality  for  a  work  whioh  hii 
been  for  some  years  a  portion  of  our  own  existence  and  reputation,  we  [nrefer  to  qvote 
the  observations  upon  *  The  St.  Leger  Papers'  by  the  very  able  critical  editor  of  Ae 
^  Trihunt*  daily  journal,  who  in  taste,  philosopbical  culture,  and  general  ability,  is  ad- 
mitted on  all  hands  to  be  of  the  first  order  of  men  in  our  times : 


(JuDOiNO  this  unique  compoBition  by  the  ordinary  rales  of  noyel-wriling,  most 
pronounce  it  barren  of  incident,  and  without  a  sofflciently  developed  plot  to  give  it  the 
demanded  in  a  work  of  the  imagination.  The  same  thing  may  be  said  of  Wilhblm  Mbistbr  sad 
of  many  of  the  most  admirable  productions  of  Bicbtbr.  In  truth,  St.  Lbobr  Is  almost  witboui  a 
prototype  in  English  literature,  and  bears  the  most  decided  impression  of  the  German  cnttlvatloB  te 
which  it  had  its  origin.  It  is  not  to  be  read  for  the  interest  of  the  story,  but  as  an  acute  and 
delineation  of  the  workings  of  a  deep  inner  experience,  and  the  rich  blosMining  out  of 
amid  the  agitations  qH  a  skeptical  and  fermenting  age.  In  this  point  of  view  it  is  a  work  of  orislo 
nality  and  undeniable  power.  The  ponrading  tone  is  too  scnnbre  for  the  popular  taale ;  tbe  mov^ 
ment  is  of  too  quiet  and  subdued  a  character ;  the  outlines  are  not  shaded  off  with  suffldeutpnolrfOBi 
but  run  together  in  a  certain  dim,  conAised  mysticism ;  and  the  sequel  leaves  us  in  the  asme  iliiisf 
unceriainty  which  marks  the  evolution  of  the  plot.  On  this  account  we  do  not  predict  that  Br.  Idcia 
will  become  a  Oivorite  with  the  general  mass  of  readers.  But  it  has  far  too  much  vigor  of  tlioiig|il» 
artistic  and  deUcate  analysis  of  character,  and  fresh  and  bold  painting  of  the  subjective  actloB  of  tka 
stronger  passions,  not  to  compensate  for  the  want  of  sensuous  outwardness  of  descriptfon  and  tte 
absence  of  dramatic  contrasts  and  surprises.  The  style  is  exquisitely  adapted  to  the  subject  Than 
are  passages  of  rhythmical,  melodious  sweetness,  which  belong  to  the  best  days  of  English  praasi  sod 
reveal  both  the  ear  and  the  hand  of  a  true  artist  in  this  style  of  composition.  Ifany  portkxis  wm 
finished  with  the  delicate  nicety  of  a  miniaturo-painting,  and  would  be  sdtocted  by  the  readsr  sC 
taste  for  the  charm  of  their  expression,  without  reference  to  the  profound  thoui^t  which  they  akaast 
invariably  embody.  Some  of  the  episodes  are  in  the  highest  style  of  tragic  power,  and  show  that 
tbe  prevailing  quiet  course  of  the  narrative  is  not  to  be  ascribed  to  any  tameness  or  poverty  of  !&> 
volition  in  the  author.  We  acknowledge  a  peculiar  satisbction  in  noticing  a  work  of  this  charaelv 
ihmi  the  American  press,  in  the  ftshionable  rage  for  flashy  and  exaggerated  fictitious  litetatom.  Wa 
respect  the  courage  snd  independence  of  the  author,  who,  resisting  all  the  seductions  of  a  \ 
ephemeral  reputation,  relies  for  success  on  the  depth  and  truthftUness  of  his  pictures  of  the 
heart,  and  his  weird  power  in  untwisting  the  tangled  thread  of  human  destiny.  These  ttirsads  sC 
Ufo,  It  is  true,  he  has  not  woven  into  a  robe  c^  state,  a  wedding  garment,  or  even  a  workman^  flmk* 
He  has  fVimished  no  additions  to  the  purple  raiment  in  which  IIoiiAinTY  will  array  herntf  on  tkt 
day  qH  her  inauguration.  But  we  ore  thankful  to  the  silk-worm  which  converts  tbe  leaves  of  flus 
mulberry  into  shining  filaments,  and  do  not  complain  that  It  leaves  an  unfinished  tsA  for  the  spladla 
sod  the  loom.' 
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Collecting  Contributions  in  Churches.  —  We  heartily  sympathize  with  onr 
new  correspondent,  Mr.  Octavius  Dapper,  in  the  mortifying  dilemmas  in  which  he 
was  placed  by  a  custom  '  better  honored  in  the  breach  than  in  the  observance.'  He 
derelops,  in  *  The  Trials  of  a  Timid  Gentleman,''  an  annoyance  which  is  but  too 
oommon,  and  the  good  resulting  from  the  sole  advantage  of  which  might  be  com- 
passed in  a  manner  &r  less  exceptionable.  There  are  churches  in  this  town  where 
collections  are  taken  up  but  once  a  year ;  and  we  venture  to  say,  that  while  these 
societies  are  far  from  being  the  richest,  their  contributions  are  as  large  as  those  of  any 
kindred  churches  in  the  metropolis.  But  hear  Mr.  Dapper  :  '  I  know  not  what  un- 
fofltonate  sufferer  first  sought  relief  from  his  grievances  by  unfolding  them  to  the 
conductor  of  a  literary  publication.  Certain  it  is,  however,  that  the  custom  has  the 
smction  of  high  authority  and  long-established  usage ;  and  I  desire  to  lift  up  my 
TOioe  against  the  present  mode  of  collecting  contributions  in  churches,  and  to  set 
fiarth  my  humble  experience  in  the  matter. 

^  I  am  a  young  man  from  the  country,  whose  exceedingly  moderate  income  impe- 
rstively  demands  the  strictest  economy,  but  whose  mortal  fear  of  even  the  suspicion 
of  meanness  often  leads  to  a  bounteousness  of  charity  which  is  rapidly  hurrying  me 
mto  a  state  of  hopeless  insolvency.  It  is  my  misfortune  to  be  of  an  extremely  timid 
and  aensitive  disposition,  which  prevents  me  from  exercising  even  a  moderate  degree 
of  independent  action,  and  leaves  me  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  what  may  happen  to 
be  the  prevalent  opinion.  When  I  tell  you  that  I  escort  my  landlady's  pretty  black- 
eyed  daughter  to  church  every  Sunday ;  that  the  old  lady  is,  I  verily  believe,  par- 
taDy  ixmne  on  the  subject  of  distant  missions ;  and  that  our  church  is  fkvored  with 
the  elocutionary  exertions  of  all  the  manifold  itinerant  supplicators  in  their  behalf; 
yoD  win  readily  conceive  my  position  to  be  a  trying  one.  Imagine  me,  after  the  gen- 
tleman in  the  pulpit  has  occupied  hits  tedious  hour  in  alternately  coaxing  and  fright- 
ening his  hearers  into  a  donatorial  frame  of  mind,  unh^pily  seated  in  the  midst  of  a 
score  of  restiess  maiden  ladies,  who  with  eager  eyes  note  and  comment  upon  each 
gentleman's  gift.  The  music  plays  a  softly-persuasive  air,  the  deacons  flourish  the 
£ital  contribution-boxes,  that  have  so  deplorably  reduced  my  finances ;  and  I  sit  in 
a  frightful  state  of  nervous  excitement.  Soon  one  of  the  collectors  reaches  our  pew, 
and  then  comes  the  awful  moment !  My  landlady  and  Black-Eyes  look  as  if  they 
expected  me  to  take  out  a  handful  of  gold  eagles  *,  the  old  ladies  wriggle  and  twist 
themselves  into  a  position  to  estimate  my  generosity ;  I  feel  that  the  myriads  of  eyes 
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which  invariably  follow  the  progress  of  a  contribution-box  are  fixed  upon  me ;  and 
though  pecuniary  ruin  stares  me  full  in  the  face,  I  cannot  help  giving  freely.  I  hsfe 
practised  various  ingenious  expedients  to  avoid  this  infliction,  but  all  have  been  un- 
successful. Onoe  I  tried  to  dodge  the  contribution-Sabbaths  by  feigning  skdmea ; 
but  my  illness  was  too  glaringly  periodical  to  escape  suspicion,  and  I  had  to  givte  it 
up.  Then  I  tried  the  principle  of  the  widow's-mite,  and  silly  slipped  a  Bmooih  ten- 
cent  piece  into  the  box  ;  but  while  we  were  crowding  out  through  the  aide,  I  over- 
heard a  htUe  hawk-eyed  old  lady  say  to  Black-Eyes,  '  What  a  stingy  creature  tliat 
awkward  young  man  who  sits  in  your  pew  is !  He  only  gave  Mr.  Pkctttmas  a 
shilling !'  I  thought  I  should  liave  sunk  through  the  floor,  and  have  never  dared  to 
economise  in  that  way  since. 

*■  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  where  all  this  will  end.  It  is  imponible  for  me 
to  survive  much  longer  in  this  pecuniary  plight,  for  I  have  actually  been  obliged  to 
exchange  several  necessary  articles  of  value  to  obtain  funds  for  these  exigeoolea,  and 
often  at  an  unpleasant  discount  ftom  their  real  worth.  A  favorite  flute  was  aaorifioad 
for  the  especial  benefit  of  the  Asiatic  mission ;  a  handsome  new  over-ooat  waa  dl^ 
posed  of  to  an  old-clothes^  man  to  aid  in  purchasing  supplies  for  the  station  in  tha 
South  Sea  Islands ;  and  I  humbly  trust  that  the  infiuit  Kickapoos,  whose  education  li 
to  be  advanced  by  the  pawning  of  my  ruby  shirt-pin,  will  one  day  appredale  the  try* 
ing  sacrifice  I  have  made  on  their  account.  I  have,  sorely  against  my  inclination,  and 
with  the  fear  of  my  unpaid  tailor^s  bills  before  my  eyes,  liberally  contributed  toward 
the  moral  improvement  of  the  natives  of  every  imaginable  part  of  the  known  globa. 
I  have  been  in  turn  victimized  by  the  Chinamen,  the  Sandwich-Ldanders,  the  AM- 
ghanistans,  the  Kamskatchkans,  the  benighted  residents  of  Timbuctoo,  and  other  in- 
habitants of  various  uncivilized  countries.  Only  last  Sabbath  I  responded  so  freefy 
to  a  call  in  behalf  of  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  Fejoe  Islands,  that  I  waa 
obliged  to  obtain  a  loan  from  my  uncle  the  next  day  upon  some  valnaUe  peraonal 
securities,  at  a  rate  of  interest  that  would  make  usury-haters  stare.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  divers  unfortunate  persons  often  find  themselves  in  a  similar  predicament  | 
and  I  think  it  high  time  that  the  disagreeable  practice  of  thrusting  a  oontribntion-bQK 
under  one^s  nose,  like  a  highwayman^s  pistol,  should  be  abolished,  and  some  method 
of  collection  adopted  which  would  not  harrow  up  the  feelings  of  persons  whoae  pmaaa 
do  not  possess  the  delightful  peculiarity  which  distinguished  the  widow's  cruise. 

^  It  is  very  easy  to  talk  about  the  exercise  of  ^  moral  courage'  upon  such  oocaajona ; 
but  the  conflict  in  a  nervous  gentleman's  bosom  between  his  duty  to  hia  creditora 
and  the  dread  of  being  pronounced  '  mean,'  is  not  favorable  to  an  extremely  dero- 
tional  frame  of  mind.  I  trust  that,  among  the  reformers  of  the  age,  some  friend  of 
humanity  will  be  found  who  can  devise  a  way  of  giving  alms  more  in  nniaon  wiAi 
that  unobtrusive  charity  which  would  not  that  the  right  hand  should  know  what  the 
left  hand  doeth,  and  which  would  remove  the  perplexities  that  now  beleaguer 

*  Your  afflicted  Friend, 

^OoTAVtus  DAPraa.* 


Did  our  correspondent  Mr.  Dapper  ever  remark,  that  the  gentlemen  who  'i 
round  the  plate,'  and  who  arc  always  on  a  cold  scent  after  a  penny,  are  not 
selves  very  liberal  in  their  contributions  ?  '  Why  don't  you  put  in  something  ?'  aakad 
a  contributor,  of  one  of  these  Sunday  sub-treasurers,  on  one  occasion.  '  Thafa  flay 
business,'  was  the  reply  :  ^  what  /give  is  nothing  to  nobody  /' 
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WoRD-pAiKTiMO :  The  F1R8T  D1B8IPATION.  —  Maoy  of  our  readers,  we  may  sup- 
pose, have  not  as  yet  bad  an  opportunity  of  perusing  the  last  two  numbers  of  ^  David 
CopperjUld^^  issued  with  illustrations  from  the  metropolitan  press  of  Mr.  John 
WiuBT ;  and  it  is  for  their  especial  entertainment  that  we  desire  to  call  their  attention 
to  two  or  three  remarkable  examples  of  word-painting  which  they  contain.  We 
commenoe  with  this  limning  of  a  servant,'  a  '  most  respectable  man,'  and  as  much  of 

a  character,  in  his  way,  as  Sam.  Weller  hunself : 

• 

*  I  BBUKVB  there  never  ezlBted  in  his  station  a  more  respectable-looking  man.  He  was  tacttnm, 
solMboted,  very  quiet  in  his  manner,  deferential,  observant,  always  at  hand  when  wanted,  and  nevor 
near  when  not  wanted ;  but  bis  great  claim  to  consideration  was  his  respectability.  He  had  not  a 
pUsiit  ftee,  he  had  rather  a  stiff  neck,  rather  a  tight  smooth  head  with  short  hair  dinging  to  it  at  the 
sideB,  a  soAwav  of  speaking,  with  a  peculiar  habit  of  whispering  the  letter  s,  so  distinctiy,  that  he 
seemed  to  use  it  oftener  than  any  other  man ;  but  every  peciuiarity  that  he  had  he  made  respectable. 
If  his  nose  had  been  upsid&Klown,  he  would  have  made  that  respectable.  He  surrounded  himself 
with  an  stxnoq)here  of  respectability,  and  walked  secure  in  it.  It  would  have  been  next  to  impos- 
sible to  suspect  him  of  any  thing  wrong,  he  was  so  thoroughly  respectable.  Nobody  could  hsve 
thought  of  putting  him  in  a  liveiy,  he  was  so  highly  respectwle.  To  have  imposed  any  derogatory 
work  upon  him,  would  have  been  to  inflict  a  wanton  faasult  on  the  Ibelings  of  a  most  respedaMe 
msn.  And  of  this,  I  noticed  the  women-servants  in  the  household  wore  so  intuitively  conscious, 
that  they  always  did  such  work  themselves,  and  generally  while  he  read  the  paper  by  Uie  pantry  fire. 
Sodi  a  setfcontained  man  I  nevor  saw.  But  in  that  quality,  as  in  every  otner  he  possessed,  he 
01^  seemed  to  be  the  mwe  respectable.  .  .  .  He  was  in  my  room  in  the  morning  before  Iwss  up,  to 
bring  me  Shaving-water,  and  to  put  out  my  dothes.  When  I  undrew  the  curtains  and  looked  out  of 
bed,  I  saw  him,  in  an  equable  temperature  of  respectability,  unaffected  by  the  east  wind  of  January, 
and  not  even  breathing  frostily,  wanding  my  boots  right  and  left  in  the  first  dandng  position,  and 
blowing  necks  of  dust  off  my  coat  as  he  laid  it  downuke  a  baby. 

*  I  gave  him  good  morning,  and  asked  him  what  o^clock  it  was.  He  took  out  of  his  pocket  the  most 
rsnectable  hunting-watch  I  ever  saw,  and  preventing  the  spring  with  his  thumb  ftom.  opening  flur, 
lotHud  in  at  the  /see,  as  if  he  were  consulting  an  oracular  oyster^  shut  it  up  again,  and  said,  *  if  I  pleased, 
U  WW  half-past  eight* 


This  '  most  respectable  man'-  servant  of  Stserfo&th  is  destined  to  act  an  important 
ahhough  subordinate  part  in  the  story,  ^  as  we  do  guess.'  A  most  original  creation, 
totally  unheralded,  b  introduced  in  the  last  number ;  a  dwarf-chiropodist,  or  *  com' 
and  nail-entter,  hair-dyer,  etc.,  named  Miss  Mowcher  ;  who  goes  about  with  scraps 
of  nails  that  she  has  cut  from  the  fingers  and  toes  of  a  Russian  prince,  and  which  do 
more  im  her,  in  private  fiunilles  of  the  genteel  sort,  than  all  her  talents  put  together. 
She  aellfl  rouge,  too,  to  the  &ded  beauties  of  the  realm,  but  very  slily :  '  One  old 
Dowager,  she  calls  it  lip-salve.  Another,  she  calls  it  gloves.  Another,  she  calls  it 
tnoker-edging.  Another,  she  calls  it  a  &n.  /call  it  whatever  they  call  it  I  supply 
it  for  'em,  but  we  keep  up  the  trick  so,  to  one  another,  and  make  believe  with  such  a 
&oe,  tiiat  they  'd  as  soon  think  of  laying  it  on  before  a  whole  drawing-room  as  before 
me.  And  when  I  wait  upon  'em,  they  'U  say  to  me  sometimes — with  it  (m  —  thick, 
and  nomistake — '  How  am  I  looking,  Mowcher  ?  Am  I  pale?'  Ha!  hal  hal  ha! 
Is  n't  that  refreshing,  xpy  young  friend  V  But  the  gem  of  the  number,  and  one  of 
the  most  perfect  word-pictures  we  ever  saw,  is  Oopperfibld's  description  of  his 
'  First  Dissipation.'*  He  is  at  his  new  lodgings  with  '  Mrs.  Crupp,'  and  proposes,  as 
a  sort  of  ^  hotise-warming,'  to  give  a  dinner  to  a  few  friends.  His  landlady,  a  cha- 
racteristic specimen  of  a  keen  boarding-house  keeper,  has  the  address  to  make  her 
lodger  order  every  thing  he  wants  from  the  pastry-cook's,  leaving  her  to  ^  concentrate 
her  mind  on  the  mashed  potatoes,  and  to  serve  up  the  cheese  and  celery  as  she  could 
wish  to  see  it  done.'  She  recommends  to  him  a  *"  handy  young  man'  to  assist  at 
table,  and  a  young  girl  is  procured,  to  be  stationed  in  the  pantry,  *"  there  never  to 
desist  from  washing  plates.'  His'  attention  is  distracted,  however,  during  dmner,  by 
observing  that  the  *  handy  young  man'  goes  out  of  the  room  very  often,  and  that  his 
shadow  always  presents  itself,  immediately  afterward,  on  the  wall  of  the  entry,  with  a 
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bottle  at  his  mouth  1  The  '  young  girP  likewise  occasions  him  some  uneasinew  ; 
not  so  much  by  neglecting  to  wash  the  plates,  as  by  breaking  them.  For  bdng  of  an 
inquisitive  disposition,  and  unable  to  confine  herself,  as  her  pontive  instmctioiiB  were, 
to  the  pantry,  she  is  constantly  peering  in  at  the  guests,  and  constantly  imagining 
herself  detected ;  in  which  belief  she  several  times  retires  upon  the  platea,  with 
which  she  has  carefiilly  paved  the  floor,  and  does  a  great  deal  of  deetruotion.  The 
dinner  goes  on  however,  accompanied  by  the  successive  stages  of  inebriation : 

'I  WKMT  oOfbT  paartng  the  wine  faster  and  flister  yet,  and  oontinoally  starting  up  with  a  ooikMieir 
to  open  more  winet  long  before  any  was  needed.  I  proposed  Stkkrporth*8  neilth.  I  said  bs  ww 
my  dearest  friend,  the  protector  of  my  boyhood,  and  the  companion  of  my  prime.  I  said  I  was  dd> 
United  to  propose  his  health.  I  said  I  owed  him  more  obligation  than  I  could  ever  repay,  and  ImU 
hun  in  a  higher  admiration  than  I  coold  ever  express.  I  flnishcd  by  saying,  *  I  *1i  give  vou  8mft> 
POKTH  I  God  bless  him !  HorrahT  We  gave  him  three  times  throe,and  another,  ana  agoodons 
to  finish  with.  Ibroke  my  glass  in  going  round  the  table  to  shake  hands  with  him,aiid  Iaala(bit«o 
words)  *  Steerfbrthyou'reth^n^dinj^taroftnyexistence  P 

•  ■•••■ 

'Somebody  was  smoking.  We  were  all  smoking.  I  was  smoking,  and  trying  to  ioppresi a  rUiig 
tendency  to  shuddw.  Stkkrportb  had  made  a  speech  about  me,  in  the  course  of  whJai  I  had  b«B 
affBCted  almost  to  tears.  I  returned  thanks,  and  hoped  the  present  company  would  dine  with  ma  Kh 
morrow,  and  the  day  after — each  day  at  five  o^clock,  that  we  might  eujoy  the  pleasarea  of  oonvanih 
tion  and  society  through  a  long  evening.  I  felt  called  upon  to  propose  an  IndtvlduaL  L  would  glvs 
them  my  aunt    Miss  Bktskt  Trotwooo,  the  best  of  her  sex  t 

*  Somebody  was  leaning  ont  of  my  bed-room  wbidow,  refreshing  his  forehead  agatasttbe  coed  aUnt 
of  the  parapet,  and  feeling  the  air  upon  his  Cue.  It  was  myselC  I  was  addreeung  mysdf  aa  ^Oor- 
PKRPiKLD,'  and  saying,  *  why  did  you  try  to  smoke  ?  You  might  have  known  you  ooukl  n*t  do  ik* 
Now,  somebody  was  unsteadily  contempuiting  his  features  in  the  looking-glass.  That  was  I  too.  I 
was  verv  pale  in  the  looking-glass ;  my  eyes  luui  a  vacant  q)pearance ;  lu^  my  hahr — only  my  halr» 
nothing  else — looked  drunk. 

*  Somebody  said  to  me,  ^  Let  us  go  to  the  theatre,  CoppERriBLD  V  Then  was  no  bed-room  befcw 
me,  but  again  the  Jlngiing  table  covered  with  glasses ;  the  lamp ;  Graikokr  on  my  right  hand.  Mass- 
HAM  on  my  lofL,  and  Stkkrporth  opposite — all  sitting  in  a  mist,  and  a  long  way  <m.  The  tbeatn t 
Tb  be  sure.  The  very  thing !  Come  alcmg  I  But  they  must  excuse  me  if  1  saw  every  body  out  ftlti 
and  turned  the  lamp  off—  in  case  of  fire. 

*  Owing  to  some  conftision  in  the  dark,  the  door  was  gone.  I  was  feeling  for  it  in  the  window-cur- 
tains, when  Stkkrporth,  laughing,  took  me  by  the  arm  and  led  me  out.  We  went  down  stairs,  one 
behind  another.  Near  the  bottom,  somebody  roll,  and  rolled  down.  Somebody  else  said  it  was  Oof- 
PKRPIKLD.  I  was  anffry  at  that  false  report,  until  finding  myself  on  my  back  in  the  paasage,  I  bepn 
to  think  there  might  be  some  foundation  for  it. 

<A  very  foggy  night,  with  great  rings  round  the  lamps  in  the  streets !  There  was  an  indUstinettallL 
of  its  being  wet.  I  considered  it  frosty.  Steerportu  dusted  mo  under  a  lamp-post,  and  put  mj 
hat  into  shape,  which  somebody  produced  from  somewhere  in  a  most  extraordinary  manner  for  I 
hadnH  had  it  on  befcn^  Stkkrporth  then  said,  *  You  are  all  right,  Coppkrpikld,  are  yon  not  r  and 
I  told  him,  ^Neverberrer.' 

*  A  man,  sitting  in  a  pigeon-hole-place,  looked  out  of  the  fog,  and  took  money  tram  somebody,  fa- 
qtiiring  if  I  was  one  of  the  gentlemen  paid  for,  and  appearing  rather  doubtfiil  (as  I  remember  m  the 
ffhmpse  I  had  of  him)  whether  to  take  the  money  firom  mo  or  not.  Shortly  afterward,  we  were  very 
high  up  in  a  very  hot  theatre,  looking  down  into  a  very  large  pit,  that  seemed  to  me  to  amoke ;  the 
people  with  whom  it  was  crammed  were  so  indistinct.  There  was  a  great  stage,  too,  looking  very 
dean  and  smooth  after  the  streets ;  and  there  were  people  upon  it,  talking  atxmt  someUiing  or  other* 
but  not  at  all  intelligibly.  There  was  an  abundance  of^  bright  lights,  and  there  was  music,  and  there 
were  ladies  down  in  the  boxes,  and  I  do  n\  know  what  more.  The  whole  building  looked  to  mtk  m 
If  it  were  learning  to  swim ;  it  conducted  itself  in  such  an  unaccountable  nuaxner^  when  I  tried  to 
steady  it. 

*  On  somebody's  motion,  we  resolved  to  go  down-etabi  to  the  dress-boxes,  where  the  ladlea  wen. 
A  gentleman  lounging,  fUU-dresecd,  on  a  sofa,  with  an  opera-glass  in  his  hand,  passed  before  my  viewt 
and  also  my  own  figure  at  fUn  length  in  a  glass.  Then  I  was  being  ushered  into  one  of  these  ImzeB, 
and  found  mvself  saying  something  as  1  sat  down,  and  people  about  me  crying  *  SHenoeP  to  some* 
body,  and  ladies  casting  indignant  ^ancee  at  me,  and  —  what  I  yes  I  —  Aon  as,  sitting  on  the  seat  be- 
fore me,  in  the  same  box,  with  a  lady  and  gentleman  beside  her,  whom  I  did  nH  know.  I  see  her  tees 
now,  better  than  I  did  then  I  dare  say,  with  its  indelible  look  of  regret  and  wcmder  turned  iqKm  me. 

*  *  Agnkb  r  I  said  thickly,  *•  Lorbleesmer  I    Aonks  P 

« ( Hush  I  pray  :*  she  answered,  I  could  not  conceive  why.  *•  You  disturb  the  company.  Look  at 
the  stager 

*  I  tried,  on  her  injunction,  to  fix  it,  and  to  hear  somethingof  what  was  going  on  there, but  ooitefa 
vain.  I  looked  at  her  again  by-and-by,  and  saw  her  shrink  into  her  corner,  a&Mi  put  her  g^ved  hand 
to  her  forehead. 

**  Aonks  r  I  said.    *  FmafraidyouVenivwel.' 

**Yes,yes.    Do  not  mind  me,  Trotwood,' she  returned.    'Llslen!    Are  you  gc^ng  away  soon  f 

^'Amigoanwaysoor  I  repeated. 
z  es. 

'  I  had  a  stupid  intention  of  replying  that  I  was  going  to  wdt,  to  hand  her  down  stairs.  I  suppose 
I  expressed  it,s(Hnehow ;  for,  after  she  had  looked  at  me  attentively  for  a  little  while,  she  ai^waied 
to  understand,  and  replied  in  alow  tone : 


1850.]  Editor's  Table.  169 

' '  I  knowymi  will  doae  I  aak  yoo^if  I  tell  yoa  I  am  very  eaneBt  in  it.  Go  away  now,  Trotwood, 
for  my  sake,  and  aak  your  friends  to  take  you  home.' 

*•  Sbe  had  so  tar  improved  me,  for  Uie  time,  that  though  I  was  angry  with  her,  I  felt  ashamed,  and 
with  a  thori  *■  Goori  P  (which  I  intmded  for  *  Good  night !)'  got  up  and  went  away.  They  followed 
aod  I  stepped  at  once  out  of  the  irax-door  into  my  bed-room,  wliere  only  Stkbrporth  was  with  me, 
hoping  me  to  undreesy  and  where  I  was  by  turns  telling  him  that  Aonss  was  my  sister,  and  a4)nr' 
inff  him  to  bring  the  oorksorew,  that  I  mi^t  open  another  bottle  of  wine. 

^How  Bomebody,  lying  tn  mv  bed,  lay  saying  and  doing  all  this  over  again,  at  croefr-purpoaes.  in  a 
feverish  dream  aUni^— the  bed  a  rocking  sea  that  was  never  stUL  How,its  that  somebody  slowly 
settled  down  into  myaeU;  did  I  begin  to  pardi,  and  feel  as  if  my  outer  covering  of  skin  were  a  hard 
board ;  my  tongue  the  bottom  of  an  empty  kettle,  farred  with  long  service,  and  bumingup  over  a 
dow  fire ;  ttie  pahnaof  my  hands, hot  putiBs  of  metal, which  no  ice  could  cool! 

*  But  the  agony  of  mind,  the  remorse,  and  shame  I  felt,  when  I  became  conscious  next  diqr !  My 
hoirar  of  having  committed  a  thousand  offences  I  had  forgotten,  and  which  nothing  could  ever  ex- 
plate  ;  my  recollection  of  that  indelible  look  which  Agnes  |uid  given  me;  the  toiturtng  impoesi- 
biiity  of  eommunicating  with  her,not  knowing,  beast  that  I  was,  how  she  came  to  be  in  London,  or 
wbete  she  stayed;  my  oisgust  of  the  very  sight  of  the  rocHU  where  the  revel  had  been  held;  my 
racking  head,  the  smell  of  smoke,  the  sight  of  glasses,  the  impoasibili^  of  going  out,  or  even  get- 
tingapl    Oh,  what  a  day  it  was  r 

It  JB  our  bdiflf  that  this  vivid  picture  of  the  folly  and  shame  of  dmnkenneflB  will 
have  a  more  potent  e£fect  upon  oar  yotmg  men  than  half  the  temperance  addresaes 
firom  the '  r^ormed  dmnkards'  who  are  *"  itinerating  the  States,'  from  Maine  to  Loui- 
A  single  memory  of  orgies  like  this  will  ^  bite  into  the  soul'  of  a  sensitive  man. 


Goflnp  WITH  Readirs  and  CoaRispoNDSNTs.  —  Since  the  issue  of  our  last  nam- 
ber,  the  arrival  of  the  brave  Hangarians,  whose  names  have  been  in  the  months  of 
an  our  citizens,  has  been  the  '  pablic  thing,'  the  chief  topic  of  the  day.  And  we  re- 
joice that  they  have  been  enabled  to  feel  the  true  sympathy  which  a  country  strug- 
gling bft  freedom  will  always  command  in  this  country.  We  may  mention  here, 
thai  we  have  to-day  received  from  our  excellent  and  attentive  correspondent  at  Con- 
stantinople  the  following  '  AppeaV  in  behalf  of  the  political  refugees  who  have  been 
OGmpeDed  to  rendesvous  in  the  Turkish  capital  after  having  been  expelled  frx>m  al- 
most ev^y  other  part  of  Europe.  *■  As  the  Hungarians/  writes  our  correspondent, 
*  had,  and  still  have,  many  sympathizers  in  the  United  States,  I  thought  it  might  be 
agreeable  to  learn  how  they  could  assist  them.  Tou  have  no  idea  of  the  distress 
which  political  troubles  have  brought  upon  these  poor  people.  Many  of  those  here 
are  men  <^  fiunily  and  fortune  in  theur  own  (?)  land ;  and  although  Mussulman 
ohariiy  and  benevolence  puts  Christendom  to  the  blush,  Turkey  offers  but  few  re- 
aooroes  by  which  they  can  procure  a  subsistence.  The  officer  and  the  soldier  have 
fcmnd  home  and  service  in  Turkish  houses,  but  many  are  still  houseless.  I  presume 
many  Hungarians  will  reach  the  United  States,  for  which  they  have  a  strong  predi- 
lection. The  '  Appeal'  is  to  the  philanthropic  in  &vor  of  the  political  refugees  at 
Constantinople  by  a  committee  of  the  most  respectable  merchants  resident  there.  It 
is  translated  from  the  ^Journal  de  Constantinople'  of  the  twenty-ninth  of  No- 
vember: 

*  Ir  onder  the  existing  circnmstances  of  the  present  day  distress  and  want  are  greatly  felt  by  the 
political  refugees  in  this  city,  still  greater  are  the  hearts  of  those  who  are  alive  to  the  sweet  emo- 
tions of  benevcilenoe.  In  the  presence  of  the  total  deprivation  which  the  rigors  of  the  season  are 
about  to  increase,  who  will  be  insensible  to  the  snflbrings  of  the  helpless  ?  What  hand  can  remain 
doeed  against  them  by  selfishness?  Mutually  boond  together  by  a  comm(m  feeling  of  commisera- 
tion toward  those  mifisrtunate  men,  we  come  forward  also  to  propose  a  means  of  rendering  that  sen- 
tinoent  aetive  and  eflScacloos,  by  opening  a  sulMcription  in  fhvor  of  all  those  persons  who  have  found 
a  refuge  on  the  hospitable  soil  of  Turkey. 

«Tbefir  wanta  baflSe  and  surpass  the  resources  of  private  charity ;  and  it  is  only  a  eolleettve  be- 
nerolenee  which  can  meet  and  relieve  them.   The  little  oflfering  of  each  one  Is  like  those  drops  of 
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fine  rain  which)  infinitely  multiplied,  IhU  with  generous  Infloenoe  upon  the  pardied  ud  arid  i 
of  the  earth. 

*  Here  political  opinicMis  have  no  part  We  disdain  so  iiiJnrionB  a  8iuq;>idoii,  and  n^joA  M  iqnB 
whoever  shall  venture  to  conceive  or  to  express  it.  Has  not  Humanity  a  paramount  duty  with  imb 
in  the  misfortunes  of  his  fellow  creature  ?  And  before  giving  the  morsel  of  bread  to  the 
or  bestowing  the  garment  upon  the  shivering,  must  he  seek  ftvt  to  learn  by  what  blow  ttia  i 
has  been  disabled,  or  by  what  we^>on  the  wound  has  been  laid  bare?  Humaoityl  that  Tirtaa 
wUch  is  offered  to  eadi  son  of  our  common  parent,  God,  and  of  that  common  country,  the  earth ;  tluNi 
alone  suiScest  us  in  our  love  for  our  fellow  mortal,  and  pressest  ua  forward  to  ^tSa  reaood  whan  la 
distressi 

<  This  noble  and  true  sentiment  will  be  that  of  aU  those  who  ei\)oy  the  tranquillity  and  food  nrttor 
which  diaracterize  the  govwnmenl  of  His  Majesty,  Sultan  ABi>-DLrMBJiD. 

*  Dilference  of  race,  of  color,  or  of  fldth,  will  make  none  in  the  hearts  of  aU  thoae  whoareeraaled 
of  one  type,  and  are  carried  fbrward  toward  the  commission  of  the  same  act  of  beneTolflOfee. 

*  In  closing  the  present  appeal  to  the  generous  and  the  benevolent,  the  undesigned  anuounee  that 
they  have  formed  themselves  into  a  committee,  for  the  purpose  of  ocdlecting  olferinga  in  behalf  of 
thooe  political  reftigees  now  suflSsring  fhim  want  in  Constantinople. 

'Tliey  call  upon  aU  those  whose  hearts  are  open  to  the  ccmuniasion  of  good  deeds,  Iter  whalevar 
they  may  be  pleased  to  give ;  and  in  this  they  believe  may  be  included  aU  the  inhaUtanta  of  ttdi 
empire,  without  distinction  of  fUth  or  naticmality. 

*  Signed  by  J.  H.  Black,  Trrasurer,  David  Glavant,  Ch.  Hanson,  P.  Duhan,  Ch.  Edi,  Euo.  Boo.* 


The  Committee  on  '  Practice  and  Pleadings^  have  recently  made  Hhear  laat 
port  to  the  Legislature,  by  which  several  additional  and  very  impiHlant  cbangea 
proposed  in  the  present  practice.  The  code  thus  fiir  seems  to  meet  with  geMnd 
commendation,  both  in  this  and  other  states.  One  of  the  most  marked  ohanges  ooB- 
sistB  in  the  abbreviation  of  the  pleadings.  The  following  copy  of  the  entire  pleadiiigi 
(except  the  smnmons  and  names  of  parties)  of  a  cause  recently  on  the  ri^tmA^  of 
one  of  our  courts,  may  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  brief  manner  in  whieh  an  ^  fame' 
may  be  formed  under  the  new  code.  It  seems  to  be  in  the  spurit  of  that  profkka 
requiring  the  facts  to  be  so  stated  that  ^  a  person  of  common  understanding  nuj 
know  what  is  intended :' 


SUPREME     COURT. 
Jackson 


against 
Styles. 


'Con^^int, 


Thk  complaint  of  the  phdntilf  shows  to  this  court,  that  on  the  eighteenth  day  of  July,  18«L  Om 
defendant  did,  in  the  citv  of  Albany,  call  the  plalntilT  a  d  —  d  thief,  to  plaintiff's  damage  of  one 
thousand  dollars ;  for  which  sum  he  demands  Judgment  against  the  defencunL 

John  Jombs, 

PlmiHtif*a  JUUnug. 


Jackson 

agttiiut     \An»iDtr, 
Sttlks. 


SUPREME     COURT. 


Thk  answer  of  the  defendant  heroin  admits  that  he  did  call  the  pUiintlff  a  d — d  thief;  m  ifiiiiwhl. 
and  that  he  is  at  all  times  ready  to  aver  and  prove  the  same  to  be  vue,  as  this  court  shall  diiwt. 

J.  Smitb, 

D^enioMlCa  Mtmm»§, 

An  amusing  specunen  of  pleading  under  the  old  system  may  be  found  in  Qii.BiBr 
r>9.  The  Peoplk,  I.  of  Denio's  Reports^  page  41,  ei  teq.  The  plaintiff  declared  in 
frespaas,  for  breaking  his  close  and  injuring  his  sheep.  Two  counts  were  at  foOowa : 
'  Plaintiff  fiulher  declares  against  the  defendant  for  this,  to  wit :  that  the  aaid  plidii- 
tiff  had  a  number  of  sheep  in  the  county  of  Columbia,  and  that  said  deCendant  did, 
in  the  year  1843,  if  every  bite  and  worry  fifty  of  plaintiff's  aheep,  after  the  waid.  de* 
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fendADt  had  notice  that  he,  the  said  defendant ,  was  subject  and  accustomed  to  biting 
and  worrying  sheep,  if  such  notice  he  had;  and  the  said  plaintifib  say,  that  if  the  de- 
fendant is  gnihy  of  any  charge  laid  in  plaintiff's  declaration,  the  said  defendant  ought 
toie  punished  according  to  the  custom  and  manner  of  punishing  sheep-biting  dogs, 
sm  ^  plaintiflEs  have  sustained  great  damage  by  the  conduct  of  the  defendant  Plain- 
tiff fiirther  declares  against  the  defendant  for  this,  to  wit :  that  said  defendant  is  re- 
ported to  be  fond  of  sheep,  bucks  and  ewes,  and  of  wool,  mutton  and  lambs;  and 
that  the  defendant  did  undertake  to  chase,  worry  and  bite  plaintiff's  sheep,  and  with 
his  SBout,  teeth  and  jaws,  did  bite  and  injure  plaintiff's  sheep,  as  the  said  defendant 
is  in  the  habit  of  biting  sheep  by  report,  to  plaintiff's  damage  in  all  fifty  dollars ;  and 
if  defendant  is  guilty,  he  should  and  ought  to  be  hanged  or  shot  /'    This  curious 

specimen  of  '  special  pleading'  cost  the  attorney  an  indictment  for  libel. In 

PuBSLow  vt.  Bailt,  Lord  Ratmond's  Reports, '  the  defendant  pleaded  to  an  action 
of  trespass,  a  parol  submission  to  an  award,  and  that  the  arbitrators  awarded  that 
the  defendant  should  proTide  a  couple  of  pullets  to  be  eaten  at  his  house  in  satisfigu)- 
tion  ci  the  trespass,  and  ayers  that  he  did  provide  a  couple  of  pullets  to  be  eaten  at- 
his  house,  and  the  plamtiff  did  not  come.'  Upon  objection  being  made  to  this  plea, 
on  the  ground  of  non-performance  of  the  award,  Holt,  Chief  Justice,  was  of  opinion 
that  the  plea  was  good  without  performance :  ^  But  the  court  would  not  ^ve  judg- 
ment, but  exhorted  the  parties  to  eat  the  pullets  together ;  which  they  would  have 
done  at  first  if  they  had  had  any  brains !'  C!ommend  us  to  this  manner  of  settling 
an  '  issue'  of  law !  Next  to  some  of  the  sage  decisions  of  the  old  Dutch  bur- 
gKomasters,  recorded  by  the  veracious  Knickerbocker,  we  have  encountered  no- 
thing better.  .  .  .  There  is  not  a  sentence  in  the  little  essay  on  '  Our  Lost  Oru? 
which  does  not  bear  the  stamp  of  a  mother's  heart.  It  b  from  no  lack  of  sympathy, 
therefore,  that  we  have  not  published  it,  but  for  one  or  two  verbal  imperfections, 
which  we  could  not  take  the  liberty  to  supply.  The  sixtli  and  ninth  stanzas,  espe- 
ciaUy  struck  us  as  defective  in  melody  and  rhythm.  Let  our  bereaved  correspondent 
lemember  these  lines  of  an  esteemed  contributor : 

'Tbouoh  much  it  aeems  a  wonder  and  a  wo 
That  one  so  loved  should  be  so  early  lost, 
And  hallowed  tears  may  unforbidden  flow 

To  moom  the  bloasom  that  we  cherished  most, 
Tet  all  is  well ;  Gron's  good  design  I  see, 
That  where  our  treasure  is,  our  hearts  may  be  P 

-  It  is  our  belief  that  the  following  translation  of  an  every-day  business  note  into 
Latin  verse,  of  the  Horatian  model,  will  entertain  our  learned  readers,  and  inte- 
rest those  who  have  attempted  similar  performances  on  account  of  the  obvious  diffi- 
culties. They  furnish  also  a  good  example  of  the  existing  accuracy  and  elegance  of 
Englisli  scholarship.  Our  new  correspondent  ^  Delta'  is  an  English  clergyman,  one 
of  whose  sermons  was  recently  published  (with  a  prefiMie  by  the  Rev.  J.  C.  Richmond,) 
by  the  Messrs.  Appletons  and  Wilet.  This  English  version  will  amuse  our  unlat- 
inised  readers: 

ORIOINAL  NOTE. 

0XR :  Ton  are  requested  to  attend  a  meeting  of  the  Bridge  Commisaioners,  at  their  office  adjacent 
to  ttM  church,  at  twelve  o'clock  on  Saturday,  November  tenth,  to  receive  Mr.  Dipplk's  report  as  to 
Ihe  propriely  of  laying  down  gasrpipes  over  the  Bridge, 

We  remain,  Reverend  Sir, 

Tour  most  humble  servants, 

SMXTa  AMD  SOU)  Clerk. 
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TAA178I.ATION    INTO    ESXAMETEBS    AKD    PBNTA2iETSB8. 

Cux  BociiB,  qoibns  eat  Pontis  oommi«a  potestas, 

Soiami  ad  medium  Jonas  adeem  dtom, 
In  IVmUs  ciNiclave,  sacri  prope  limina  Templi, 

Ad  qnartae  Idns  maiae  Novembris  adt, 
Ui  diseaa  reepcmsa  refert  qasB  DippuLua,  amm 

Fasne  sit  igntferae  dacere  ponte  tuboe. 
Et  tibi  noe  homUee  servi)  Rayerende,  manenraai 

Scrtba,  Ftober  mi^or,  fUbiiadeaqiie  minor. 

ANOTHER. 

Cui  labor  Pontis  yeterig  tnend! 
Ttaditnr  coetiu  rogat  at  vocatos 
Caria  Interaiflj  DcMmine  Terrada 

Haod  procol  Aede, 
Qoarta  qoando  Idas  rediit  Novembria. 
Sacra  Satui^o,  mcdioque  fervent 
Axe  aolarea  radii ;  stauitaest 

Uora  dieeque. 
DmuLi  dlsces  mcmitam,  tubornm 
Faene  sit  Pontem  penetrare  tracto, 
Permeet  per  qoem  inrinuata  cart>o> 

naoeaflamma. 
Interim  serroe  humilcs,  verende, 
Pro  tna  inslgni  bonitale  credaa 
Nostibi, — scribam;  Faber  et  Tocaator 

Fabriadeeqae.  Ss&xa. 

In  giving  the  English  verso,  wo  eannot  resist  the  temptation  of  oalUiig  attentioa  to 
the  '  dual  unit'  which  designates  Smith  and  Son  as  a  clerk : 

<The  Bridge  Commission  sammon  thee  to  Join 
Their  solemn  conclave)  near  the  church^B  qjirO) 
When  Saturday  meridian  sun  shall  shine. 
And  thy  tenth  day,  November,  half  expire. 
DippLK  will  then  report  npon  the  line 
Of  pipes,  to  light  the  Bridge  with  gaseoos  fire, 
We  rest  thine  humble  servants,  Reverend  onej 
Their  cleric  *  a  dual  unit,^  Smith  anu  Son.' 

Wi  have  for  some  time  intended,  on  receiving  each  snoocBsive  Inrae  of  tiie 
'  Southern  Literary  Messenger^  monthly-  magazine,  to  express  our  gratification  tlitt 
a  purely  literary  periodical,  of  its  high  character,  should  be  so  well  sustained  in  the 
southern  section  of  our  glorious  republic.  We  find  invariably  in  its  weQ-filled  pages 
both  instruction  and  entertainment.  Its  contributors  are  many  of  them  in  the  front 
rank  of  our  intellectual  men  and  women,  and  it  is  edited  by  the  proprietor,  JoBir 
R.  Thoufson,  Esq.,  with  equal  talent  and  good  taste.  A  contempt  for  literary  teai- 
bugeousnetgy  a  discriminating  critical  judgment,  and  a  pure  and  flowing  atyk,  are 
apparent  in  the  editorial  department,  which  is  evidently  so  well  sustained  only  by  nn- 
wearied  industry.  We  have  sincere  pleasure  in  commending  the  '  Measenger*  to 
that  public  fiivor  whi<^  it  has  well  deserved,  and  which  we  are  confident  it  will  con- 
tinue to  command.  It  is  well  printed,  upon  firm  white  paper :  in  *•  that  first  iqppeal 
which  is  to  the  eye'  it  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired.  .  .  .  ^Oramge*  writes  too 
much  in  what  Hood  calls  *  the  jugular  vein ;'  the  blood-and-murder  style  of  Ham- 
SON  AiNswoKTH.  We  *  like  not  that;^  for  the  rest,  there  is  much  that  is  praise- 
worthy. We  should  like  to  hear  again  from  the  writer  on  some  other  sobjeet  more 
congenial  to  our  readers,  and  m  a  different '  vein.'  .  .  .  Wi  have  had  dted,  ia 
connexion  with  the  subject  animadverted  upon  by  the  two  western  religioas  joormIi 
quoted  in  a  late  number  of  the  Knickerbocker,  the  following  instanoea  of  '  IgwH 
nmee  m  the  Pulpit  .*'  '  On  one  occasion  a  *  circuit-preacher'  in  Akihiiimi  took  Ui 
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text  irom  the  Epktle  to  the  Hebrews,  and  remarked  that  '  Brother  Paul  wrote  that 
▼ery  able  and  eloquent  letter  to  the  city  of  Hebrews  I'  Another  minister  in  one  of 
his  flights,  for  whioh  he  was  quite  distinguished,  said :  '  Brethren,  what  would  you 
think  were  you  to  see  a  strong  angel  take  hold  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  by  the  brow, 
and  pull  them  up  by  the  roots  and  throw  them  into  a  mill-pond  ?'  On  another  oc- 
eamon,  defining  human  depravity,  he  said,  ^  It  is  a  paradox  in  the  stamina  of  our 
oatnr' !'  At  another  time  he  remarked :  *  Missionary  and  Bible  Societies  are  im- 
mortal lerers  for  spreading  the  lamp  of  salvation  over  the  world.'  Another,  at  the 
ocmclnsion  of  a  fearfully  dull  and  dry  discourse,  observed ;  '  Now,  my  friends,  I  am 
going  to  be  in  earnest :  I  am  going  to  press  this  subject  home.  And  sinners,  I  tell 
you,  yon  resemble  a  blind  man,  blind-folded,  standing  onto  the  very  edge  of  a  very 

|«ecipitate  plaoe !' '  Not  a  hundred  miles  from  Gotham,'  writes  a  new  contributor, 

'  I  heard  a  pious  class-leader,  of  more  s^eal  than  knowledge,  open  a  prayer  meeting 
thus :  '  My  brethren,  we  will  read  for  our  amuaement  the  first  chapter  of  the  Apocry- 
pha of  St.  John  ;'  and  soon  after,  ^  Let  us  sing  the  Icmg-metre  song  under  the  fifty- 
seventh  page.'  He  lately  took  for  the  subject  of  his  disquisition  the  '  thorn  in  the 
JUak*  tipok&a,  of  by  Saint  Paul.  This,  he  attempted  to  show,  consisted  in  the  apos- 
tle's being  near-sighted,  and  wearing  glasses ;  quoting,  in  support  of  this  shrewd 
hypothesis,  these  passages,  '  For  now  we  see  through  a  glass  darkly j"*  and  ^  Ye  see 
how  large  a  letter  I  have  written  to  you  with  mine  own  hands  ;'  meaning  thereby, 
thai  the  i^postle  was  obliged  to  make  big  letters !'  Such  ridiculous  exhibitions  of 
ignorance  reflect  so  littie  credit  xxpoa  sacred  ministrations,  that  we  are  glad  to  find 
religious  journals  of  influence  at  last  awakened  to  an  evil  heretofore  only  too  preva- 
lent. .  .  .  Thxjrr  is  a  good  deal  of  verse  published  now-a-days  which  is  very  &r 
from  being  poetry.  We  sent  a  couple  of  small  volumes  of  this  kind  recentiy  to  a 
iHend  in  whose  literary  judgments  we  might  well  confide,  and  he  returned  them 
with  a  note,  in  which  he  said :  '  I  dipped  in  the  books  and  skimmed  over  the  pages : 
there  was  not  a  single  point  to  hang  a  criticism  upon ;  they  were  not  even  bad.  Bad 
books  are  sometimes  '  nuts'  for  the  reviewer,  as  you  have  often  demonstrated :  one 
ean  make  as  much  out  oi  them  as  out  of  good  ones :  sometimes  they  iUostrate  cha- 
racter. A  very  bad  book  is  very  often  not  a  bad  thing  to  read.  But  these  things 
called  books,  which  are  but  an  undulating  collocation  of  smooth  words,  undiversified 
by  a  wave  or  a  ripple,  heaven  save  me  from  1'  *  Amen  to  that,  Coz.'  ...  A  vmlt 
dever  thing  was  ^  The  Canada  Punch,''  and  we  are  really  very  sorry  to  learn  that  it 
has  been  discontinued.  The  Montreal  wits  anployed  many  of  its  columns  in  satirical 
hits,  in  prose  and  verse,  at  the  troublous  political  movements  of  the  province ;  and 
jDot  a  few  alluBODs  were  made  to  Tankee-land  and  annexation : 


«  Alkbadt  do  the  *  stan  and  itripeB  emit  their  orient  blase, 
The  cheering  beacon  of  relief,  it  giimmers  through  the  haze ; 
It  tells  of  better  days  to  come,  of  daring  spirits  high, 
Who  *  put  their  trust  in  PaovioBNcs,  and  keep  their  powder  dry.' 


Punch  had  a  '  A  Dream''  of  annexation,  in  which  he  traversed  the  Mississippi  for 
a  good  pl%oe  to  '  squat :' 

*  AnowM  its  current  paddled  he,  past  trees 

And  rocks  abntting. 
And  once  he  heard  an  auigstor  sneeze, 

But  that  was  nothing.' 

IHd  nt  he  thmk,  with  the  down-east  yankee,  who  on  seeing  an  alligator  for  the  first 
time,  exolauned :  '  Wal,  he  amt  what  yon  may  call  a  hansum  critter,  but  there 's  a 
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great  deal  of  opermeas  when  he  smiles !'    Think  of  the  ^  smUe'  of  an  alligatar  I    One 
of  the  best  series  of  papers  in  the  ^  Canada  Punch'  was  entitled '  jlfr«.  Chap^tWM 
Letters  to  her  Daughter?    They  were  from  the  iron  stylus  of  Mrs.  Judt,  the  ■"'•M^ 
consort  of  Mr.  Punch.    A  single  bit  of  advice  touching  female  deportment  at  eveniiig 
parties  will  afford  an  inkling  of  its  keen  satire :  '  Make  yourself  agreeable  only  to  thon 
worth  your  while  to  conciliate.    8nub  all  improper  pretenders  to  your  aoquaintaiioe, 
not  omitting  the  mistress  of  the  house,  if  necessary.    Have  a  sUding-scale  fiv  yoor 
friendships,  but  none  for  your  sincerity,  which  ought  to  be  the  same  for  every  bo^. 
Be  ready  to  flatter  people  who  can  serve  you,  and  cut  those  who  cannot.'   •  •  .  Iv  a 
paper  entitled  '  A  Olimpee  of  Auetralia^^  in  the  last  number  of  the '  North- Ameriom 
Review,'  there  is  an  exceedingly  graphic  description  of  the  suddenness  with  which  the 
rivers  in  that  region  rise  in  a  moment  as  it  were,  inundating  every  thing,  laying 
tracts  under  water,  then  passing  away  and  ^ving  place  to  sand,  dust  and 
^  Our  western  rivers,'  says  the  reviewer,  ^  are  changeable  enough ;  the  Ohk>  rites  in 
its  flood  from  sixty-five  to  seventy  feet ;  at  one  season,  it  is  a  torrent  often  a  mSe  in 
width,  and  fit  to  bear  navies ;  at  another,  it  creeps  along,  a  little  '  creek'  that  a  man 
may  ford  on  horseback,  and  travellers  upon  the  bank,  (we  speak  literal  truth,)  are  an- 
noyed and  blinded  by  the  sharp  dust  which  drives  from  the  bed  of  the  river.    But  tiie 
Ohio  is  unchangeable  compared  with  the  streams  of  Australia.    TheHawkesworth, 
back  of  Sydney,  rises  ninety  feet  above  low  water.    The  Macquaire  is  alternately 
deep  enough  to  bear  a  line-of-batUe  ship  upon  its  bosom,  and  so  shallow  that  the  fisliea 
and  frogs  cannot  live  in  it.    One  month,  it  is  the  Hudson  in  its  strengih-and  vdlame, 
and  the  next,  a  ^  dry-run.'    To-day,  you  may  faint  upon  its  banks  frtnn  thirst,  beoaose 
between  them  all  is  waterless,  and  to-night,  be  wakened  by  a  distant  roar  of  crashing 
logs  and  breaking  tree-tops,  and  hurrying  out  may  find  a  moving  cataract  toasing  tha 
spoil  of  the  forest  before  it,  and  filling  the  bed  of  the  river  in  a  moment  with  a  torrent 
that  you  cannot  pass.'  ...  A  novel  match  took  place  recently  in  Inland,  in 
which  a  young  gentleman  undertook  for  a  wager  to  lap  up  a  saucer  fiill  of  milk  in 
less  time  than  a  cat !    They  both  commenced  at  the  same  time,  but  on  aoooont  of  tha 
gentleman  being  seized  with  a  violent  fit  of  laughter,  which  greatly  impeded  his  pro* 
gress,  the  cat  was  enabled  to  gain  a  great  lead :  however  the  gentleman  soon  oama 
up  with  her,  and  won  by  two  table  spoonsful !'    No  wonder  *  the  gentleman'  lan^^ied : 
we  should  have  thought  the  exercise  of  any  spectator's  risibles  to  be  wholly  una¥oid« 
able.  .   .   .  '  The  First  Snow  Storm,''  writes  very  prettUy  a  yonng.oorreqxmdeDt,  ^  is 
shedding  its  scattered  flakes  around,  making  it  seem  as  though  Winter  sought  to  daflk 
the  yet  green  earth  with  a  bridal  veil  for  his  coming  espousal.    Upon  the  damp  nntidj 
pathway,  upon  the  brown  leaves  flying  on  the  blast,  upon  the  bare  branches  of  tha 
sighing  trees,  and  upon  the  yet  verdant  meadows,  fiiUs  without  echo  the  feathery  anofr ; 
and  upon  the  fiEdr  bosom  of  the  last  fading  *■  artcmesias'  slowly  descend  the  snow-flakei, 
so  light,  and  yet  so  cold,  that  the  sensitive  heart  shrinks  chilled  with  sorrow,  that  their 
beauty  may  no  longer  delight  us.    Tet  while  we  gaze,  again  and  again  is  the  fros^ 
burthen  warmed  into  dew-drops  of  refreshing  fragrance,  proving  still,  as  ever,  jSiai 
the  mission  of  the  flower  is  the  ministry  of  Love  ;  to  teach  us  how  the  triab  of  fill 
may,  by  its  simple  alchemy,  be  changed  into  blessings  to  strengthen  and  ennoble  ns ; 
and  that  although  chilled  into  seeming  death,  a  prophecy  of  spring-time  lingera  at  ila 
root,  and  a  promise  of  the  resurrection-morning  is  enfolded  in  each  deeinng  bod, 
which  clings  to  life  and  waits  the  genial  season.'  .   .   .  Mr.  G.  and  Mr.  P.,  writea '  J. 
IL,'  owned  lots  acy  oining.    Exactly  on  the  dividing  line  in  front  stood  a  fine  tree.    Ifr. 
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P.  wiahed  to  evt  it  down,  as  being  in  his  way.  Mr.  G.  remonstrated,  it  being  a  fine 
flihade  Ux  his  hoose.  Angry  words  ensued,  bat  Mr.  P.  eventuaUy  felled  the  tree. 
Mr.  C,  somewhat  excited,  applied  to  lawyer  B.,  an  incorrigible  wag,  for  adyice.  B.^ 
after  heedfhlly  listening  to  G.'s  story,  adyised  him  as  fdlows,  ^  t'witnamely  :'  '  This  is 
one  of  those  nice  and  delicate  questions,  wherein  it  is  imposnble  to  guess  how  a  jury 
would  decide.  My  opinion  as  to  its  result  might  lead  you  into  a  firuitless  law-suit 
My  advice  to  you,  therefore,  is  to  go  and  pull  P.'«  note  !  That  would  be  a  tangible 
oaae  of  assault  and  battery,  about  which  there  could  be  no  dispute — and  my  fee  is 
five  dollara !'  Not  unlike  the  quack-doctor,  who  said  to  his  patient,  ^  I  donH  say  that 
tilus  nasty  stuff  that  I  'm  giyin'  on  ye  now  will  ewe  you,  but  it  will  throw  you  into 
fUt^waaH  I  hin  cure  fits — I  'm  death  on  'em !'  .  .  .  Wi  have  been  favored  with  a 
magnificent  '  Ode  to  the  Promnee  of  Upper  Canada,'^  written,  as  the  author  himself 
declares,  'by  a  son  of  a  loyalist  who  was  bom  and  brought  up  in  the  said  province, 
and  who,  until  six  weeks  since,  never  attempted  to  write  one  verse  !'  Think  of  this 
laot,  reader,  whfle  you  peruse  a  few  of  his  patriotic  stanzas : 

'How  beautiftil  and  charming  is  the  land 

Of  our  provinoe  of  Upper  Canada! 
Both  magnifloent  and  tnuuoeiident  grand, 
She  is  the  Queen  of  North  America. 

*Our  sweet  land  is  the  gem  and  bright^ower, 

That  which  adorns  the  Northern  Honlsphere : 
She  will  rise  in  feme,  eminence  fuid  power, 
And  other  lands  will  her  constantly  fear. 

*  A  country  of  4eedom  that*s  enjoyed 

Without  dread  or  fear  of  molestotion, 
Of  the  aasaasin  to  be  annoyed 
By  the  fear  of  death  and  innovation! 


I 


Look  at  the  proud  and  i»etended  freedom 

Of  the  Umted  States,  in  which  they  glory; 
Of  their  liberty  and  boasted  wisdom, 

As  though  they  were  all  plenty,  p««oo  and  Joy ! 

*  A  land  of  tyrannv  and  of  mis^ ; 

How  lamentable  it  is  for  to  say 
There  isa  nation  that 's  without  mer^ 
The  sufferings  of  the  poor  to  adlay  I 

.  •  .  • 

*  What  heart  would  not  bleed  to  hear  of  poor  man 

Suffering  death  without  a  fliir  trial 
By  a  Judge  and  Jury;  what  a  foul  plan! 
And  from  them  they  would  take  no  denial. 

*Ten  men  at  Vicksburgh,  in  Virginia^  (I) 
Without  a  trial  were  hung  like  a  dog ; 
Sudi  deeds  are  only  dcme  in  America, 
And  those  tyrants  their  cause  will  pettifog!' 

Now  Mr.  *  John  Smyth,  Land- Agent,*  if  this  is  your  opinion  of  *  unhappy  Ame- 
rica,' why  does  Canada  want  to  be  married  to  such  a  wretched  country  ?  But '  it 's 
no  use  knocking  at  the  door.'  Tou  are  not  a  *•  well-behaved'  people,  and  ^  you  can't 
ooine  in !'  .  .  .  Quite  surprised  as  well  as  amused  this  evening  at  the  dtnouement 
of  an  anecdote  Vhich  we  heard  related  of  a  zealous  devotee,  a  new  convert  at  a  re- 
cent protracted  revival-meeting,  and  a  partner  of  one  of  the  most  busy,  driving,  and 
thriily'*mercantQe  firms  in  the  town  where  the  *  subject'  resided.  After  *  confession 
and  admission,'  he  took  upon  himself  at  once  the  novel  observances  which  appertained 
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to  his  duties  as  a  ^  professor ;'  such  as  grace  before  meals,  fiEunily  prayers  at  morning 
and  evening,  etc.  His  first  ^  graee/  which  was  heard  by  our  informant,  was  peoa* 
liar :  ^  Be  pleased  to  bless  this  portion  of  food  now  in  readiness  for  us ;  give  it  to  ns 

in  love;  may  we  eat  and  drink  with  grateful  hearts:  Youra  Truly '    He  was 

entering  upon  the  name  of  his  firm,  when  ho  disooverod  his  blunder  in  time  to  stop 
that  consummation!  Au  reste^  it  was  ^past  praying  for.'  .  .  .  Our  excdlent 
oriental  correspondent,  John  P.  Brown,  Esq.,  gives  in  preceding  pages  one  of  his 
most  intcrestmg  ^Sketches  of  the  EtutJ  It  is  as  fresh  and  vivid  in  its  desoriptioiM 
to  the  eye  as  a  painting  of  the  scenes  depicted  would  be  upon  canvass.  We  have 
other  papers  of  kindred  exccDencc  from  the  writer's  pen  which  await  present  inser- 
tion. ...  A  SINGULAR  &ct  is  rccordcd  in  a  late  Glasgow  (Scotland)  newspaper : 
^  An  old  man  residing  in  the  neighborhood  of  that  city  found  a  miniature  of  hia 
wife,  taken  in  her  youth.  She  had  been  dead  many  years,  and  he  was  a  person  of 
strictly  sedate  and  religious  habits ;  but  the  sight  of  this  picture  overcame  him.  From 
the  time  of  its  discovery  till  his  death,  which  took  place  some  months  afterward,  he 
neglected  all  his  ordinary  duties  and  employments,  and  became  in  a  manner  imbecfle, 
spending  whole  days  without  uttering  a  word,  or  manifesting  the  slightest  interest  in 
passing  occurrences.  The  only  one  with  whom  he  would  hold  any  conununication 
was  a  little  grand-child,  who  strikingly  resembled  the  portrait ;  to  her  he  was  perfectly 
docile ;  and  a  day  or  two  before  his  death  he  gave  her  his  purse,  and  strictly  enjoined 
her  to  lay  the  picture  beside  him  in  his  coffin ;  a  request  which  was  accordingly  ful- 
filled.' .  .  .  We  should  like  respectfully  to  inquire  whether  the  following  lines  do 
not  express  what  is  ^  pretty  much  so  V   In  responding,  none  but  true  lovers  need  apply: 

'  Love  Is  Hko  the  wind ; 

You  Aral  it  while  it  blows ; 

But  whence  it  comes  you  cannot  find) 
Nor  follow  where  it  gocs.^ 

There  is  much  force  in  the  following  passage,  which  wo  find  in  our  note-book, 
without  any  reference  to  its  source :  ^  To  mature  a  novel  which  shall  command  the 
respect  of  really  intelligent  persons,  which  shall  impress  more  on  the  second  reading 
than  the  first,  and  which  powerful  minds  can  resort  to  for  impulse  and  invigorstkiif 
requires  a  richness  of  attainment,  a  cheerful  and  s^^mpathizing  spirit,  a  wide-readung 
mastery  of  style,  together  with  a  clear  and  strong  good  sense.  One  may  apfdy  to 
this  latter  quality  what  William  Penn.  said  to  the  Recorder  of  London  when  that 
potentate  told  him,  after  repeated  demands,  that  he  was  guilty  by  the  common  law : 
'  Friend,  if  that  law  of  which  thou  speakest  be  common,  it  should  not  be  so  hard  to 
produce.'  Hard  to  produce  examples  of  this  common  sense  in  modem  novels  it  cer- 
tainly is ;  and  this  is  one  great  reason  why  Scott  and  Miss  Edoeworth  etiU  keep 
their  high  stations,  defying  all  efibrts  to  displace  them.'  ...  A  vert  uaefol  and 
admirable  ''Directory  for  Visitors  to  Greenwood^''  compiled  by  Mr.  N.  CLivKLAiiOy 
has  just  been  published.  It  contains  a  full  description  of  every  part  of  these  beantifid 
grounds,  as  well  as  of  the  most  noteworthy  monuments,  tombs,  etc.,  that  have  been 
built.  It  has  a  great  number  of  pictorial  illustrations,  and  is  printed  in  very  elegant 
style.  It  cannot  fail  to  be  of  eesential  service  to  the  public.  .  .  .  Mathap  our 
readers  will  remember  the  description  given  in  our  last  number,  by  a  Nioaragna  cor- 
respondent, of  the  style  of  no-dress  common  among  the  people  of  Motqnito-laDd* 
An  obliging  correspondent,  from  whom  wc  hope  often  to  hear,  has  sent  as  the  follow- 
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ing  apostrophe  to  tlie  King  of  that  ^  ked'ntry,'  a  livo  ^  nigger,'  who  was  caught  one 
dsYf '  tit  puris  tuUuralibutj^  and  made  a  monarch  of : 

KiKo  of  the  BreechleeB!^ melancholy  star! 

Thou  art  indeed,  intUed  *  thyaelf  alone  V 
We  view,  and  wish  to  view  thee  from  afkr, 

The  darkeet  meteor  that  ever  shone ! 
Blade  comet  I — strange  and  most  peculiar  feature. 
That  dusks — till  now  unseen — the  dcy  of  nature! 

Thou  fresh-breeched  monarch,  who  hast  doffed  thy  feathers, 
Whose  new-made  white-wash  pales  that  dusky  brow  ? 

What  tailor  built  the  unmentionM)le  leathers 
In  which  thy  royal  limbs  do  straddle  now  ? 

Dost  count,  'midst  cares  of  state,  the  thousand  stitches 

That  bind  the  seams  of  thy  new  kingly  breeches  ? 

Dost  bother  thy  wise  pate  to  wonder  what 

(Thou  new^nade  potentate  of  almost  no4and  I) 
Are  the  opinions  of  the  Autooikt 

In  reference  to  the  preeent  state  of  Poland? 
K  so,  a  word.  Prince  Sambo — prythee  hark ! 
As  thou  art  dark  already,  still  ^keep  dark!' 

Look  to  thy  treasury  I — a  wise  economy 
Brings  blankets  to  thy  wives  -^  to  thee  brings  rum ; 

And  *  lots'  of  greens  and  chickens,  hog  and  hominy. 
Shall  g^ad  the  comforts  of  thy  forest  home. 

Thy  dear  Mosquito  subjects,  do  they  bite. 

Like  ours,  and  hum  their  drowsy  songs  all  night  ? 

Now  ally  of  the  Island-Queen  I  — thy  feme. 

To  th'  astonished  world  now  first  awake, 
A  twelve-month's  immortality  shall  claim, 

And  from  that  sum  ten  months  the  world  may  take : 
May  in  that  time  new  powers  new  breeches  send. 
And  keep  thee  mindf tu  of  thy  latter  end ! 

Wi  commend  ^Reverend  R.  Townsend  HuddarVt  Appeal  for  the  Church  in 
California^  to  the  hearts  of  our  readers.  It  is  a  brief  but  forcible  and  well-reasoned 
pamphlet,  and  may  bo  obtained  gratis  at  No.  6,  Oortlandt-strcet.  Donations,  of  all 
flfvpnypriate  kmds,  will  be  received  by  all  the  Episcopal  clergy  of  the  city.  The  object 
M  a  noble  one :  '  There  stood  a  man  of  Macedonia,  and  prayed  him,  saying,  ^  Come 
over  into  Macedonia  and  help  us.' '  .  .  .  Tue  Right  Reverend  Bishop  Doanb,  of 
New-Jeraey,  we  are  informed,  mentions  a  laughable  anecdote  of  himself,  which  is 
aomewhat  to  the  following  purport.  He  was  travelling  in  the  cars  between  New- 
Tork  and  Bordentown,  and  having  occasion  to  leave  his  seat  for  a  moment,  found  on 
hk  return  that  it  was  occupied  by  another  person,  who  pertinaciously  refused  to  sur- 
render H :  '  No,  Sir  ! — he  had  paid  for  a  seat,  and  he  should  sit  where  he  liked.' 
Alter  a  little  forther  remonstrance,  the  Bishop  observed :  ^  Do  you  know  who  I  am, 
Sirf    I  am  Bishop  Doane,  of  New-Jersey.'    '  You  are?'  exclaimed  the  obstinate 

paaaenger;  'are  you  that  d d  Puseyite?    You  canH  have  this  seat.  Bishop 

DoAin  1'    .   .   .    '  As  COMMON  as  the  air  we  breathe'  is  a  familiar  expression.    Won- 
der if  it  la  equally  common  to  think  of  its  character ;  to  reflect  upon  the  nature  of 

*Thb  blue  vault  and  sapphire  waU^ 
That  overhangs  and  circles  alL' 

To  the  many  who  have  not  thought  upon  this  theme,  we  commend  the  following 
beantifiil  paasago  fhnn  the  last  number  of  the  London  ^  Quarterly  Review :' 

The  atmoq>biere  rises  above  us  with  its  cathedral  dome  arching  toward  the  heaven  of  iddch  it  is 
the  most  taniliarsyDonyme  and  symbol.  It  floats  around  us  like  that  grand  olilject  which  the  apostle 
JoBasawinhisvlMan:  <  a  sea  of  glass  like  unio  crystal.'    So  massive  is  it  that  when  it  begins  to  stir 
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it  toflsefl  about  great  Bhlpe  like  playthings,  and  sweeps  cities  and  Ibrests  like  monr-flafces  to  dgshai)- 
tion  beforo  it.  And  yet  it  la  so  mobile  that  wo  have  lived  yean  in  it  before  we  can  be  pemadedtbii 
it  exists  at  all,  and  that  the  great  bolk.of  mankind  never  realize  the  troth  that  they  are  balhed  in  a 
ocean  of  air.  Its  weight  is  so  enormons  that  iron  shivers  before  it  like  g^aas,  yet  a  soaiHiiubble  mDi 
throngh  it  with  impunity,  and  the  tiniest  insect  waves  it  with  its  wings.  It  ministetB  lavMily  to  all 
thesonses.  Wetouch  it  not,  bat  it  touches  us :  its  warm  south  wind  brings  bade  odor  toth^pals 
face  of  the  invalid :  its  cool  west  winds  refl-esh  the  fevered  brow  and  make  the  blood  mantle  In  ov 
cheeks :  even  its  north  blasts  brace  into  new  vigor  the  hardened  children  of  our  rugged  dime.  Tha 
eye  is  indebted  to  it  for  all  the  magnificence  of  sunrise,  the  (iiU  brightness  of  midrday,  the  chaatflBiwI 
radiance  of  gloaming,  and  the  clouds  that  cradle  near  the  settingsun.  But  for  it  the  rainbow  wmid 
want  its  triumphal  arch,  and  the  winds  would  not  send  their  fleecy  messengers  on  errands  avoond  Ike 
heavens.  The  cold  ether  would  not  shed  its  snow-feathers  on  the  earth,  nor  would  drqis  of  dew 
gather  on  the  flowers.  The  kindly  rain  would  never  flail,  hail,  storm  nor  fog  diversify  the  flioe  of  tte 
sky.  Our  naked  globe  would  turn  its  tanned  unshadowed  f(H«head  to  the  sun,  and  one  dreeiy : 
notonous  blaze  of  light  and  heat  dazzle  and  bum  up  all  things.  Were  there  no  atmosidiera,  the4 
ing  sun  would  in  a  moment  set,  and  without  warning  plunge  the  earth  in  darkness.  But  the  air  kMpa 
in  her  hand  a  sheaf  of  his  rays,  and  lets  them  slip  but  slowly  through  her  fingers ;  so  fhat  the  ahedowt 
of  evening  gather  by  degrees,  and  the  fiowers  have  time  to  bow  their  heads,  and  each  creature  of  wgttt 
\o  find  a  place  of  rest  and  nestle  to  repose.  In  the  morning  the  garish  sun  would  at  one  bound  bunt 
fVom  the  bosom  of  night  and  blaze  above  the  horizon ;  but  the  air  watches  for  his  coming,  and  tndi 
at  first  one  little  ray  to  announce  his  approach,  and  then  anoUier,  and  by  and  by  a  handftd — and  so 
gently  draws  aside  the  curtain  of  night,  and  slowly  lets  the  light  foil  on  the  foce  of  the  sleeping  ( 
till  her  eye-lids  open,  and  like  the  man,  she  *•  goeth  forth  again  to  her  labor  until  the  evenii^.* 


There  's  ^  somedele'  wit  and  sparkle  in  a  little  sheet  published  semi-oooaaioDally  by 
the  students  of  the  University  of  Vermont,  called  ^The  College  MaulJ  PoetksalMD- 
timent,  also,  is  to  bo  met  with  in  its  columns ;  a  striking  example  of  which  may  be  fomid 
in  the  ''Lines  to  a  Polliwog?    "We  segregate  *  specimens'  of  the  stanzas : 


*  DwKLLER  in  the  watery  bog! 
Bmbryo  —  prototypic  finog, 
WinpUng  waggling  PoUiwog, 

Wiggle  wagd^  I  waggle  wiggle ! 

^  Like  a  cow  when  flies  are  eating 
Her,  or  femalen'  fans  at  meeting, 
CeaselesB,  ceaseless,  is  the  beating : 
Wiggle  waggle !  waggle  wiggle ! 

*  *  Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us,' 
That 's  the  way  to  leave  behind  us 
Wakes  by  which  the  worid  will  find  us. 

Wiggle  waggle !  waggle  wiggle ! 


*  I  have  seen  the  world,  and  round  it 
Journeyed  much,  and  ttiU  have  found  tt 
All  the  same  where  e*er  I  sound  it : 

Wiggle  waggle  I  wa^Bto  wiggfot 

*  He  who  waggles  moat,  win  surety 
Scull  his  boat  the  most  securely 
To  the  port,  and  all  by  purely 

Wiggle  waggle !  wafi^  wiggle  1 

*  Once  thou  wast  a  spawniiw  egg: 
Waggling  brought  Uiee  tatTaM  heedf 
Waggling  soon  will  start  a  leg: 

Wiggle  waggle !  wagg^  w^gie? 


*  A  VERY  plain  matter-of-fact  farmer  in  our  vicinity/  writes  a  country  carrespoiidflBti 
^  a  few  years  since  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  bam,  with  its  contents,  by  fiie. 
Happening  a  few  days  after  to  be  in  the  office  of  a  gentleman  noted  for  his  elMBity 
and  generosity,  and  who,  by-the-by,  had  formerly  sold  to  the  yeoman  his  ikmi,  flie 
subject  of  his  loes  was  mentioned.  With  characteristic  liberality,  he  ooimted  and 
handed  to  the  man  a  package  of  money,  saying,  ^  I  am  very  sorry  for  your  loss ;  let 
me  make  you  a  present  of  fifty  dollars.^  The  farmer  received  it  silently,  oonnted  it 
carefully  twice,  then  looking  at  the  donor,  in  a  very  business-like  way,  nmply  re- 
plied :  ^I  believe  it  is  right ,  Doctor  /'  Rather  frosty  gratitude  this,  but  not  ^iitfs  so 
icy  as  was  that  of  a  man  who  elbowed  hb  way  through  a  crowd  on  the  Fourth  of 
July  at  Bufiblo,  some  years  ago,  and  said  to  one  of  our  merchants,  then  on  a  Tisit  to 

his  native  place,  *  Can't  you  give  a  poor  fellow  something,  Mr.  B 7    I're  got  to 

be  a  poor  cripple  since  you  used  to  live  here,  and  I  can't  work.    Come,  ghre  vi  a 
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IHUe  suthin',  canH  ye  V    Mr.  B put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  handed  the 

man  a  half-dollar  piece,  which  he  pocketed,  without  uttering  a  word  of  thanks.    In 

abont  an  hour  he  came  up  to  Mr.  B ,  who  was  taking  a  glass  of  wine  with  a 

friend  at  an  inn,  and  said,  *■  Look  o'  here,  your  brother  down  to  Black  Rock,  he  'gin 
me  a  dollar  !  Can't  you,  a  New- York  marchant,  'ford  to  give  as  much  as  he  7  / 
ahould  say  you  could,  ea^y  /'  Not  liking  the  idea  himself  of  being  outdone  in  gene- 
rosity by  his  resident  brother,  he  handed  the  importunate  fellow  two  quarter-dollar 
pieces,  when  he  went  off,  precisely  as  before,  without  so  much  as  *•  Thankee.'  In  the 
erening  Mr.  B  —  was  surprised  by  a  call  at  the  door  of  his  room,  after  he  had 
retired  for  the  night.  '  Look  o'  here,'  exclaimed  a  now  £uniliar  voice  from  with- 
oaty  '  look  o'  here,  'Square,  one  o'  them  quarters  you  'gin  me  last  was  a  pista- 
teen !'...'  The  Two  Loves,  or  Eros  and  Anteros,^  is  the  title  of  a  new  work 
from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Stringer  and  Townbend.  We  have  not  read  the  book, 
but  a  clever  correspondent  who  has,  remarks  of  it :  ^  I  should  like  to  write,  and 
would,  if  I  could  steal  time,  a  paper  on  novels  and  novel-reading.  I  used  to  pore  over 
the  '  Mysteries  of  Udolpho,'  and  the  *•  Three  Spaniards,'  at  school,  until  ^  each  par- 
ticiilar  hair  stood  up  on  eend.'  Then  came  the  Waverley  Novels,  those  gorgeous 
pageants  of  the  age  of  chivalry,  those  enchanted  stories  of  the  golden  past :  Bulwer 
succeeded,  with  his  misanthropy  and  metaphysics,  and  James  followed  with  his 
never-to-be  '  last' !  But  of  late  I  have  repented  the  sins  of  my  youth :  once  in  a 
while  however  I  *  backslide,'  and  ^  treat  resolution  •,'  and  *  The  Two  Loves*  is  the 
last  feast  I  have  had.  I  say  '  feast,'  because  it  is  so  different  from  the  general  run 
of  novels,  so  boldly,  simply,  and  well  written.  The  author  has  evidently  no  fear  of 
censure  from  the  prim  and  would-be-thought  immaculate  canters  of  the  day.  Vice 
is  portrayed  as  it  docs  and  always  will  exist,  a  beautiful  deformity,  a  hell  which  the 
fiff-off  stars  of  heaven  sometimes  shine  down  into.  We  see  from  the  beginning  what 
will  be  the  end  of  one  of  the  heroines :  the  dark  thread  that  is  to  be  inwoven  in  the 
web  of  her  existence  is  there  taken  up.  Pride  is  the  downfall  of  Mrs.  Stevens. 
Captain  Wileles  and  Jack  Jones,  the  captain  and  mate  of  the  pirate  bark,  are  finely 
drawn ;  Mrs.  Foley  is  one  of  the  most  consummate  hypocrites  on  record ;  a  plotting, 
scheming,  talented,  bad  woman.  Old  Bordonni,  and  the  episodes  of  Italian  life,  are 
fi^sh  and  natural.  The  story  never  for  a  moment  flags  in  its  interest,  but  keeps  ex< 
peetation  on  the  tiptoe ;  at  the  same  time  (and  it  is  a  rare  quality  in  this  age  of  ex- 
aggeration,) nothing  is  overdone.  There  is  no  ^  bellowing'  and  '  strutting.'  The 
mnthor  is  not  one  of  Nature's  journeymen  who  make  the  men  that  ^  imitate  humanity 
•o  abominably.'  Whether  it  was  wise  to  draw  so  many  bad  characters  is  another 
thing :  that  I  leave  to  more  profound  critics  than  myself.  *•  Jane  Eyrb'  and  '  Wild- 
fcn  Hall'  pleased  me  and  others,  iiv  spite  of  the  cant  of  a  portion  of  the  press :  '  The 
Two  Loves'  pleases  me,  and  will  please,  I  think,  the  readers  of  the  ICniCker- 
BOCKER.'  .  .  .  ^  The  Covenant  and  Ladies'*  Magazine^  is  the  title  of  a  new  and 
very  handsomely-executed  monthly,  edited  by  Mrs.  E.  M.  Seymour  and  Paschal 
Donaldson,  Esq.  It  is  designed  especially  for  the  ^  better  half  of  creation,'  and  we 
have  reason  to  believe  that  no  stone  will  be  left  unturned  to  make  it  every  way  worthy 
of  their  encouragement  and  support.  ^  We  desire,'  say  the  Editors,  ^  that  our  Order 
should  stand  high  in  the  good  opinion  of  our  fair  countrywomen,  and  their  bright 
smiles  beaming  upon  our  pathway  shall  light  and  cheer  us  on  in  the  discharge  of  our 
duty  and  the  fulfilment  of  our  resolves.'    Each  number  of  the  work  is  to  be  elabo- 
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rately  embellished.  We  have  known  Mr.  Donaldson  as  an  editor  in  another  pnbfi- 
cation,  and  can  pronounce  authentically  upon  his  talents  and  his  industry.  Snooes 
attend  him !  .  .  .  There  is  something  very  wiord  and  Grermanio  in  the  lines  enti- 
tled ^  The  Oin-Fiend,^  by  Charles  Mackat.  They  were  suggested  by  a  soeoe  in 
*'  The  Drunkard^»  Children^^  an  admirable  picture-story  by  Cruikbhane  : 

*  Thk  Gin-Fikkd  cast  his  eyes  abroad,  and  looked  oV  all  the  land. 

And  numbered  his  myriad  worshippen  with  his  bird-like^  long  ilfl^  hand : 
He  took  his  place  in  tno  teeming  streets,  and  watched  the  people  go 
Around  and  about,  with  a  buzz  and  a  shout,  forever  to  ana  fro : 
*>  And  it  *s  hip  V  said  the  Gin-Fiend,  *  hip  I  hurrah  I  for  the  moUltiide  1 8ee» 
Who  ollbr  themselves  a  sacrifice,  and  die  for  the  love  of  me  I* 

^There  stood  a  woman  on  a  bridge;  she  was  old,  but  not  with  yesra; 
Old  with  excess  and  passion  and  pain,  and  she  wept  remorseless  tears; 
And  she  gave  to  h^  babe  her  milkless  breast,  then  goaded  by  its  err, 
Hade  a  desperate  ieiup  in  the  river  deep,  in  the  sight  of  the  passers-by : 
^  And  it*s  hip  f  said  the  Gin-Fiknd,  *hip !  hurrah !  she  sinks,  but  let  ner  be! 
In  life  or  death,  whatevor  she  did,  was  all  for  the  love  of  me  r 

*  There  watched  another  by  the  hearth,  with  sullen  &oe  and  thin : 
She  uttered  words  of  scorn  and  hate  to  one  that  staggmed  in; 

Ix>ng  had  she  watched ;  and  when  he  came,  his  thoughts  were  bent  on  blood ; 
He  could  not  brook  her  taunting  look,  and  he  slew  her  whore  she  stood  :• 
*■  And  it 's  hip  V  said  the  Gin-Fiknd,  *•  hip !  hurrah  I  my  right  good  flriend  is  he  1 
He  hath  slain  his  wifb,  he  hath  given  his  life,  and  all  for  the  love  of  meP 

*■  And  every  day  in  the  crowded  way  he  takes  his  fearfbl  stand, 
And  numbers  his  myriad  worshippers  with  his  bird-like,  kmg  right  hand ; 
And  every  day  the  weak  and  strong,  widows  and  maids  and  wives. 
Blood-warm,  blood-cold,  young  men  and  old,  offer  the  fiend  their  lives: 
*  And  it 's  hip  V  he  says,  *•  hip  I  hip  I  hurrah  I  for  the  multitude  I  see, 
That  sell  their  souls  for  the  burning  drink,  and  die  for  the  love  of  me  T' 

*  The  subject  of  the  following  anecdote,'  writes  a  friend, '  is  an  old  and  respectabk 
physician,  who  is  now  a  very  strenuous  temperance  man,  although  in  his  yoong  dayt 
he  sometimes  '  patronised  the  groceries'  over  much.  On  one  occasion,  having  in- 
dulged very  freely  in  a  variety  of  spiritous  decoctions  with  some  boon-compani<nis,  he 
mounted  his  more  and  started  for  home.  lie  had  not  gone  &r  before  the  inronrfdcr 
ate  *■  commingling  of  spirits'  in  his  stomach  gave  rise  to  such  a  fruious  rebdlkm  that 
he  was  fain  to  dismount  and  come  to  an  anchor  against  a  large  log  by  the  rosdsidei 
where  he  commenced  a  process  of  upheaval  that  was  truly  alarming.  While  engaged 
in  these  spasmodic  efforts  at  relief  he  was  accosted  by  a  traveller  who,  with  true  yankee 
solicitude,  enquired  what  was  the  matter.'  The  inebriate,  in  an  interval  of  the  parozym, 
gmfily  replied,  that  he  *  had  traded  horses,  and  was  very  sick  of  his  bargain  /* .  .  .  Tbb 
noble  deer,  for  which  we  were  indebted  to  the  kindness  of  a  Broome-connty  fHend,  "bm 
served  a  double  purpose  of  good.  Its  delicious  '  sadlcs'  and  steaks  of  yeniaon 
relished  by  many  persons  *  of  the  right  sort ;'  and  its  soft  skin,  neatly  dreaKd, 

an  ample  and  beautiful  mat  in  the  sanctum.    R should  see  the  little  white  feet 

buried  at  evening  in  the  soft  fur,  and  hear  the  ^  crowuig'  which  its  luxuriona  '  fed' 
awakens.  It  is  somewhat  difficult  to  make  the  littie  people  '  ruminate  bedward'  wUk 
standing  upon  it  .  .  .  We  were  reminded  of  ^  Jeames  de  la  Pluche,  Bzqiiirei* 
at  the  Opera  the  other  night.  ^  Do  yon  see  that  young  man  over  there,  tacking  Ibe 
end  of  his  rattan?'  asked  a  friend  at  our  elbow.  '  Yes ;  what  of  him  V  '  Bee  bofar 
he  is  dying  away  with  the  music,  and  how  his  empty  head  sways  to  and  fro  in  affisotod 
ecstasy.  That  young  man  is  an  ignorant  *■  snob  •,'  upon  my  honor,  he  cannot  write  a 
ctter  of  twenty  lines  without  misspelling  the  commonest  words.'    Wo  commend  him. 
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if  he  reads  the  Kivickerbockee,  to  the  stadions  example  of  his  great  prototype, 
'  Chakjles  de  la  Pluche,  Exquire/  while  securing  a  ^  fiBshnabble  hedgication  :' 

^  iMPRTMUf.  Ihre  been  obleged  to  get  up  all  the  ecompUahmenis  at  double  quick,  tc  to  apply 
myself  with  tremei\fuous  energy. 

*•  First :  in  border  to  gire  myself  a  hideer  of  what  a  gentleman  reely  is,  I  Ve  read  the  dotyIo  of 
Pblhax  six  times,  and  am  to  go  throu^  it  4  times  mor. 

'  I  practis  ridin  and  the  acquirement  of  *  a  steadv  &  a  sure  seat  acres  the  County*  aasUoously  4 
times  a  week,  ai  the  Hippydrum  Ridin  Grounds.  Many  *s  the  tumbil  I  Ve  ad,  and  the  aklng  boans 
I  Ve  suffered  ftom,  thoum  I  was  grinnin  in  the  Park  or  laffln  at  the  Opra. 

*  Every  morning  from  6  till  0,  the  inhabitance  of  the  Halbany  may  have  been  surprised  to  hear  the 
sounds  ot  music  ishine  from  the  apartmince  of  Jkjlmks  nc  la.  Pluchk,  Esquire,  Letter  Hex.  It^s 
my  dancing-master.  From  six  to  nine  we  have  waloes  and  polkies ;  at  nine  ^mangtiang  tc  depots 
ment,'  as  he  calls  it;  &  the  manner  of  hentering  a  room,  complimenting  the  ost  &  ost^M/s  compot- 
ting  yourself  at  table.  At  nine  I  hentm'  from  mv  dressing-room,  (has  to  a  party,)  I  make  my  bow  ; 
my  master  (he 's  a  Marquis  in  France,  and  ad  misfortins,  being  connected  with  young  Lk  wy  Nkpo> 
LBDM,)  reseaves  me ;  I  nadwance ;  speak  abowt  the  weather  &  the  toppix  of  the  day  in  an  elegant 
it  cuasory  manner.  Brekftt  is  enounced  by  Fitzwarrbh*  niy  mann ;  we  precede  to  the  festive 
bord ;  oomplimraice  Is  igscbanged,  with  the  manner  of  drinking  wind,  addressuig  your  neighbor,  em- 
ploying your  reyking  k,  flngeriglas,  6lc.  And  then  we  fhll  to  brekflst,  when  I  promiss  you  the  Mai^ 
quis  donH  eat  like  a  oonmioner.  He  says  I  'm  oetten  on  very  well ;  soon  I  shall  be  able  to  Inwite 
pecmle  to  brekfst,  like  Mr.  Hills,  my  rivle  in  the  Halbany ;  Mr.  Ma.ca.ult,  (who  wrote  that  sweet 
book  of  ballets,  *  The  Lays  of  Handent  Rum ;)  k.  the  great  Blr.  Rodokrs  himself. 

^Tbe  above  was  wrote  some  weeks  back.  I  have  siven  brek&ts  sins  then,  re^jv  Deskunps,  I 
bsve  ad  Earls  and  Ycounta— Bamits  as  many  as  I  cnoee ;  and  the  pick  of  the  Railway  worki,  o. 
which  I  ftirm  a  membw.'  ' 

This  is  the  bright  side  of  the  picture ;  but  after  all,  ^  Jeames  de  la  Pluche,  Exquire' 

was  not  quite  '^py.    'Ear  'im : 

<  Pkoplb  phansy  its  ball  gaiety  and  pleasure  the  life  of  us  fiuOmabble  gents  about  townd  —  but  I 
can  tell  'on  Its  not  hall  goold  that  glitters.  They  do  n*t  know  our  momints  of  hagony,  hour  ours  of 
Btoddy  and  reflecshun.  They  little  think  when  they  see  Jka.hks  nx  la.  Pluchk,  Exquire,  wuriing 
roand  in  walce  at  Halxax  with  Lady  Hasm,  or  lazaly  steppink  a  kidrill  with  Lavt  Jaxk,  pouring 
helegant  nothinx  into  the  Ck>uirrKss*8  hear  at  dinner,  or  gallopin  his  boss  Desperation  hover  the  ex- 
<wcinn-ground  in  the  Park— they  litde  think  that  leader  of  the  tong,  seaminkly  so  reckUas,  is  a  care- 
wocB  nkann !  —  and  yet  so  it  is.* 

Let  our  would-be  dandies  take  good  heed  of  this  ingenuous  confession.  .  .  .  There 
a  beautiful  illnstration  of  ^  an  active  and  living  christian  fiuih  :^ 


*  A  KivD  and  tender-hearted  dersyman,  a  *good  shepherd*  of  his  flock,  was  one  day  speakiuff  of 
that  active,  living  faith,  which  shotua  at  all  tlmea  cheer  the  sincere  fc^ower  of  Jksdb,  and  related  to 
me  an  Illnstration  that  had  Just  occurxed  in  his  femily. 

« He  had  gone  into  a  cellar  which  in  winter  was  quite  dark,  and  entered  by  a  trap-door.  A  little 
dangfatM'  only  four  yean  old  was  trying  to  find  him,  and  came  to  the  trap<loor,  but  on  looking  down 
sB  was  dark,  and  she  called : 

* '  Are  you  down  cellar,  fiUher  V 

*  *■  Tea;  would  you  like  to  come,  Mart  f 
* '  It  is  dark;  I  cant  come  down,  fluher.' 

*  *  WeU.  my  daughter,  I  am  right  below  you,  and  I  can  see  you,  though  you  cannot  see  me,  and  if 
joa  will  onH)  yourself,  I  will  catch  you.* 

• «  O.  I  shall  fall ;  I  cant  see  you,  papa.' 

*  *  I  Know  it,*  he  answered,  *  but  I  am  really  here,  and  you  shall  not  fall  and  hurt  yourself.  ^  If  you 
wfn  Jump,  I  will  catch  you  safdy.' 

*  Little  Mart  strained  her  eye  to  the  utmost ;  but  could  catch  no  glimpse  of  her  (isther.  She  hesi- 
tated, then  advanced  a  little  farther,  then  summoning  all  her  resolution,  she  threw  herself  forward 
wand  was  received  safely  in  her  tether's  arms.  A  few  days  after  she  discovered  the  oellarHdoor  open, 
and  supposing  her  father  to  be  there,  she  called : 

<  *■  Shall  I  come  again,  papaf* 

*  *■  Yes.  my  dear,  in  a  minute,*  he  replied,  and  had  Just  time  to  reach  his  arms  toward  her,  when  in 
ber  cliikliwh  glee,  she  fell  shouting  into  his  arms,  and  clasping  his  neck,  s^d : 

^  *•  I  knew,  dear  fetber,  I  should  not  fall.* 

There  are  very  few  persons  in  the  Empire  State  who  have  not  heard  of  Eusha 
WiuJAMS,  the  eminent  advocate,  of  Columbia  county.  A  friend  has  just  mentioned 
to  ns  an  anecdote  of  him  which  is  well  worth  recording.  lie  had  been  listening  to  an 
antagonist  who  was  rather  a  dull  speaker,  and  who  had  infused  into  his  summing  up  a 
YSBt  deal  of  fustian.  Mr.  Williams  rose  when  he  had  finished,  and  said  :  ^  Gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  if  I  did  not  feel  strong  in  the  justice  of  my  cause,  I  should  fear  the  effect 
upon  you  of  the  eloquent  harangue  to  which  you  have  just  listened.  That,  gentle- 
men, was  a  splendid,  a  magnificent  performance.    I  admire  that  speech,  gentlemen 
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of  the  jury —I  dltDay»  admired  it.  I  admired  that  speech  when  I  was  a  boy  P  Itk 
needless  perhaps  to  add,  that  this  complunent  was  not  lost  upon  the  jury.  ...  *  TU 
Wheel  of  Life'  is  the  title  of  a  little  poem,  a  few  stanzas  of  which  we  have  copied 
into  our  conmion-plaoe  book.    They  strike  us  as  original  and  impressiYe : 


*I  8  AT  beside  s  cottage  hearth, 
A  wheel  was  stanSng  near : 
A  litUe  infimt  whirledTt  round, 
Then  started  back  in  fear. 

<Methought  the  mystic  Wheel  of  Life 

Was  whirled  by  that  fiiir  child, 
And  flut  the  eveMcngthening  cord 
Was  on  the  spindle  piled. 

<  Time,  standing  near  with  clickii^  reel, 

Was  comiting  off  the  chain; 
And  every  month  he  tied  a  knot. 
And  every  year  a  skein. 


<  At  first  the  thread  was  smooth  and  wliite» 

No  fsgoi  or  wrinkle  there ; 
For  Innocence  the  wheel  did  tniiki 
For  Liib'a  immortal  heir. 

*  Soon  coarsOT  grew  the  roUiii^  thraadi 

Uneven  grew  the  skein; 
And  Passion,  with  its  crimson  dye, 
B^;an  to  leave  its  stain. 

*•  And  louder  yet  the  q>ind]e  whirred, 
And  quick  the  wheel  flew  round ; 
And  fast  upon  then>ool  of  Lite 
Her  thread  the  spinner  wound.* 


A  CHOICE  specimen  of  ^  Canine  Latinity'  is  the  constitution  of  a  society  eataUialied  a 
few  months  since  in  the  .University  of  Vermont.    We  subjoin  a  brief  specimen : 


<Qdum  in  the  coarse  of  human  events  nocesso  est  uno  set  6{  anthroropopagmum 
dissolvere  cum  another  usual  est  and  expectari  quod  in  verbis  of  that  numquam  to  be  satis  admlnsi 
Duels  Gborok  Washington  qui  ftdt  let  in  bello,  Ist  in  pace,  et  1st  in  the  cordibos  of  his  coontiy- 
men,  qui  fUit  universally  observitaa  dum  vixit  et  died  lamented  by  onmibua  qui  knew  falUL  aa 
Mount  Vernon  a  locum  in  Virginia,  qaa?  coloniam  constltutus  erat  per  John  Smith  ante  the  glonoai 


landing  of  our  Pilgrim  Patrum  qui  Aigere  ab  tyranny  et  oppression  to  inStituere  libertatum  of  i 
science  in  the  silvis  Americanis  ab  whom  delivatus  erat  the  spirit  of  septuageslma  sex,  in  the  1 
pores  that  tried  men^s  animas,  in  the  revolutionary  bellum,  quum  the  aquila  Amoicana  demolWiad 
the  British  leonem  et  gigunt  the  principles  of  the  inmiortalis  Jbftkrson,  prindples  qui  Of^MsltisaBt 
to  hoe  of  the  insignis  Alkxandkr  Hamilton  of  infelix  mcmcNry  qui  shot  erat  in  duoUo  cum  inflnafs 
Aaron  Burr,  qui  died  a  deserved  mortem  per  want  of  breath  et  cuius  memoires  sunt  acriptt  per 
Matthew  L.  Davis,  commonly  nominatus  the  Antiquus  Puer  in  Specs ;  an  amicus  of  the  llfaa- 
trissimus  Ahdrbw  Jackson  Teneseensis,  qui  pugnavit  and  vincit  theBrittanos  ad  Novum  Or' 
in  MDcccxiv.  et  meruit  supremos  honorcs  ab  countrymen  ejus  per  expugnabilem  antmositatem  i 
to  et  Roman  fortitudincm  against  the  monstrum  Buik  the  focum  AristocratiflB,  et  lever  tyrann 
was  bene  dixit  pet  John  Madison,  Esq.,  a  Juris  consultus  boni  standing  et  ch}u8  character  srat  I 
Gasar*8  Wilis,  quae  est  dixit  to  have  been  the  daughter  of  one  horum  Romanurum  qui  tramptod  Om 
kings  of  the  earth  et  ostenbant  obstupefiujto  mundo  that  glorious  Democracy  quod  used  xsp  BrUM 
tyranny  et  oppressicm  et  continuavit  mterrita  through  a  longum  et  unbrcdLen  suooeasio  of  bonl  oM- 
zens  donee  it  centered  erat  in  Jamks  K.  Polk  popull  choice,  qui  donavit  a  pasa  to  Santa  Amwa  eft 
captured  id  gentleman^s  wooden  leg  et  scalded  eum  cum  ^  a  hasty  plate  of  soup*  in  manlboB  of  SooT- 
Tio  Chippcwanus  at  Cerro-Gordo,  subsequent  to  demolishing  his  coppias  at  Palo  Alto,  Besses  de  la 
Palma,  Monterey  and  Buena  Vista.  Zacuart  Taylor  Duce,  the  greatest  dux  of  the  ageii  tbe  Dun 
or  Wkllinotom  not  exceptua,  illustris  as  ille  is  for  the  subjugationi  Imperatoria  NAroLBOR,*  i  ' 


There  is  a  sherifT  in  Illinois  who  was  rather  '  taken  in'  in  that  region  on  one  oooft- 
aion,  and  ^  done  for.'  He  made  it  a  prominent  part  of  his  bnsinesa  to  ferret  out  and 
punish  pedlars  for  travelling  through  tlic  state  without  a  Ucense ;  but  one  monung  lia 
^  met  his  match  ;'  a  ^  ginooinc'  yankec  pedlar.  '  What  have  you  got  to  sell  f — any 
thing  V  asked  the  sheriff.  *  Ya§s,  sartain ;  what  'd  ye  like  to  hev  7  Grot  raaen,  tial^ 
rate  ;  that 's  an  article,  'Square,  that  you  wantj  tew,  I  should  say,  by  the  looks  o* 
your  baird.  Got  good  blackin'  ^  't  '11  make  them  old  cowhide  boots  o'  your^n  shine  m 
't  you  can  shave  into  'em :  Balm  o'  Klumby,  tew  ;  only  a  dollar  a  bottle ;  good  fcr 
the  ha'r,  and  ^  assistin'  poor  human  natur,'  as  the  poet  says.'  The  sheriff  bought  A 
bottle  of  the  Balm  of  Columbia,  and  in  reply  to  the  question  whether  ho  wanted  *  any 
thmg  else,'  that  functionary  said  he  did ;  ho  wanted  to  see  the  yankee's  Ik^eose  for 
pedling  in  Illinois,  that  being  his  duty,  as  tlic  high  sheriff  of  the  state !  The  pediv 
showed  him  a  document  ^  fixed  up  good,  in  black  and  white,'  which  the  officer  pro- 
nounced ^  all  correct ;'  and  handing  it  back  to  the  pedlar,  he  added, '  I  don't  knoir, 
now  that  I  've  bought  this  stuff,  that  I  care  any  thing  about  it.    I  rookon  I  may  aa 
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well  sell  it  to  you  ag'ini.  What  '11  you  give  for  it  V  '  Oh,  I  don't  know  as  the  darn'd 
stuff 's  any  use  to  me,  but  seein'  it 's  yedu^  sheriff,  I  '11  give  yeou  about  thirty-seven 
and  a  half  cents  for  it,'  quietly  responded  the  trader.  The  sheriff  handed  over  the 
bottle  and  recived  the  change,  when  the  pedlar  said :  *  I  say  yedu,  guess  /  've  a  ques- 
tion to  ask  you  now.  Hev  yedu  got  a  pedlar's  license  about  your  trowse's  V  '  l^o ; 
I  haven't  any  use  for  the  article,  myself  ^^  smd  the  sheriff.  ^  Hain't,  eh  ?  Well,  I  guess 
we  '11  »ee  about  that  pooty  dam'd  soon.  £f  I  understand  the  law,  ne5w,  it 's  a  clear 
oa*  that  yoeu  've  been  tradin'  with  me — hawkin'  and  peddlin'  Bahn  o'  Klumby  on 
the  highway — and  I  shall  inform  on  yedu ;  1 11  be  dam'd  ef  I  don't !'  Reaching  the 
town,  the  yankee  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  the  high  sheriff  was  fined  for  pedling 
without  a  hcense.  He  was  heard  afterward  to  say,  *  You  might  as  well  hold  a  greased 
eel  as  a  live  Yankee !'  .  .  .  Very  pretty  and  graceful  are  these  lines  on  *  Oirlhoody^ 
just  received  from  our  friend  and  correspondent,  John  G.  Saxe,  Esq. : 


With  rosy  cheeks  and  meiTT'danciDg  curls, 

And  eyes  of  tODd&r  Ugbt, 
O  very  beantlftil  are  UtOe  girli» 

And  goodly  to  the  ^ht! 

Here  comes  a  group  to  seek  my  lonely  bower. 
Ere  waninff  Autumn  dies ; 

flow  Uke  the  dew-drope  on  a  drooping  flower 
Are  smiles  flrom  gentle  eyes  I 

What  beaming  gladness  lifi^ts  each  fidry  fiioe 
Tlie  while  the  elves  advance, 

Kow  speading  swiAly  in  a  gleesome  race, 
Now  whirliji^  in  a  dance ! 


What  heavenly  pleasure  oW  the  q;>irit  roUs, 

When,  all  the  air  along, 
FloatB  the  sweet  music  of  untainted  souls, 

In  bright,  unsullied  song  I 

The  sacred  nym  phs  that  guard  this  sylvan  ground 
May  sport  unseen  with  these, 

And  Joy  to  hear  their  ringing  laugh  resound 
Among  the  clustering  trees. 

With  roey  cheeks  and  merry'dancing  curls, 

And  eyes  of  tender  lig^t, 
O  very  bcauUml  are  little  girls. 

And  goodly  to  the  sight ! 


^  A  Place  in  thy  Memory^  is  the  designation  given  to  a  small  duodecimo  volume 

by  Mrs.  H.  De  Krotft.    It  is  published  by  subscription,  for  the  benefit  of  the  author, 

«^  has  suddenly  been  stricken  stone-blind,  while  just  on  the  verge  of  womanhood. 

To  her,  henceforth, 

*No  sun,  no  moon,  no  stars— <U/  dark  P 

Reader,  tubecrihe  for  her  book,  if  she  calls  upon  you  ;  it  is  a  good  volume,  and  a 
pleasant ;  but  *  it  is  the  cause,  the  eau»e  /'  Sorrow  for  the  poor  lady  '  cast  into  outer 
darkness'  by  that  inscrutable  Providence  which  might  have  deprived  you  in  like 
manner  of  sight !  .  .  .  Looking  down  from  the  roof  of  a  high  dwelling  at  night 
upon  a  great  city,  partly  revealed  by  a  conflagration,  is  to  us  a  sublime  spectacle.  In 
the  semi-gloom,  uprise  the  towers,  steeples,  domes  and  cupolas  into  the  heavens,  now 
brightening  now  Coding  in  the  rising  and  sinking  flame.  The  fiir-off  clanking  of  the 
engines  *,  the  subdued  roar  of  human  voices ;  the  &int  crackling  of  the  flames,  and 
that  monotone  of  raging  fire  which  rises  solemnly  into  the  empyrean,  and  the  rest- 
less patter  of  a  thousand  feet ;  all  these  possess,  to  our  conception,  the  element  of 
anblimity.  Looking  up  to  the  dark  blue  star-bcgcmmed  dome  above,  one  cannot  help 
saying  with  Bryant  : 


*■  Tbt  spirit  is  around, 
Qnickeiiing  the  reckieee  mass  tiiat  sweeps  along ; 

And  this  eternal  sound, 
Voloee  and  footfidls  of  the  unnumbered  throng. 

Like  the  resounding  sea. 
Or  Uke  the  r^ny  tempest,  speaks  of  Thee  ! 


'  And  when  the  hours  of  rest 
Come  like  a  calm  upon  the  mid  sea  brine. 

Hushing  ito  billowy  breast. 
The  quiet  of  the  moment  too  is  Think  ; 

It  breathes  of  Him  who  keeps 
The  vast  and  helpless  city  while  it  sleeps.' 


*  You  must  have  a  retentive  memory,'  writes  a  Bangor  friend.    Well,  we  have,  wo 
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are  glad  to  say,  and  it  is  one  of  tho  ploasantest  endowments  which  has  been  TOQOlk- 
safed  us.  '  Memory,'  says  Judge  Haliburton,  very  beautifully,  '  acts  on  fhosght 
like  sudden  heat  on  a  dormant  fly :  it  wakes  it  from  the  dead,  puts  new  life  Into  it, 
and  it  stretches  out  its  wings  and  bnizcs  round  as  if  it  had  never  slept'  • .  .  •  Ws 
little  thought,  whUe  quoting  from  Elliott,  the  English  '  oom-law  rhymer,'  In  <mr 
last  number,  so  soon  to  be  called  upon  to  record  his  death.  But  he  was  in  the  spirit- 
land  while  we  were  calling  upon  our  readers  to  admire  his  genius.  He  was  to  the 
artizans  of  England  what  Burns  was  to  the  peasantry  of  Scotland.  It  was  to  hk 
rhymes,  more  than  to  any  other  collateral  cause,  that  we  may  attribute  the  repeil  of 
tho  tax  on  bread,  ^  the  staff  of  life,'  in  Great  Britain.  The  stalwsft-minded  Whit- 
tier  has  some  recent  stirring  Uiics  upon  the  burial  of  this  noble  poet  of  the 

*  IlAifOs  off;  t^ou  tythe-At  plunderer  I  play 

No  trick  of  priestcraft  hero : 
Back,  puny  lordliog !  darVt  thou  lay 

A  hand  on  Elliott's  bier  ? 
Alive,  your  rank  and  pomp  as  dust 

Benealh  his  feet  he  utxl ; 
He  knew  the  locust  swarm  that  cursed 

The  harvostrflekb  of  God  ! 

*0n  these  pole  lips,  the  smothered  thought 

Which  England's  millions  feel, 
A  fierce  and  fearful  nilendor  caught, 

As  firom  his  foive,  the  steel ; 
Strong-armed  as  TnoR !  a  shower  of  fire 

His  smitten  anvil  flung : 
God's  curse,  Earth's  wrong,  dumb  Hunger's  ire, 


*•  Then  let  the  poor  manHi  homy  1 

Bear  up  the  mighty  dead. 
And  Labor's  swart  and  stalwart  bands 

Behind  as  mourners  tread. 
Leave  cant  and  craft  their  biqHIaed  bonndSv 

I^averank  its  minster-floor: 
Give  EnglaiKrto  green  and  daiaed  grounds 

The  Poet  of  her  Poor! 

<  Lay  down  upon  his  ShesTi  green  tetge 

That  brave  old  heart  of  osk. 
With  fitting  dlive  fl!t>m  somiding  iot^ 

And  pall  of  fumace«n(Ae! 
Where  whirls  the  stone  Its  disy  roundsi 

And  axe  and  sledge  are  swang, 
And,  timing  to  their  stormy  sounids, 
Hk  gave  them  all  a  tongue !  ~  I  His  ^ormy  lays  are  ■ongl* 

Good  taste  in  literary  composition,  or  good  judgment  of  it,  let  us  inform  '  M.,'  don^ 
come  alone  of  reading  standard  '  works  on  taste.'  There  are  readers  who  haTS  never 
read  an  essay  on  taste ;  and  if  they  take  our  advice,  they  never  win ;  for  they  can  no 
more  improve  their  taste  by  so  doing,  than  they  could  improve  thdr  appetite  Iqr 
studying  a  cookery-book.'  .  .  .  We  are  ^  proud  and  liappy'  to  be  enabled  to  stile 
to  the  citizens  of  the  North- American  republic  that  M.  Soteb,  French  orfjst  lie 
cuiaine  to  the  '  Reform  Club, '  Len-dcn,'  has  *■  fabricated  an  entirely  new  sance  lor  tliB 
public  at  large  of  Great-Britain !'  We  have  tried  it,  and  '^  knocking  head,'  as  the  CSlunese 
have  it, '  we  beg  leave  to  renew  to  M.  Soter  the  assurances  of  our  distingoisihed  oon* 
sideration.'  What '«  it  made  of,  Mr.  Soyer,  ^  if  it  's  a  fair  question  T'  Covld  nt 
you  oblige  us  with  what  a  friend  of  ours  calls  a  *  re-9ype'  of  it  7  *  Only  ask  for  iit> 
formation' — how  to  ^  &bricatc'  it.  Next  to  the  *  medicated  apple-aais'  of  Captab 
Coddle,  of  Bunkum,  it  is  the  best  thing  of  its  kind  ^  going.'  .  .  .  ^Crotmttg  ik$ 
KaatskilU  in  Winter'*  is  a  thetne  for  a  poet,  but  the  scene  should  be  beheld  by  Hai^ 
leck  or  Bryant.  *  B.  V.'  enjoyed  it,  we  have  no  doubt,  but  he  does  not  eoMamnt- 
cate  his  enjoyment.  Now  we  arc  no  poi>t,  *  and  always  was  •,'  but  it  reaUy  '  doth 
appcareth  unto  us'  that  something  nearly  akin  to  poetry  would  have  found  its  way 
even  to  our  bosom,  while  standing,  as  our  correspondent  did,  in  a  pause  of  his  night- 
ride  across  the  mountains,  and  looking  over  that  vast  expanse,  (Nature  dead  and  in 

her  shroud)  saw 

<  Thb  moon  throw  oflT  her  robe  of  clouds, 
And  glimmer  on  the  cold  white  snow.' 

We  feel  the  scene,  in  the  sanctum  to-night ;  we  positively  do.  .  .  .  Wb  rcoetre, 
through  Messrs.  Dewitt  and  Davenport,  Tribune  Buildings,  the  successive  issiiesef 
'  The  Living  Age,^  pnblbhed  by  Messrs.  £.  Littell  and  Coxtant,  Boston ;  a  wctk 
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which  we  always  peruse  with  pleasure,  not  less  from  the  character  than  the  variety  of 
itB  contents.  At  the  establishment  of  *  the  two  D/s'  may  be  found  all  the  eurrent 
works  of  the  day.  .  .  .  Theee  are  not  a  few  entertaining  matters  in  the  *  Sweep- 
ings from  the  Study  of  a  SeptuagenaryJ*    We  annex  a  specimen  or  two  t 

*  Ficnov  in  tUlaagosges  has  been  the  crastion  of  ftney.  In  poetry,  it  has  its  tabled  Deities;  in 
law,  it  has  its  ^  Jom  Dos  and  Richard  Roa  ;*  in  the  diplomatie  depaitments  of  gorwrnnent,  it 
liooriBhea  in  the  *  Balance  of  Power,*  National  Independence,  Public  Rights,  Royal  Mandates,  etc. 
In  The(dogy,  ftom  the  earliest  ages  of  history,  it  has  held  unlimited  sway  over  the  powers  of  the 
hmnsn  mind,  which  has  been  transmitted  to  succeeding  generations  by  written  records  or  oral  tradi- 
tiooB.  The  greatest  range  of  fiction  throughout  Christendom  has  probably  been  displayed  on  objects  of 
ftboloiis  wocship,  first  propagated  by  pagan  priests  in  Egypt,  which  became  the  land  of  graven  im- 
ages :  aUegwy  and  mythology  were  the  veil  that  concealed  their  religious  deroUcms  (Vom  the  eyes  of 
the  yulgar,  and  fkble  was  the  impenetrable  disguise.  Thus  tiie  worship  of  otjjects  animate  and  in- 
animate were  consecrated  as  visible  and  invisible  symbols  of  Deities.  Hence  Jupitke  Am m on  was 
represented  ss  a  ram.  Ans,  the  son  of  Jupiter  and  Nioas,  under  that  of  a  cow ;  Osiris,  of  a  buV ; 
Pam,  of  a  goat.  From  mxh  a  source  the  deluded  people  derived  their  fobulous  transformaticms  of 
their  gods,  so  generally  oelebnted  in  Egyptian  mythcrfogy. 

*■  iThe  following  brief  ddineation  of  the  blissful  regions  of  Paradise  may  serve  to  show  how  the 
Uhislve  visions  of  fhncy  become  neutralized  in  the  natural  progress  of  civilized  life.  We  are  told 
that  the  Eternal  Bcnto  presided  at  the  birth  of  the  human  race,  and  that  his  voice  was  heard,  not  in 
the  inarticulate  music  (^  the  wind,  but  in  distinct  and  intelligible  language,  among  the  trees  of  the 
ittflmtworid.  Thus  mankind  learned  the  aeoret  of  their  mysterious  existence,  and  a  simple  and  sub- 
Hine  religicKi,  finom  tiie  original  source  of  intdligence,  when  the  flraU  baric  of  humanity  was  launched 
on  the  ocean  of  time,  amid  the  hymning  of  angels  and  the  welcoming  of  the  very  elements  of  na* 
tore  I  They  fell  flrom  this  state  of  innocence  and  bliss,  when  misery  and  death  became  their  portion. 
Thehr  eyes  were  dari&ened  to  the  heavenly  light  which  had  streamed  upon  them  in  Eden ;  their  ears 
incapable  of  hearing,  and  thehr  souls  of  understanding  the  voice  of  God,  and  their  only  guide 
the  light  of  nature :  they  forgot  the  solemn  secret  of  their  destiny,  and  their  moral  capabilities 
more  or  less  modified  by  the  circumstances  of  their  physical  situation ;  since  which  the  history 
of  man  exhibits  an  advance  fttmi  barbarism  to  refinement ;  his  (hculties  improve,  his  mind  is  en' 
Isiged,  snd  his  soul  becomes  enlightened  with  the  arts  and  sciences  of  civilized  life.* 

A  YOUNGSTER,  scarcely  of  a^^e,  and  worth  sixteen  thousand  dollars  a  year,  was  re- 
oently  overheard,  in  a  &shionable  and  exclusive  *  hell,'  repeating  to  a  small  circle  of 
friends  a  prodigiously  funny  joke  which  he  had  heard  somewhere.  Of  course  every 
body  laughed  at  the  story  of  a  young  man  with  sixteen  thousand  dollars  a  year,  and 
none  more  boisterously  than  the  ^  premier'  of  the  gay  saloon.  One  of  the  brace  of 
'  docks'  in  an  adjoining  room,  who  overheard  the  story,  offered  five  to  one  that  the 
langh  of  the  premier  was  n't  *■  on  the  square  V  ^  Flash'  sentences  these,  but  easily 
understood  by  the  'knowing  ones.'  A  laugh  *on  the  square!'  ...  It  seems 
thst '  Mary^t  Dream?  is  not,  as  we  had  always  supposed,  an  En^h  song.  It  is  of 
Scottish  origin,  and  here  is  one  of  the  striking  stanzas  of  the  original : 

*  Takr  off  thae  bride-sheets  firae  thy  bed, 

Which  thou  hast  feulded  down  for  me ; 
Unrobe  thee  of  thy  earthly  stole: 

I  *U  meet  fti'  soon  in  heaven  wi*  theef 
Three  times  the  gray  cock  clapped  his  wings. 

To  mak*  the  morning  lift  her  e*e. 
And  thrice  the  passing  spirit  said : 

^  Sweet  Mary  I  weep  nae  mair  for  me  V 

Op  ^Mahomet  and  his  Successors^''  by  Washington  Irving,  recently  issued  from 
the  press  of  Putnam,  wo  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  hereafter.  We  may  for  the 
present  merely  remark  that  the  work  involves  a  great  deal  of  romantic  interest,  and 
contains  many  oriental  legends  of  a  very  peculiar  character.    The  story,  in  short,  of 
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the  founder  of  leUmiBm  is  an  entertaining  and  instmctivo  one.  Obeerve,  in  prece- 
ding pages,  the  tribute  paid  to  Mahomet  by  our  well-informed  and  acoomplidied 
oriental  correspondent.  .  .  .  To  the  descriptive  wTiter  of  '  The  Sptrit-World*  we 
have  only  to  say, '  All  that  we  know  is,  notliing  can  be  known'  externally,  tcmohiiig 
the  theme  of  his  essay.  How  inconoeivably  eocentrio  and  illimitable  may  be  the 
mind's  flight,  when  it  is  released  from  its  cartlily  tenement,  and  revels  in  the  bound- 
less wilds  of  imagination,  as  a  liberated  balloon  soars  into  the  blue  empyrean— of  lAit 
surely  all  that  we  know  is  ^  less  than  nothing,  and  vanity  1'  .  .  .  Wb  enjoyed  a 
^  silent  laugh'  over  the  broad-ish  *  Sketch  of  a  Fashionable  Mtmcal  P^trty.*  The 
*■  accessories'  are  surely  overdone.  Does  *  P.'  remember  the  aneodoto  of  Lord 
North,  (was  n't  it  ?)  who  had  no  great  love  of  music,  and  who,  on  bdng  asked  wliy 
he  did  not  subscribe  to  certain  fashionable  concerts,  it  being  urged,  as  a  reason  why 
he  should  do  so,  that  his  brother  ^e  Bishop  of  Winchester  was  a  *  patron'  of  them, 
replied :  '  Oh,  ay !  no  doubt ;  and  if  I  was  as  deaf  as  my  brother,  /  would  mbeoribe 
too !'  .  .  .  The  ^  Thoughts  by  a  Returned  Gold-Seeker^  have  abundant  fooling, 
but  they  greatly  lack  execution.  The  wi'itcr^s  emotions  on  arriving  off  the  coast  on 
a  bright  Sunday  morning  reminded  us  of  a  stanza  in  ^The-Antient  Marinere' of 

Coleridge  : 

^  Oh  !  dream  of  joy !  Is  this  indeed 

The  li{;ht-h()use  top  I  see  ? 
Is  this  the  hill  ?  is  this  the  kirk  ? 
Is  tliis  mine  own  countree?* 

*•  The  Parterre,  a  Collection  of  Flowers  culled  by  the  Wayside,''  is  the  modeit 
and  pretty  title  given  to  a  handsomely -executed  little  volume  of  verse  by  D.  W.  BiL- 
isLE,  of  Philadelphia,  who  lias  sometimes  contributed  to  these  pages.  Mr.  Bbuilc 
has  tenderness,  simplicity,  and  a  fair  facility  of  versification,  to  commend  him  to  hk 
reader.  lie  is  an  evident  lover  of  nature,  also,  and  describes  natural  soones  in  gene- 
ral with  no  little  foithfulness.  His  imagination  is  not  of  the  highest  order,  but  noth- 
ing could  be  purer  than  the  inculcations  of  his  verse.  .  .  .  Pshaw  !  it  eon  be  done, 
friend  ^  Veto.'  It  can  and  it  must ;  and  wliat  is  more,  yon  aro  the  very  man  to  do  it 
*  What  has  been,'  remember,  *  may  be  again  •,  for  may  be  and  has  been  are  only  tenaei 
of  the  same  verb,  and  that  verb  is  eternally  being  declined.'  To  't  man,  to  't !  Hie 
edict  is  promulged.  Delay  not.  A  vermillion  decree.  Respect  this !  .  .  .  Oub 
own  little  people,  in  repeating  the  Lord^s  Prayer,  are  directed  to  lay,  ^Ahandim  u 
not  to  temptation ;'  and,  if  we  are  rightly  informed,  this  is  the  language  of  the  originaL 
Surely  our  heavenly  Father  would  not  ^  lead  us  into  temptation.'  We  have  jnat 
breathed  an  aspiration  after  a  little  girl  who  has  been  repeating  this  comprehenrfre  peti- 
tion, and  in  three  minutes  afterward  was  in  the  dream-land  of  guileless  chfldhood : 

*  Oh  may  tho  Fountain  of  all  Truth 

Each  perfect  gift  impart, 
With  innocence  protect  thV  youth, 
With  hope  support  thy  heart  V 

If  our  metropolitan  readers,  who  may  have  the  opportunity,  should  dedreto  eee  w\ 
exemplification  of  the  beautiful  in  interior  decoration,  where  shape  and  form  mty  bd 
said  to  be  against  a  tasteful  display  of  art,  we  commend  them  to  an  examination  of  the 
cabins  of  that  magnificent  new  steamer,  belonging  to  Mr.  Collins'  line, '  The  Xlteii- 
tic?  It  needs  but  a  glance  at  the  superb  decorations,  to  one  acquainted  wHh  the 
skill  and  fine  taste  of  the  accomplished  artist  who  designed  them,  to  recognise  hi 
them  the  directing  hand  of  Mr.  George  Platt,  than  whom  there  ia  not  a  more  gifted 
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decorator  on  this  aide  the  Atlantic.  Mr.  Platt's  servioes  are  now  so  frequently  in 
reqniflition,  in  the  erection  or  completion  of  noble  edifices  in  town  and  country,  and 
in  arranging  the  interiors  of  our  noblest  steamers,  that  he  may  be  said  to  embody  and 
represent  the  highest  taste  of  the  country,  in  his  especial  branches  of  art  .  .  .  The 
*  Bt^ffaio  Daily  Courier j^  a  well-filled  sheet,  edited  by  Mr.  Wiixiam  A.  Seaver,  its 
proprietor,  has  arisen  like  a  ^  spynx'  from  the  ashes  of  its  recent  conflagration,  and  in 
itB  new  and  handsome  dress  presents  a  very  attractive  appearance.  We  observe  in  its 
columns  the  hand  of  Mr.  Georoe  Haskins,  now  and  then ;  a  young  gentleman  who 
know»Aoii7  to  wield  a  pleasant  quill,  and  does  it.  .  .  .  It  would  have  been  an  illus- 
tration of  the  *  luxury  of  doing  good'  if  our  friend  M of  P could  have  seen 

the  reception,  by  the  publisher  hereof,  of  the  twenty  new  names  which  he  forwarded 
in  one  day  for  our  subscription-list    He  seemed, 

*•  in  the  folnms  of  Joy  and  hopef 

To  be  washing  his  hands  in  inyisible  soap, 
In  imperceptible  water.' 

To  R of  B ,  L of  A ,  (S.  C.,)  and  all  who  have  interested 

themselves  in  extending  our  circulation,  *  wo  cordially  unite'  in  tendering  our  heart}' 
thanks  .  .  .  ^  The  Albion'  weekly  literary  and  political  journal  appears  in  a  new 
and  very  handsome  address,  and  a  late  issue  is  accompanied  by  a  large  and  exceed- 
ingly spirited  engraving  from  Landbeer's  celebrated  picture  of  *  Dignity  and  /m- 
pudence,'*  *  twa  dogs'  who  will  becomo  as  famous  to  the  eye,  as  Burnb's  poem  to  the 
mind,  of  the  world.  Mr.  Landseer  may  congratulate  himself  upion  having  so  good 
an  interpreter  of  his  picture  upon  stone  as  our  engraver,  Mr.  Sadd.  '  The  Albion* 
J8  conducted  with  marked  dignity,  spirit  and  industry  by  Mr.  Youno,  its  present 
editor  and  proprietor,  and  has,  as  it  has  always  had,  our  cordial  good  wishes  for  its 
prosperity.  .  .  .  '  D.'  is  a  cynic.  Don't  think  so  ill  of  the  world.  It 's  a  very  pleasant 
world,  if  you  know  how  to  treat  and  to  enjoy  it.  It  contains  many  very  warm-heart- 
ed, ample-hearted,  right-hearted  men  and  women.  ^  After  all,'  says  one  who  had 
known  and  tested  mankind, '  after  aU,  the  common  varieties  of  human  character  will 
be  found  distributed  in  much  the  same  proportion  everywhere,  and  in  most  places 
there  will  be  a  sprinkling  of  the  uncommon  ones.  Everywhere  you  may  find  the 
■elfish  and  the  sensual,  the  carking  and  the  careful,  the  cunning  and  the  credulous, 
the  worldling  and  the  reckless.  But  kind  hearts  arc  also  every  where  to  be  found ; 
ligjit  intentions,  genial  minds,  and  private  virtues.'  .  .  .  We  were  about  to  say  a 
few  words  touching  the  denderatum  supplied  by  the  establishment  mentioned  below, 
but  ^  The  Home  JoumaV  has  anticipated  us,  in  this  brief  paragraph  *  of  and  con- 
cerning' *  Curious  Furniture  at  Marley^s  in  Ann-street,  below  Nassau :  *■  One  of  the 
greatest  treats  we  have  lately  had,  (in  the  way  of  idling  the  pinch  of  the  quill  out  of 
onr  fingers,)  has  been  the  inspection  of  some  most  sumptuous  specimens  of  Chinese 
fomitnre,  for  sale  at  Marlet's  in  Ann-street.  It  was  brought  to  this  country  by  a 
wealthy  oriental  merchant,  and  is  the  first  we  have  ever  seen  of  the  maasive  articles 
of  that  country's  luxuries.  Those  who  have  acquired,  in  Europe,  a  distaste  for  the 
glaring  look  of  newness,  like  furniture  on  show  in  the  cabinet-maker's  ware-room, 
which  our  New- York  houses  wear,  will  do  well  to  step  in  and  see  something  which 
looks  as  if  the  proprietor  was  well  off  before  yesterday.  Marlet's  rooms  are  a  mn- 
semn  iot  such  things,  but  what  we  speak  of,  forms  just  now  the  most  attractive  no- 
velty.' Rare  and  elegant  furniture,  of  all  descriptions,  with  articles  of  vertu  for  parlors 
and  dressing-rooms,  may  always  be  found  at  this  popular  depository.  .  .  .  We  speak 
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by  the  card.'  .  .  .  The  last '  issoo'  of  the  ^Bunkum  Flag-Staff^  has  not  reached 
our  office.  We  fear  that  the  harrassing  *  life  of  mind*  which  the  editor  has  lately  been 
leading  has  given  him  a  brain-fever.  But,  as  the  late  William  Cobbbtt  says,  in  his 
poem  of  '  lallah-Rookh,'  we  '  hope  for  the  best.'  .  .  .  We  are  well  pleased  to 
hear  of  the  success  of  the  ^  New-York  Weekly  Mirror  J*  Our  fHend  Mr.  Fdllbs 
finds  leisure  not  only  to  attend  to  the  duties  of  the  honorable  and  lucrative  stalMO 
which  ho  holds  under  ^  Uncle  Samuel,'  and  to  edit  his  sprightly  and  most  readable 
daily  journal,  but  also,  with  the  aid  of  capable  assistants,  to  make  a  most  various  and 
exeellcnt  weekly.  .  .  .  The  following  lines  have  been  handed  us  by  a  Scottish  gen- 
tleman for  many  years  connected  with  the  public  press  at  Aberdeen  and  an  adjacent 
town  of  Scotland.  They  will  derive  an  added  interest  at  a  period  so  near  the  starting- 
point  of  Time  in  his  annual  career  : 


Old  Time  sat  on  b  ruin  vast. 

And  he  laughed  right  merrilie ; 
He  laughed  at  the  preaent,  he  laughed  at  the  past, 
And  he  laughed  at  the  piles  that  were  to  last 

Till  TiMK  should  cease  to  be. 

*>  Ha!  har  cried  he,  *they  call  me  old, 
And  they  paint  me  lank  and  gray; 
But  U^  them  be  told  my  scythe  I  hold 
With  as  firm  a  hand  and  a  heart  as  bold 
As  I  did  in  my  early  day. 

'  Those  ancient  folks,  with  their  stone  nxA  clay, 

Built  well,  as  these  walls  can  show ; 
They  We  kept  me  at  bay  this  many  a  day. 
But  TiMK,  like  tide,  can  no  man  stay  — 
On,  onward  I  must  go! 

^  As  the  ndns  I  crumble  now,  shall  all 

YoB  splendid  manaiona  be ; 
For  each  buttress  and  arch  and  massy  wall, 
And  pillar  and  dome  and  spire  shall  fall. 

When  touched  at  Imgtn  by  me. 

*Tlu3¥  boast  of  pyramids  and  towers. 

And  they  think  my  power  to  check ; 
But  pyramids,  fragile  as  ladies'  bowers. 
To  earth  shall  be  hurled  by  my  dread  powers, 
To  Htix  in  the  general  wreck. 

<  A  sad  task  Hla  to  crush  to  dust 

FvU  many  a  stately  dome. 
But  feUer  and  deadlier  work  I  must 
Perfbrm,  with  a  power  and  a  deadly  lust, 

On  all  that  oa  earth  do  roam. 


^  For  countless  thousands  yet  nnbom 

Are  doomed  to  be  my  prey; 
The  bands  of  affection  and  love  most  be  torn, 
And  the  gay  and  the  young  and  the  wearj  worn 

I  must  sweep  in  their  turn  sway  I 

<  Yet  gentler,  kindlier  tasks  are  mine, 

As  many  a  heart  can  toll ; 
E*en  now  there  are  bosoms  that  sorrowing  pliis» 
On  whose  starless  night  Joy  yet  will  ahiUBi 

Through  Time's  aU-poinifi  epeU. 

*  Oh !  sad  is  the  sorrow  I  cannot  heal, 

Thou^  there  are  such  sorrows,  I  wean; 
Hearts  loving  and  leal  can  now  never  fisel 
The  Joy  that  their  smiles  were  wont  to  rsteali 
E'er  the  dark  storm  of  grief  they  had 

<Their  hours,  like  those  the  dial  shows 

As  the  sun  on  its  gnomon  blla, 
Are  marked  by  a  shacfow  that  ever  throws 
A  *  blight  alike  o'er  their  Joys  and  woea.* 

Till  Death's  dread  summons  calls  I* 

But  the  Final  Victokt  is  not  here; 

Time  may  conquer  all  bdow. 
But  in  a  brighter  q>iiere  shall  man  appear. 
When  nor  hour  nor  day  nor  numth  nor  yssr 

Shall  mark  the  denial  flow. 

Of  Joys  the  blessed  in  heaven  shall  knoir 

Where  sorrow  and  grlet  they  II  never 
When  the  ills  they  suffaed,  the  angniih  and  W0» 
Shall  cease ;  for  Joy  on  Joy  shall  flow, 

And  Time  shall  cbass  to  bb  !  b. 


*■  How  do  you  like  the  New-Lights?'  was  wont  to  ask  Mr.  Povbt,  as  *  Dr.  O'Flah.,' 
of  '  poor  Power,'  as  ^  Dr.  OToole.'  ^  Oh  I'  ezclaims  the  latter,  *  what,  yon  msM 
the  Goth-Lights  !  Be  me  sowl,  they  're  gay  and  sparkUng,  now  and  agin  I'  And 
tke  seme  may  be  said  of  Mr.  G.  G.  Foster's  '  Ga9-Light^^  by  which,  in  a  reoenft 
volome  of  graphic  sketches,  pablished  by  Messrs.  Dewftt  and  DAVBicFonT,  he  wn* 
Toys  Now- York  with  the  eye  and  pen  of  an  artist  .  .  .  The  present  nnmber  of 
die  Knickerbocker  was  ready  for  the  binder  on  the  twentieth  of  Janvary.  Heretfter 
the  work  will  appear  with  nnfiiiling  punctuality  on  the  first  of  each  month  in  tiie  At- 
lanta cities,  and  near  that  period  in  most  of  the  cities  of  the  Union.  CkMicapoiid- 
ents,  publishers,  etc.,  will  please  to  take  note  of  this,  and  '  act  accordingly.'  Onr 
eircnlation  in  England,  increased  by  the  activity  of  our  new  agents  in  London,  roquiws 
OS  to  go  to  press  at  an  early  day,  that  the  work  may  be  in  London  as  nearly  as  posriMe 
by  the  first  of  each  month.   .   .   .    CoRREsroNDSNTi  must  *  bear  with  vs  yet  ft  Utile.' 


THE    KNICKERBOCKER. 
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THE     GERMAN      HARTZ. 


BT  JAMss   V.   norviM. 


*  The  Hartz,  the  most  northerly  range  of  mountains  in  Germany, 
is  about  seventy  miles  long,  and  twenty  to  twenty-eight  broad  :  it  lies 
on  the  confines  of  Hanover,  Bnmfiwick,  Anhalt,  Bemburg,  and  Prussia, 
and  is  divided  among  them,  though  the  largest  share  belongs  to  Hano- 
ver. The  Brocken,  the  loftiest  summit,  is  lower  than  the  highest  Bri- 
tish mountains,  but  the  Hartz  chain  rises  alone,  immediately  out  of  a 
level  plain  extending  all  the  way  to  the  Baltic,  whose  inhabitants,  accus- 
tomea  to  an  iminterrupted  flat,  exaggerate  both  the  elevation  and  the 
beauties  of  the  only  range  of  hills  that  falls  within  their  observation/ 

The  above  extract  from  *  Murray's  Hand-Book'  may  serve  as  a  very 
general  account  of  the  Hartz  mountains ;  and  I  beg  the  reader  to  bear 
with  me,  if  in  the  following  short  narrative  I  confine  myself  princi- 
pally to  my  personal  adventures  and  experiences,  however  trifling  they 
maybe,  while  spending  two  or  three  days  amid  scenes  so  full  of  natural 
beauty,  and  made  classic  by  the  pen  of  the  greatest  poet  of  Germany. 

The  Hartz  traveller  from  Berlin  makes  his  first  stop  at  the  city  of 
Magdeburg  on  the  Elbe,  the  ancient  capital  of  Northern  Saxony,  its 
meduBval  walls  and  fosses  still  stretching  roimd  about  it,  though  the  grass 
now  grows  in  its  streets ;  in  whose  river-castle  the  famous  Baron  Trenck 
was  long  confined ;  where  Luther,  as  a  school-boy,  stmg  hynms  from 
door  to  door ;  which  played  so  conspicuous  a  part  in  thirty  years'  war ; 
and  which  was  sacked  by  the  Austnan  general,  Tilly,  who  slew  thirty 
thousand  of  its  inhabitants  in  revenge  for  their  manful  and  obstinate 
resistance  to  his  arms.  I  saw  in  the  cathedral  the  helm  and  right  gaimtlet 
of  this  ferocious  captain,  whose  name  has  come  down  to  us  through 
blood  and  smoke,  a  watch-word  of  terror,  although  history  does  not  deny 
to  it  the  praise  of  faithfulness  and  power.  Austria  and  tyranny  never 
seem  to  have  lacked  their  Tillys ;  their  supremely  devoted,  able,  'and 
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successful  champions.  The  cathedral  of  Ma^eburg  is  a  majestic  pile» 
but  rather  bare  and  plain,  when  compared  with  the  prodigious  luxuri- 
ance of  ornamental  stone-carving,  usual  to  Grothic  structures  of  the 
twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries.  It  contains  some  remarkable  monu- 
ments, and  among  them  the  sepulchre  of  a  noble  Frau,  who,  after  she 
had  been  buried  some  days,  revived,  came  out  of  her  tomb,  returned 
to  her  husband  and  lived  with  him  lovingly  nine  years  longer.  Those 
of  my  readers  who  desire  to  know  more  of  this  singular  history,  of  the 
circumstances  of  this  extraordinary  revivification,  and  of  the  surprise, 
delight,  or  consternation  of  the  husband,  must  of  course  go  themselves 
to  Magdeburg,  and  inquire  of  the  pleasant  old  lady  who  told  it  to  me. 
She  will  I  doubt  not,  give  them  full  and  minute  information,  for  she  had 
a  tongue  in  her  head,  and  she  loved  to  hear  it  wag. 

I  chatted  with  her  full  half  an  hour,  standing  m  the  cool  shadow  of 
the  cathedral  spire,  while  she  gestured  energetically  with  a  bunch  of 
keys  nearly  as  large  as  her  turban.  She  entered  into  all  her  &inily  his- 
tory. One  of  her  boys  had  imbibed  the  reUgious  gloom  of  the  old 
church  in  his  spirit,  and  he  was  going  to  be  a  preacher ;  another  had 
studiei  its  stones  and  its  pillars,  and  followed  with  his  childish  eye  its 
grandly  springing  arches,  until  they  met  and  crossed  in  the  high  airy 
vault,  and  he  was  going  to  be  a  master  mason.  I  left  my  old  lady  cS 
the  keys  and  took  the  '  post-wagon'  to  Halberstadt.  This  is  a  small 
city,  still  upon  the  plain,  but  within  full  sight  of  the  *  green  palaces'  of 
the  Hartz  motmtains.  Having  no  companion  vrith  whom  to  make  a 
pedestrian  excursion,  and  there  being  no  public  conveyance  to  many 
of  the  interesting  localities  of  the  region,  I  found  it  necessary  at  Hal- 
berstadt to  hire  a  small  mountain  curricle. 

My  coachman  was  a  decayed  postillion,  who  still  wore  jack-boots  and 
the  post-horn  button,  and  hsid  not  forgotten  the  ancient  knack  of  making 
his  whip  sound  like  the  report  of  a  horse-pistol.  We  commenced  our 
journey  in  a  severe  rain  storm,  and  for  the  first  few  miles  encountered 
no  animated  existence,  excepting  occasional  flocks  of  geese,  each  tended 
by  its  little  griselda,  who  sat  patiently  knitting  on  a  rock  hard  by,  clad 
in  red-petticoat  and  wooden  shoes.  But  soon  the  clouds  rolled  away» 
and  beneath  the  dewy  glistening  beams  of  the  sun,  a  large  company  of 
Prussian  lancers  practising  their  morning  exercises  in  a  wide  meadow 
at  our  side,  formed  a  most  lively  picture.  Some  of  them  were  pic- 
ketted  at  great  distance,  others  had  alighted,  and  were  standing  in 
negligent  attitudes  by  the  sides  of  their  horses,  and  others  still  were  in 
full  action,  spurring  their  steeds  and  swinging  their  lances,  while  the 
officers  at  regular  and  central  positions,  sat  upon  their  chargers  immov- 
able as  statues.  Before  reaching  the  mountains,  we  passed  throush 
the  quaint  old  town  of  Quedlinburg,  the  birth-place  of  that  great  genras 
Klopstock,  that  ushering  star  of  German  literature.  The  streets  of  this 
town  were  so  narrow,  that  it  seemed  as  if  one,  standing  in  the  centre 
with  his  arms  extended,  might  have  grasped  the  noses  of  the  red-fiu^ 
burghers  who  pufied  away  in  solemn  rivalry  at  their  miniature  windows 
on  either  side.  Soon,  however,  the  steep  fi*equent  hills,  the  daiklj- 
wooded  valleys,  the  roaring  shingly  streams,  and  the  bare  granite  rocks» 
informed  us  we  had  arrived  at  the  Hartz  highlands ;  and  fudl  noon  tamA 
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us  at  the  feot  of  the  mountain,  on  whose  summit  stands  the  gray  castle 
of  Falkenstein. 

I  left  my  carriage  at  a  small  mill,  and  walked  up  the  mountain  under 
the  guidance  of  the  miller,  the  ruddiness  of  whose  cheeks  shone  out 
through  the  meal  which  had  lodged  upon  his  whiskers.  As  soon  as  he 
discovered  that  I  was  from  the  New  World,  his  conversation  iBecame 
very  amusing.  His  idea  of  America  seemed  to  be  that, of  a  vast  dork 
forest,  with  mree  important  clearings,  named  New- York,  Boston,  and 
Cincinnati.  He  wished  to  know  what  language  Americans  spoke ;  and 
he  seemed  to  be  surprised  that  I  should  have  no  personal  acquaintance 
"with  a  relative  of  his  who  had  recently  emigratea  to  the  Western  Con- 
tinent 

I  have  been  more  than  once  astonished  to  find,  even  among  educated 
Germans,  how  their  ideas  of  the  geography  and  topography  of  our 
coimtry  were,  like  my  friend  the  miUePs,  limited  to  one  or  two  of  our 
principal  cities.  Professor  Ritter  lectures  to  them  in  vain.  They  do 
not  seem  to  have  the  slightest  comprehension  of  the  names  or  extent  of 
the  different  states,  or  of  the  great  sectional  divisions  of  the  republic, 
such  as  New-England,  the  Middle  States,  or  the  Western  States.  The 
United  States  they  call  North- America,  and  the  city  of  New- York 
generally  embraces  in  their  minds  all  that  is  habitable  and  civilized  in 
the  United  States. 

The  first  sight  which  greeted  my  eyes,  on  entering  the  waHs  of  the 
castle,  was  an  extraordinary  one.     In  the  ancient  banqueting-hall,  now 
used  as  a  room  of  entertainment,  sat  twelve  German  students,  be-spec- 
tacled,  be-bloused,  and  be-bearded,  who  were  smoking  their  pipes,  roar- 
ing their  songs,  and  quaffing  white-beer,  where  of  yore  ruffled  nobles 
gathered  around  the  wassail-bowl,  and  satin-clad  dames  chatted  of  fal- 
con-flying, and  sipped  Bordeaux.    I  visited  all  parts  of  this  finely-pre- 
served strong-hold ;  walked  through  sounding  galleries  studded  with 
broad-branching  trophies  of  the  chase  ;  looked  into  the  deserted  chapel 
where  the  faded  tapestry  still  mouldered  over  the  elevated  seat  of  the 
lord ;  peeped  into  gloomy  chambers  with  pictured, windows  and  carved 
oaken  ceilmgs  ;  cUmbed  to  the  top  of  the  loftiest  watch-tower,  and  from 
its  windy  height,  looked  up  and  down  the  winding  valley  of  the  Selke, 
catching  here  and  there  glimpses  of  other  towers,  each  on  its  solitary 
crag,  and  once  tenanted,  like  wis,  with  stem  forms  and  stormy  hearts, 
but  now  left  to  the  possession  of  the  bird  and  the  beast,  whose  wild 
names  and  nests  they  seemed  to  emulate.     Yet  who,  with  a  touch  of 
enthusiasm  in  his  nature,  or  with  the  faintest  image  of  past  time  stamped 
upon  his  imagination,  can  stand  upon  spots  like  these,  the  silent  homes 
oi  vanished  chivalry,  and  not  rush  back  in  thought  to  its  passionate  and 
heroic  age  ?     When  life  was  more  crowded  and  more  vivid ;  when  one 
bold  strait  road  led  up  to  Fame  ;  when  the  simplicity  of  song  stirred 
the  soul  to  difficult  deeds,  and  the  approval  of  Beauty  constituted  their 
richest  reward;  when  the  eye  experienced  a  childish  delight  in  the 
pomp  and  bravery  of  power ;  when  men's  hearts  were  more  simple, 
though  we  may  call  them  deluded,  and  their  actions  xoore  earnest,  even 
though  chargeable  with  madness  and  folly. 

But  peace  to  the  ghost  of  ancient  chivalry  !     We  would  not  awake 
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it  from  its  Grothic  slumber,  nor  stir  a  dust  upon  its  escutcheon-tomb. 
We  would  not  have  back  the  daik  and  suspicious'  times,  when  men's 
imagination  grew  morbid  within  their  guarded  dwellings  and  their 
natures  petrified  between  stony  walls.  We  would  fain  hope  that,  even 
in  our  unpoetic  age,  all  that  was  great  and  good  of  chivalrous  days  re- 
mains ;  that  nature  still  gives  birth  to  knightly  souls ;  that  the  beadtiful 
in  nature  and  art  is  more  truly  felt ;  that  woman  occupies  a  juster  and 
a  nobler  position ;  that  if  we  are  not  so  impetuously  earnest,  we  are 
not  so  monstrously  paradoxical,  and  do  not  so  ignorantly*  confound  the 
clear  principles  of  nght  and  wrong ;  that  if  the  exercise  of  rude  power 
is  less  uncinrbed,  we  have  more  real  freedom  of  mind  and  body ;  that 
science  has  now  realized  more  wonderful  things  than  the  fiercest 
imagination  then  conceived ;  that  if  we  do  not  now  ride  forth  on  cru- 
sades against  Saladin  and  Solyman,  we  are  waging  a  more  glorious 
fight  against  spiritual  error,  against  the  hosts  of  the  '  Prince  of  the 
Powers  of  the  Air ;'  that  if  we  do  not  now  rear  Titanic  temples  of  de- 
votion, to  challenge  the  notice  of  heaven,  we  do  not  perhaps  so  utterly 
neglect  that  more  beautiful  temple  of  God  in  the  soul,  whose  arches 
rest  firmer  and  spring  more  majestical.  But  I  have  wandered  firom  my 
theme.  I  was  to  have  discoursed  upon  the  Hartz  mountains,  and  lo ! 
I  have  written  an  essay  on  chivalry. 

When  I  had  descended  from  the  mountain  of  Falkenstein,  I  sat 
down  for  a  moment  in  the  yard  of  the  mill  where  I  had  left  the  car- 
riage, and  all  the  household,  from  grandsire  down  to  the  Kttle  totdinff 
wooden-shoed  child,  gathered  about  me,  offering  every  politeness  whu£ 
they  could  devise,  evincing  the  greatest  kindness  toward  myself  as  a 
stranger,  and  the  utmost  curiosity  in  reffard  to  America.  I  have  always 
found,  in  travelling  in  Germany,  especially  in  the  more  piimitive  and 
unfrequented  parts,  that  however  rude  their  knowledge  may  be  of  his 
country,  the  name  of  an  American  is  a  magical  opener  of  the  hearts  of 
these  simple  and  honest  people,  and  a  sufficient  passport  to  their  hos- 
pitality. Even  the  faint  and  distant  rumor  that  ours  is  a  land  which 
promises  a  Home  to  the  wretched,  invests  it,  and  all  that  pertains  to  it, 
with  a  sweet  and  strange  charm.  May  the  charm  not  be  dispelled,  and 
the  eyes  of  the  needy,  the  weary,  the  oppressed,  so  long  as  such  there 
be,  brighten  and  glisten  as  they  turn  to  America !  For  the  arms  of  our 
country,  for  ages  to  come,  can  still  go  around  and  gather  in,  and  warm 
against  its  mighty  heart,  the  world  of  wo  and  suftcring. 

The  ride  from  Falkenstein  to  Milgdesprung,  through  the  narrow 
valley  of  the  Selke,  is  most  charming.  The  mountains  on  either  side 
are  not  extraordinarily  high, but  they  aie  gracefully  rounded,  and  draped 
vrith  the  richest  foliage.  Among  the  trees  I  recognised  in  fiourishmg 
perfection  the  oak,  (it  may  be  remembered  that  die  poetical  name  m 
Germany  is  '  Eichenland*)  the  beech,  the  chesnut,  the  larch,  the  poplar, 
the  alder,  the  birch,  and  also  a  species  of  fir  called  the  '  tanner,'  which 
I  have  never  seen  in  America.  It  is  a  tree  of  most  striking  and  pic- 
turesque appearance.  The  stem  is  straight  and  tall,  and  the  limbs, 
branching  out  regularly  in  down-bending  graceful  curves,  and  forming 
together  a  coniced  shape,  are  clothed  with  long,  dark  and  heavy  fringes 
of  foliage.    The  green  of  this  tree  is  so  deathly  sombre;  its  lines  so  har- 
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monious  and  sweeping,  its  whole  mass  so  still  and  shadowy,  that  min- 
gled with  the  rigid  ouUine  of  the  oak,  the  small  and  restless  leaf  of  the 
birch,  and  the  precise  figure  and  light  colors  of  the  poplar,  it  forms  a 
singular  and  artistic  contrast.  I  met  many  a  pilgrim  with  a  knapsack 
npon  his  back,  a  staff  in  his  hand,  traversing  this  green  and  quiet 
valley ;  and,  taken  in  connection  with  the  romantic  loveliness  and  peace- 
fulness  of  the  scene,  I  was  reminded  of  those  hopeful,  tranquil  and 
sunlit  passages,  when  Bunyan's  pilgrim,  having  conquered  the  terrors 
of  the  way,  is  coming  into  the  bri^ter  regions,  and  threading  the  valleys 
"which  run  greenly  down  from  the  Heavenly  Mountains. 

Arrived  at  M^gdesprung,  which  is  a  straggling  village  of  iron-founders, 
I  took  a  guide  to  conduct  me  to  the  summit  of  the  MUgdetreppe  Hill. 
This  was  the  shrewdest  and  most  mischievous-looking  urchin  I  ever 
encountered.  His  twisted  conical  face,  his  lean  ricketty  figure,  his 
quick,  dry  method  of  speaking,  and  his  nervous  erratic  motions,  ludi- 
crously put  me  in  mind  of  'Flibbertigibbet'  in  Scott's  Kenilworth. 
After  we  had  arrived  at  the  summit,  my  young  oddity  conducted  me 
to  the  gigantic  impress  of  a  human  foot  in  the  topmost  stone,  and  this 
he  informed  me  was  the  '  M&gdetreppe,'  the  maiaen's  foot-print ;  and 
the  amount  of  the  story  which  he  related  in  a  mysterious  tone,  and 
which,  when  I  questioned  him  as  to  his  own  belief  in  it,  he  asseverated 
most  emphaticsJly,  was  this : 

•  A  lovely  young  ogress  was  6nce  taking  a  quiet  evening  stroll  upon 
the  other  side  of  the  valley,  when  a  tremendous,  shaggy-haired,  wild 
*  Ja^er,'  smitten  with  her  charms,  rushed  suddenly  into  her  presence,  mani- 
festmg  the  warmth  of  his  admiration  in  a  manner  not  to  be  mistaken. 
Highly  offended  and  alarmed,  the  delicate  maiden,  still,  like  the  infanta 
of  Spain  in  her  tender  years,  made  one  energetic  hop,  and  clearing 
clean  the  whole  valley,  alighted  with  one  foot  on  the  spot  where  I  was 
standing,  and  with  the  other  upon  a  rock  about  fifly  feet  distant,  which 
I  afterward  visited.' 

I  rive  this  story  vnthout  comment,  simply  adding  that  the  footprint 
itself  notwithstanding  its  Brobdignagian  proportions,  is  slender  and 
well-shaped  and  worthy  of  its  spirited  indentator. 

Just  as  we  had  left  the  village  of  Miigdesprung,  we  encountered  the 
carriage  of  the  Duchess  of  Anhalt-Bemburg,  drawn  by  four  black 
horses,  which  came  thundering  dovsm  the  mountain,  accompanied  by 
outriders,  and  followed  by  another  carriage  filled  with  merry  and  bloom- 
ing maids  of  honor.  We  had  passed  the  Ducal  dwelling  but  a  short 
time  before.  It  may  thus  be  seen  that  the  Hartz  mountams,  instead  of 
being  the  wild  and  uninhabited  region  which  we  generally  conceive 
from  reading  the  accounts  of  poets  and  legend-writers,  is  the  abode  of 
wealth  and  gaiety,  with  frequent  villages,  tolerable  roads,  and  here  and 
there  ornamented  estates  and  princely  mansions.  Toward  evening  we 
drove  into  Alexisbad,  whose  romantic  situation  and  chalybeate  springs 
make  it  one  of  the  most  popular  water-places  in  this  part  of  Germany. 
It  Ues  in  a  bowl  of  green  mountains,  and  contains  a  number  of  large 
and  handsome  edifices,  the  most  picturesque  of  which  is  the  pavilion 
of  the  Duke  of  Anhalt,  built  in  imitation  of  a  Swiss  cottage,  upon  the 
bank  of  the  rushing  stream  which  cleaves  its  way  noisily  down  from  the 
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neighboring  hills.  I  went  forth  to  take  a  stroll,  just  as  the  yellow  of 
the  evening  sunset  was  tinging  the  tops  of  the  surrounding  mountains. 
I  walked  for  some  distance  behind  three  young  ladies,  whose  slow, 
melancholy  step  and  downcast  heads  convinced  me  that  their  sensiliYe 
and  delicate  natures  were  utterly  subdued  and  absorbed  by  the  tranquil 
loveliness  of  the  scene  and  the  balmy  pureness  of  the  atmosphere; 
when  alas !  the  word  *  Rindfleisch,'  uttered  by  one  of  them,  destroyed 
my  romantic  conception. 

The  next  morning  found  us  early  upon  the  road  to  Victoihiihe ;  but 
when  we  had  arrived  at  that  commandmg  eminence,  the  mistiness  of  the 
morning  rendered  the  otherwise  magnificent  prospect  limited  and  dis- 
appointing. We  therefore  resolved  to  push  on  immediately  to  the  Ross- 
trappe.  In  order  to  reach  this,  next  to  the  Brocken,  the  most  interest 
ing  locality  of  the  Hartz,  it  was  necessary  to  come  out  from  among  the 
mountains,  and  descend  into  the  plain  which  skirted  their  base.  In 
accomplishing  this  descent,  we  passed  through  the  little  village  of  Gem- 
rode,  stuck  on  so  steep  a  slope  of  the  mountain  side  t^at  surely  none 
but  a  man  who  had  one  leg  longer  than  the  other  could  have  Hvea  there 
with  comfort.  In  driving  through  the  plain,  sometimes  in  the  very 
black  shadow  of  the  hiUs  which  rose  perpendicularly  out  of  it  like  a 
green  wall,  the  only  living  objects  we  encountered  were  shepherds  and 
their  flocks.  It  bemg  the  middle  of  the  day,  the  sun  hot  and  high,  and 
sheep  and  master  having  eaten  theif  fill,  the  former  were  sleepine 
huddled  together  in  a  lump,  with  the  keen-eyed  dog  upon  one  side,  and 
Corydon  stretched  upon  his  back,  his  crook  by  his  side,  and  his  broad 
hat  over  his  face,  upon  the  other.  We  saw  upon  our  right  the  singular 
rocks,  caUed  the  '  Teufelsmauer,'  devil's  wall,  which  strikingly  resemble 
huge,  broken,  and  unfinished  masses  of  mason-work,  and  which  occur 
at  regular  intervals,  in  an  air-line  upon  the  fiat  plain,  as  ^  as  the  eye 
can  reach.  My  coachman  told  me  the  belief  was,  that  the  devil  once^ 
long  ago,  on  finding  men  to  be  getting  rebellious,  had  built  this  wall 
around  the  globe,  commencing  at  the  village  of  Blankenburg.  It  was 
a  bad  sign,  the  postillion  farther  observed,  giving  his  whip  a  tremendous 
crack,  that  now-a-days  it  was  not  thought  by  his  majesty  at  all  neces- 
sary to  keep  the  wall  in  repair. 

We  at  last  arrived  at  the  inn  of  the  Blechiitte,  not  far  from  the  base 
of  the  Rosstrappc  rock.  The  river  Bode,  an  insignificant  stream  in  the 
summer  time,  winds  its  circuitous  way  from  the  Brocken,  which  lies  far 
back  among  the  highlands  to  the  level  plain  out  of  which  the  Harts 
mountains,  so  wall-like,  rise.  At  this  spot  it  makes  it  appearance,  where 
a  narrow  and  sudden  gorge  is  cloven  in  the  perpendicular  front  of  the 
mountauis,  to  give  it  egress.  I  procured  a  guide  at  the  viUage,  and 
commenced  the  ascent  of  the  Rosstrappe  rock.  After  quarter  of  an 
hour's  climbing,  we  came  to  a  small  pavilion,  where  a  bare-tooted  '  m&d- 
chen'  served  out '  berken-wasser,*  birch-water,  and  where  a  bare-headed 
harper  tinlded  on  a  most  feebly  tintinnabulating  harp.  A  strikingly  hand- 
some, bkie-eyed  young  *  fraulein,'  surrounded  by  her  smaller  brothen 
and  sisters,  sat  near  by,  under  a  spreading  oak,  like  Melpomene,  weav- 
ing chapletis  of  oak  leaves ;  her  heart  doubtless  full  of  a  German  giri's 
romance,  a  high  and  yet  somewhat  melancholy  passion  fi>r  nature,  and 
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a  dreamy  trancendental  love  of  country,  which  she  gets  from  her  student- 
brothers,  and  from  the  poetry  of  Schiller.  At  least  I  had  a  right  to 
conjecture  that  such  were  the  thought-feelings  of  a  spiritual-looking 
Grerman  maiden,  sitting  under  an  oak,  on  the  Hartz  mountains,  weaving 
oak  crowns.  Had  I  been  a  Komer,  or  could  I  have  written  German 
Mrith  sufficient  ease,  I  should  certainly  have  made  a  sonnet  on  the  spot 
to  the  *  beautiful  hero-crowner  of  the  Hartz,'  and  deposited  it  at  her  feet. 
Thus  refreshed  by  birch-water,  and  the  sight  of  beauty  in  a  poetic 
action,  I  cUmbed  to  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  and  at  the  extreme 
edge  of  a  narrow  rock  jutting  out  on  one  side  of  the  gorge  of  the 
Bode,  and  overhanging  it  fantastically,  I  was  shown  the  veritable  Ross- 
trappe  itself  or  the  perfect  though  magnified  impress  of  a  horse's  hoof 
in  the  rock,  with  its  rim,  nails  and  projections.  The  legend  concern- 
ing it  is  similar  to  the  one  before  related ;  namely,  that  the  Princess 
Bremhelda,  pursued  by  a  terrific  giant,  leaped  her  horse  over  the 
cbasm  of  the  Bode,  and  the  mighty  charger's  hoof,  striking  upon  the 
rock,  sunk  into  its  surface  and  left  the  wonderful  dent  now  to  be  seen. 
In  the  agitation  of  this  tremendous  vault  the  crown  dropped  from  the 
head  of  the  Princess  and  fell  into  the  stream  below,  where,  when  the 
sun  shines  brightly,  the  rayed  glitter  of  its  jewelled  circle  may  be 
seen,  as  well  as  the  flaming  eyes  of  the  demon  dog  who  keeps  eternal 
watch  over  it.  Thus  the  Germans  delight  in  what  the  people  of  other 
nations  would  regard  as  the  most  childish  inventions  and  superstitions. 
They  would  visit  and  speculate  fantastically  upon  the  print  of  a  spirit- 
steed's  hoof  in  stone,  and  leave  their  own  flesh-and-blood  horses,  as  is 
often  the  case,  wholly  unshod,  and  thereby  nearly  unserviceable.  The 
vivid  fancy  of  the  old  Grreeks,  to  people  nature  with  mystery  and  with 
invisible  life,  seems  to  be  theirs,  without  the  excuse  of  any  ideal  reli- 
gious necessity.  I  have  sometimes  thought,  in  reading  the  German 
poets,  and  in  hearing  educated  Germans  talk,  that  no  persons  ever  de- 
sired more  earnestly  than  they  to  have  been  bom  old  Greek  heathen. 
They  mourn  evermore  for  the  *  Golden  Age,'  the  green  and  woody 
age,  the  ag<e  of  the  naiads  and  the  fauns,  the  age  of  nakedness,  of 
reedy  pipes,  of  frolic  nature,  of  Pan  and  of  grape-garlanded  Bacchus. 
Their  romance,  even  that  of  Schiller's,  has  something  Greek,  sensuous 
and  pagan  in  it ;  something  also,  at  times,  too  wild,  baseless  and  ridi- 
culous to  be  even  the  sportive  creations  of  healthful  minds.  There  is 
sometimes  so  much  of  earnestness  in  their  most  fantastic  and  most  ab- 
surd gambollings  of  the  imagination,  that  we  are  startled  to  find  them 
warming  and  furiously  feelmg  where  we  supposied  they  were  but 
spotting  in  the  sun-rays  of  fancy.  The  poet  Goethe,  with  all  his  mys- 
tical and  grotesque  spirit-world  about  him,  must  however  be  excepted 
from  this  charge  of  a  childish  selt-slavedom  of  the  imagination.  *  The 
spirits  he  has  raised'  obey  him  ;  he  sits  above  them  like  Merlin,  calm, 
and  waves  them  into  life  or  into  death.  He  plays  with  his  spiritual 
offspring  as  a  father  plays  vnth  his  own  children  :  caressing,  indulging, 
and  sending  them  away.  He  is  too  sagacious  to  be  ever  overcome  by 
the  creatures  of  his  own  imagination  ;  he  is  also  too  practical,  and  wim 
all  his  unpardonable  faults,  too  truly  philosophical,  thus  to  be  consumed 
by  he  false  fires  he  himself  had  kmdled.     How  calm,  and  true,  and 
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reposefuli  and  unlike  Schiller,  that  speech  he  puts  into  the  moath  of  the 
wise  and  lovely  Leonora  d'Este,  in  Torquato  Tasso  : 

'  Mt  Mend,  tho  Golden  Age  is  long  gone  by ; 
The  Good  alone  can  erer  bring  it  ImgIe  ; 
And  shall  I  truly  tell  you  what  I  think  f 
The  Golden  Age,  with  which  the  poet  loyes 
To  flatter  os,  the  perfect  age,  it  was. 
So  it  appears  to  me.  as  litUe  as  it  is ; 
And  were  it  really,  it  were  only  so 
As  we  can  always  have  it  now  again.' 

From  Rosstrappe  Rock  to  the  Golden  Age :  really  a  mightier  leap 
than  the  Princess  l3remhelda's  !  But  the  rock  itself  should  not  thus 
leap  away  from  our  notice,  being,  even  if  it  were  unlegended,  ex- 
tremely imposing.  The  Rosstrappe  precipice  rises  eight  hundred 
feet  sheer  from  the  waters  of  the  Bode,  which  brawl  with  a  feeUe 
voice  at  its  base.  It  forms  almost  an  isolated  out-jutting  point,  and  is 
approached  by  a  narrow  peninsula  of  rocks,  which  for  greater  security 
has  been  guarded  by  a  bannister  of  ropes.  Upon  the  opposite  side  q£ 
the  abyss  tower  defyingly  stem,  naked,  needle-pointed  crags»  while 
between  lies  the  deep  and  darkly-wooded  gorge  of  the  river,  whose 
shadowy  and  winding  line  may  be  traced  by  the  eye  &r  back  into  the 
troubled  ocean  of  mountains,  even  to  the  dim  Brocken,  which  hides  its 
blue  etherealized  head  in  the  clouds. 

While  sitting  enjoying  the  wild  magnificence  of  the  prospect,  as  if 
the  Prospero  of  the  spot  had  commanded  his  spirits  to  shifl  the  scene 
and  reveal  for  a  moment  its  more  hidden  and  awful  beauties,  a  heavy 
cloud,  the  gigantic  offspring  of  the  mists  of  the  hills,  passed  between 
us  and  the  sim,  and  as  it  moved  slowly  over  our  heads,  its  scowl  visibly 
darkening  upon  rock  and  mountain,  and  a  low  growl  of  thunder  rolled 
broken  through  the  zigzag  pass,  little  was  wanting  to  complete  a  sub- 
lime picture.  But  tho  cloud  soon  vanished,  and  as  the  sun  burst  forth 
more  dazzling  than  before,  some  young  Germans  who  had  joined  me 
commenced  singing  in  manly  voices  a  hymn  of  the  *  Lyre  and  Sword' 
poet  to  the  praise  of  Fatherland.  And  well  might  they  do  so.  Ger- 
many is  assuredly  a  land  to  be  proud  of,  strewed  as  it  is  with  the  worn 
monuments  of  a  venerable  age,  opulent  in  the  deathless  recoUectiens 
of  the  past,  almost  unparalleled  in  the  triumphs  of  its  heart  and  its  in- 
tellect, and  almost  imequalled  in  the  noble  and  varied  features  of  its 
natural  landscape,  from  the  Hartz  to  the  Alps,  from  the  Rhine  to  the 
Danube.  The  young  men  next  sang  one  or  two  German  love-songs; 
songs  which  are  equalled  in  no  language  for  tenderness,  simplicity  and 
exquisite  melody.  A  German  love-song  does  not  seem  to  nave  Wen 
artmlly  composed  and  set  to  music,  but  to  have  been  bom  of  a  pas- 
sionate sigh  from  the  heart,  and  to  have  gone  out  on  the  air  and  been 
fashioned  by  wind  and  leaves  and  rain  and  waves  into  a  melody  of  nar 
ture  which  the  heart  at  once  reclaims  as  her  own. 

Before  we  left  the  summit  of  the  mountain  the  guide  called  our  at- 
tention to  a  small  cross  engraved  upon  the  edge  of  me  precipice,  where 
a  poor  maiden,  crossed  in  love,  Sappho-like,  sprang  upon  a  more  te^ 
rific  fate.  When  we  had  descended  into  the  ravine  the  scenery  grew 
still  wilder  and  bolder.     To  look  up  from  the  base  of  a  precipice  causes 
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almost  always  a  livelier  and  deeper  impression  of  height  and  magni- 
tude than  to  look  down  from  its  top ;  ana  the  natural  sensation  of  pride 
and  superiority  which  we  experience  while  standing  upon  a  great  ele- 
vation is  converted  into  a  feeling  of  humility  and  insignificance  while 
standing  beneath  it  The  goree  into  which  we  had  descended,  itself 
scarcely  five  hundred  yards  wide,  was  shut  in  on  either  side  by  per- 
pendicular walls  of  rock,  which  at  their  summit  shot  up  into  number- 
lees  slender,  fantastic,  and  spire-shaped  peaks,  standing  sharp  and  clear 
against  the  now  blue  sky,  and  having  all  the  effect  of  a  colossal  line  of 
artificial  Grothic  ruins. 

Sometimes  these  crags  topplea  carelessly  over  the  very  edge  of  the 
chasms,  sometimes  they  leaned  upon,  crossed  and  embraced  each  other, 
and  sometimes  they  rose  as  straight  and  erect  toward  heaven,  and 
almost  as  slim  and  tapering,  as  a  mountain  pine.  Their  fanciful  forms 
bad  given  rise  to  aU  fanciful  names,  such  as  '  The  Cathedral,'  ^The 
Bishop,'  *  The  Nun,' '  The  Giraffe-Rock,' '  The  Lion-Rock,'  and  *  The 
Gate  of  the  Bode.'  While  following  the  noisy  coiirse  of  this  moun- 
tain stream,  which  rushed  along  like  a  frightened  child  anxious  to  es- 
cape from  so  sombre  a  place,  and  to  disport  itself  upon  the  broad  and 
sunny  plain,  we  came  acrosss  an  old  soldier  who  had  confronted  the 
stem  moustachoed  faces  of  *  The  Old  Guard'  at  Dresden  and  Leipsic, 
and  who  now  kept  a  cave  to  make  echoes  in  and  money  out  o£  He 
had  beside  a  Utde  bird,  which  he  had  taught  to  come  at  his  call  and 
eat  from  his  hand ;  and  more  than  this,  he  had  carved  a  sheep's-head 
from  the  knot  of  a  tree,  which  was  very  like  a  sheep's:head : 

*'  And  80  be  played  his  purt' 

The  echo  in  the  cave  at  the  report  of  a  pistol  was  at  first  stunning, 
then  musical  and  softly  ringing,  like  the  dymg  tones  of  a  great  organ. 
One  might  almost  conceive  it  to  be  the  moan  of  some  harmonious  spi- 
rit shut  up  by  an  envious  magic  in  the  bowels  of  the  mountain.  Cfur 
walk  was  soon  terminated,  and  my  black  ponies,  refreshed  by  their 
rest  at  the  good  inn  of  the  Blechiitte,  carried  us  swiftly  oter  the  plain 
to  the  old  town  of  Blankenburg,  where  Henry  the  Fowler  once  lived, 
i^vhere  Louis  the  Eighteenth  spent  his  incognito,  and  where,  in  spite  of 
the  short  uncomfortableness  of  a  German  bed,  its  feathery  avalanche 
of  coverlid,  its  central  abyss  and  its  alpine  pillows,  I  slept  until  broad 
dayhght  streamed  into  the  window,  and  the  deep-tonea  clock  struck 
half  a  score  from  the  ducal  palace  of  Brunswick. 

Afier  a  ride  of  some  three  hours  from  Blankenburg  we  came  to 
Rubeland,  where  are  the  famous  *  Buls'  and  *  Baumans'  caverns.  I 
descended  into  the  latter  cave  with  a  lai'ge  party  of  tourists,  encoun- 
tered on  the  spot.  Each  person  was  furnished  with  a  small  tin  lamp, 
suspended  by  a  wire  upon  his  thumb.  Having  never  before  dived  so 
far  below  the  surface  of  the  earth,  I  was  much  interested  in  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  '  centre  wild,'  to  whose  '  lowest  depth'  there  ever 
seemed  *  a  lower  still.'  The  guide  informed  us  that,  tne  year  before, 
an  American  traveller  had  spent  twelve  hours  in  exploring  its  myste- 
ries. I  might  have  told  him  of  the  Kentucky  Cavern,  where  people 
had  groped  along  almost  as  many  days  without  reaching  its  termina- 
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tion.  The  stalactites  were  of  a  smooth,  glossy,  dull  sur&cet  cold  as 
icicles,  and  continually  dropping  stony  tears.  Sometimes  they  resem- 
bled huge,  leathery,  elephant  ears,  but  more  generaUv  were  long,  round, 
circled  and  tapering,  like  the  fabled  horn  of  the  umcom. 

In  the  celebrated  *  Sophien-hohle'  which  I  afterward  visited  in  the 
Franconian  Switzerland,  there  was  a  stalactite  which,  without  the  &- 
ercise  of  fency,  wonderfully  resembled  the  figure  of  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte standing  in  the  classical  attitude  with  folded  arms.  When  struck 
these  petrified  water-drops  returned  a  harmonious  sound..  The  effect 
of  lights  wandering  around  at  different  heights  and  depths  in  the  opaque 
gloom  of  the  cavern  was  singularly  picturesque ;  and  as  we  approached 
its  mouth,  the  Hght  of  day,  shining  m,  assumed  a  softened  and  silvery 
tint,  and  each  person  as  he  passed  out  appeared  for  a  moment  to  be 
surrounded  ana  etherealized  in  a  mantle  of  white  glory. 

A  few  hours'  ride  from  Rubeland,  through  the  barren  region  of 
Elend,  (Misery,)  where  the  opening  scene  of  the  Mayday-mght  of 
Faust  is  laid,  brought  us  to  the  pleasant  village  of  Ilsenburg,  sitnated 
upon  the  plain,  and  having  the  Brocken  in  full  view.  Here  I  dis- 
charged my  coachman  with  a  *  Trinkgeld.'  Toward  evening  I  hired 
a  guide,  and  we  started  afoot  for  the  mountain.  We  had  several  miks 
of  plain  to  traverse  before  we  reached  its  base,  and  we  overtook  many 
peasants  with  baskets  upon  their  backs,  who,  my  companion  informed 
me,  were  carrying  provisions  and  other  articles  to  the  Brocken-Hoose. 
'  Yes,'  said  he,  *  tho  old  Brocken  feeds  many  mouths !'  I  could  not 
not  help  noticing  in  this  one  of  those  indirect  benefits  conferred  by  the 
poet  on  his  fellow  mortals.  Had  Goethe  never  written  *  Faust,'  the 
Brocken  would  probably  have  slumbered  amid  it^  woods  as  wild  and 
as  solitary  as  when  the  Doctor  and  the  fiend  climbed  its  sides.  Now 
the  poem  makes  the  mountain  renowned ;  its  renown  brings  stranffon 
from  all  lands  to  visit  it ;  the  wants  accompanying  their  visit  ftimi^  an 
opportunity  for  many  poor  people  to  have  employment  Yet  how  li^ 
tie  did  the  rough  guide  think,  when  he  said  '  The  old  Brocken  feeds 
many  mouths,'  that  it  was  a  tongue  long  since  silenced  which  uttered 
the  wondi'ous  charm  that  makes  Brocken  a  Mecca  among  mountains. 

The  ascent  of  the  mountain  itself,  though  not  along  an  extremely 
difficult  or  savage  path,  yet  had  enough  of  wild  picturesqueness  about 
it  to  allow  one  to  feel  no  disappointment.  Every  rock  was  covered 
with  thick  green  moss,  the  tiees  were  large  and  shadowy,  and  at  times 
the  traversing  of  a  mountain  ravine,  overhung  with  curtains  of  thick 
birch-trees  and  toppling  rocks,  was  through  a  highly  poetical  gloom. 
We  saw  and  heard,  however,  nothing  of  the  supernatural  on  our  way. 
We  were  not  guided,  like  Faust  and  Mephistophiles,  by  a  bride  and 
talkative  jack-o'-lantern ;  we  did  not  hurry  so  fiist  that  the  trees  waved 
and  the  rocks  bowed  their  heads  and  blew  noisily  from  their '  crag- 
snouts'  to  greet  us ;  we  met  no  salamanders  with  bloated  paunches  and 
long  legs ;  we  did  not  see  '  Mammon  glow  within  the  mountain,'  nor 
his  palace  bravely  shining  for  spirit-guests;  we  were  not  forced  to 
cling  fast  to  '  the  old  ribs  of  the  rock'  when  the  witch-tenipest  rushed 
and  crashed  and  roared  through  the  '  green  palaces'  of  Hartz,  laying 
the  kings  of  the  forest  low,  nor  did  we  hear  the  howling  witch-chorus 
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88  the  unsanctified  troop  swept  up  to  *  Lord  Urian's'  throne,*  nor  see 
*  Mother  Wkch'  on  her  ferrowed  sow,  leading  the  frantic  rout,  astride 
of  goats  and  broom-sticks,  whirling  and  streaming  '  over  Ilsenstein,' 
and  settling  down  with  hissings  and  screechings  and  chatterings  and 
fightings  and  blazmgs  on  the  *  Tantzplatz'  of  Brocken.  When  we 
had  clambered,  however,  above  the  trees,  and  were  approaching  the 
bald  rocky  crown  of  the  mountain,  a  veritable  and  most  furious  tem- 
pest of  wmd  and  rain  soaked  us  to  the  skin,  and  brought  night  and 
darkness  suddenly  upon  us. 

In  the  midst  of  this  elemental  war  we  suddenly  groped  into  the 
rude  stone-court  of  the  Brocken-House,  for  we  could  not  see  twenty 
feet  before  us.  I  was  ushered  into  a  long  room,  where  to  my  amaze- 
ment were  assembled  nearly  fifty  persons ;  ladies,  their  husbands  and 
brothers,  students,  musicians,  guides,  waiters,  serving-maids,  and  sol- 
diers. I  soon  detected  a  group  of  fashionable  young  misses,  drawn 
up  into  one  comer  in  dignified  exclusiveness,  who  had  come  into 
mountain  air  to  plant  roses  again  in  their  pale  city  cheeks.  A  good 
fire  crackled  in  the  stove ;  and  after  getting  thoroughly  dried,  I  was 
thoroughly  drenched  again  on  accompanying  the  '  Herrschaft'  out  of 
dooro  to  view,  through  wind  and  rain  and  a  feint  glimmer  of  light,  the 
before-mentioned  '  Tantzplatz*  (Dancing-Place)  of  the  witches,  *  The 
Devil's  Ball-Room,'  *  The  Witches'  Hand-Basin,'  Caldron,  Altar,  etc. 
These  were  fantastic  fragments  of  granite  rock,  which  like  gray  cairns 
encumber  the  little  space  of  table-ground  on  the  top  of  the  mountain, 
to  which  very  ancient  traditions  and  the  wild  scene  of  the  Mayday- 
Night  in  Goethe's  *  Faust'  have  given  particularity  and  interest.  In- 
deed this  very  region  of  the  Brocken  is  the  birth-place  and  cradle- 
grouxid  of  German  superstition  as  well  as  of  heroic  legend ;  for  the 
halMeified  Hermann,  or  Arminius,  who  rolled  back  the  wave  of  Varus* 
invasion,  sprang  among  these  mountains.  This  was  the  last  Christian- 
ized spot  in  the  whole  land ;  and  even  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor 
Henry  the  Fourth  heathenish  fires  glowed  upon  these  peaks  and  in 
these  valleys. 

When  evening  had  fairly  set  in  we  were  summoned  to  a  simiptuous 
repast,  all  things  considered,  and  a  perfectly  German  one.  The  inva- 
riable beef,  salad  and  stewed  prunes,  and  the  many  queer  mixtures  of 
fruit  and  fiesh,  of  sour  and  sweet,  with  the  fish  of  course  after  the 
beef^  and  the  pudding  of  course  before  the  salad.  Rhine  wine,  beer 
and  pipes,  protracted  the  table-sitting  indefinitely.  The  company  did 
not  at  first  seem  to  be  a  merry  one.  The  Berliners  held  themselves 
aloof;  the  Hamburghers  turned  up  their  noses  at  the  Berliners ;  the 
students  were  somewhat  awed  by  the  presence  of  proper  ladies ;  and 
it  was  not  until  a  horn  and  violoncello  entered,  and  singing  by  the  whole 
company  was  proposed,  that  any  thing  like  sociability  was  seen.  Then 
true  German  clamor  began ;  for  I  have  never  seen  (as  well  among  the 
polite  and  the  educated  as  among  the  lower  classes  of  society)  any 
thing  like  free  and  genial  intercourse  in  Germany  without  its  being 
accompanied  by  prodigious  noise ;  all  persons  talking  at  once,  and  at 

*  *  Lord  Uriah  :'  a  popular  name  for  the  arch-fiend  in  Germany. 
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the  top  of  theu*  lungs.  The  singing,  which  arose  by  fits  and  startB, 
like  the  storm  without,  was  led  by  an  immense  and  enthusiastic  yoodi, 
a  Grottingen  *  Bursch,'  in  white  linen  coat  and  owl-eyed  spectacles ;  and 
I  must  bear  witness  that  the  usual  high  tone  of  Grerman  music  did  not 
prevGul  upon  this  occasion,  excepting  perhaps  in  its  most  literal  sense. 

After  the  table  was  cleared  (and  this  was  thoroughly  and  handsomely 
done)  the  landlord,  a  hale  little  man  of  fifty,  with  cheeks  like  the  sum- 
mer side  of  a  russet  apple,  regaled  the  company  with  witch-stories 
and  legends  of  the  mountain.  He  told  us  how  on  *  Walpurgis-mght^ 
firom  tbe  region  of  the  Tantzplatz  unusual  noises  were  beard  in  the 
air,  as  of  wings,  of  strange  mstruments,  of  wild  laughter,  of  riuneks 
and  of  hissing  fire-bolts.  All  good  people  who  valued  their  livei, 
property  and  souls,  had  better  at  this  time  be  off  the  mountain  and 
snugly  housed ;  and  perhaps  it  would  be  well,  till  the  May-day  dawned, 
to  hang  a  Bible  over  the  key-hole  and  nail  a  horse-shoe  on  the  linteL 
He  also  told  us  of  the  trouble  and  agitation  experienced  by  a  finrmer 
landlord  of  the  Brocken-House  at  having  discovered  the  intention  of 
two  skeptical  students  to  roll  *  The  Witches'  Hand-Basin'  down  the 
mountain ;  how  he  ran  to  Coimt  Stolberg,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
complained  that  these  wicked  young  men  were  about  to  destroy  a  wonr 
derful  natural  phenomenon,  a  century-honored  monument,  a  magnifi- 
cent relic  of  ancient  heathendom,  a — something  whose  loss  might 
lessen  the  popularity  of  the  Brocken-House.  *  Mine  host'  also  related, 
with  much  pathos,  the  stoiy  of  two  lovers,  who,  not  many  years  since, 
came  as  guests  to  the  Brocken-House,  stole  out  at  midmght  to  a  soli- 
tary part  of  the  mountain,  and  shot  each  other  through  the  head.  It 
was  afterward  discovered  that  they  were  young  people  from  Ham- 
burgh ;  that  they  belonged  to  Montague  and  Capulet  famDies  of  that 
city,  and  that  their  '  course  of  true  love,'  from  its  feverish  spring  to  its 
wild  leap  into  darkness  and  oblivion,  *  never  did  run  smooth.' 

After  the  ladies  had  retired  the  conversation  became  more  general 
and  still  more  noisy,  and  a  song,  every  now  and  then  roared  out  like 
mountain  thunder,  added  yet  more  to  its  turbulent  hilarity.  As  it 
crept  toward  the  '  small  hours,'  and  the  company  about  the  stove  had 
begun  to  grow  thin  and  drowsy,  some  one  proposed  to  me  to  sleep  in 
the  long  hall,  upon  a  mattress  laid  on  the  floor ;  but  the  Silenus-speo- 
tacle  of  those  who  had  already  addressed  (not  undressed)  themsdves 
to  repose  was  somewhat  too  much,  even  for  my  Germanized  sensibili- 
ties. I  at  last  succeeded  in  procuiing  a  room  with  a  heavy-ftced 
young  man,  who,  though  excessively  poetical  when  awake,  I  soon 
foimd,  when  asleep,  snored  very  unpoetically.  This  fact,  in  connec- 
tion with  other  smaller  imaginary  facts,  kept  me  most  of  the  time 
staringly  awake,  and  I  listened  to  the  irregular  noises  of  the  tempest, 
thinking  that  in  such  a  night  as  this 

*  Black  spirits  and  white, 
Red  spint8  and  gray,' 

caterwauling  witches,  homed  monsters  and  sheeted  ghosts,  might  de- 
lightedly hold  their  unanointed  revels,  and  waltz  to  the  whirl  of  the 
storm,  and  mingle  their  laughter  with  the  sepulchral  tongues  of  the 
mountain. 
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At  four  o'clock  the  next  morning  ^  sleepy  summons*60unded  through 
hall  and  chamber,  calling  up  their  inmates  to  see  the  sun  rise.  My 
companion,  who  had  labored  all  night  valiantly  with  his  obstructed 
*  organ,'  immediately  recovered  his  enthusiasm  with  his  senses,  and 
rushed  out  of  the  room  with  a  most  picturesque  abandonment  in  the 
arrangement  of  his  apparel.  One  mi^t  have  conceived  him  a  modem 
Orestes  pursued  by  the  iiiries  in  the  shape  of  tailors'  clerks.  I  soon 
followed,  and  ascended  the  wooden  tower,  erected  as  a  belvidere,  not 
far  from  the  low  stone  Brocken-House.  In  a  short  time  all  the  '  Herr- 
schaft '  had  collected  upon  the  tower ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  real 
beauty  and  sublimity  of  the  scene  around,  I  should  have  been  much 
amused  with  the  appearance  of  the  scene  at  hand.  So  blue  a  com- 
plexioned,  pinched-nosed,  diminutive-eyed,  shivering  set  of  mortals 
will  rarely  be  seen  at  four  o'clock  of  the  morning,  on  the  bald  pate  of 
a  cold  mountain,  having  left  their  uncomfi>rtable  beds  to  witness  the 
sizn  rise.  I  am  sure  that  the  young  ladies  from  Berlin  would  have  lost 
all  but  their  true  lovers  if  seen  often  under  such  circimistances. 

But  turn  we  from  the  tower  and  its  chattering  company  to  the 
mountains  and  the  sky.  The  day  was  not  entirely  clear,  and  a  pon- 
derous girdle  of  black  clouds  lay  beneath  us,  belting  the  moimtain, 
and  shutting  out  the  lesser  hills  and  the  lower  world  from  view.  By 
and  by  a  slight  tinge  of  the  delicatest  rosy  light  blushed  around  the 
upper  borders  of  ^e  thick  clouds,  and  announced  the  coming  of  the 
sun.  As  if  to  lend  more  pomp  to  the  morning-coronation  of  tibe  pow- 
erful lord  of  day  and  light  and  heat,  the  winds  began  to  swell  and  roar 
with  a  deep  rushing  soimd,  like  the  voice  of  the  sea  or  the  far-off 
thundering  of  Niagara;  and  when  the  sun  at  length  appeared,  his 
disc  loomed  above  die  curtains  of  the  clouds,  flaming  like  a  thousand 
fires  in  one,  and  supematurally  magnified  by  the  mists  through  which 
it  majestically  rose.  I  watched  its  mighty  orb  until,  like  a  great  and 
good  name,  it  had  separated  itself  from  the  fogs  and  obscurities  of  a 
base  world,  and  had  commenced  its  unclouded  and  transcendent  career 
toward  the  meridian.  I  wonder  not  that  the  ancients,  having  fallen 
firom  God's  worship,  did  next  adore  the  sun. 

But  I  viras  obliged  to  descend  the  mountain  betimes,  in  order  to  take 
the  diligence  for  Hartzburg.  So,  after  breakfasting,  I  commenced  the 
descent  with  my  guide.  Before  we  were  half  way  down  the  moim- 
tain the  belt  of  clouds  in  which  we  were  enveloped  unclasped  and 
rolled  slowly  away  on  either  hand,  opening  before,  below,  and  around 
us,  a  magnificent  panorama.  Immediately  at  our  feet  heaved  the 
rounded  and  greeiUy-wooded  summits  of  the  Hartz  Mountains,  and 
beyond  them  lay  the  vast  plain  of  the  Baltic,  the  vision  stretching  even 
to  the  twin  towers  of  Magdeburg,  dotted  with  cities  and  villages,  all 
bright  and  glistening  in  the  cheerful  beams  of  morning.  The  sun's 
rays  sthick  slandngwise  into  the  thick  woods  which  we  traversed, 
making  here  and  there  long  spots  and  streaks  of  golden  light  upon  the 
leaning  trees  and  the  moss-covered  rocks.  How  bright  and  how  life- 
infusing  the  scene !  Now  the  sprightly  elf  and  fay  Oberon,  with  his 
crown  of  dew-drops,  Puck  with  his  twinkling  eyes,  Titania  with  her 
minim  maidens,  might  steal  forth  from  the  curled  leaves  and  the  hoi- 
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low  acorns,  and  fi)rm  unteirified  their  tiny  rings  upon  the  grass.  The 
terrors  of  '  Old  Brocken'  had  fled ;  the  scowl  had  passed  ftom  his  finne- 
head,  and  all  unholy  things  had  vanished  with  the  storm  and  the  doudB 
and  the  darkness.  We  passed  over  the  mountain  of  Ikenstein  (die 
way  of  the  witches  on  Walpurgis-eve,)  where  an  iron  cross  had  been 
erected  to  the  men  who  fell  for  Fatherland  in  the  War  of  the  Libera- 
tion, and  we  reached  the  good  inn  of  the '  Rothe  Florelle'  (Red  Trout) 
at  Ilsenberg  just  as  the  shrill  bugle  of  the  postillion  announced  die 
arrival  of  the  diligence  which  was  to  convey  me  to  Hartzburg  and  out 
of  the  Hartz. 


THE  HEART  AND  THE  WORLD 


BT    XVOVTX    BXOWXB. 


Heart,  with  thy  pnlseB  lightly  beating. 
World,  with  thy  pageants  fidse  as  fleeting, 

What  concord  can  ye  have  ? 
Hushed  shall  thy  pulse  be,  Heart !  foreyer ; 
Soon  shall  thy  reign,  proud  World  !  be  over  ; 

Thine  an  oblivious  grave. 

Heart,  canst  thou  grasp  thy  hope's  firnition  t 
Worm,  dost  thou  yield  the  heart's  petition, 

Gushing  in  music's  tone  ? 
None  e'er  enjoyed  his  soul's  beet  dreaming; 
Still  to  the  prayer  most  earnest  seeming 

Thou  answercst  back  a  moan. 

Heart,  hast  thou  found  thy  joys  all  sporklmg  ? 
World,  then  withhold  thy  shadows  dnyHing  • 

Spare  the  untainted  breast ! 
Trump-like  I  hear,  'midst  scenes  of  pleasure, 
A  voioe  proclaim,  in  solemn  measure, 

Lo  1  here  is  not  thy  rest !' 

■ 

Heart,  seek  on  high  thy  sphere  of  action  \ 
Worla,  I  contemn  thy  vain  attraction, 

All  baseless  as  the  wind ; 
Let  me  so  use  my  brief  probation 
As  to  secure  in  Heaven's  duration 

The  pmions  of  the  mind. 

Heart,  with  affections  rich  and  trusting. 

World,  crowned  with  gauds  bemonlded,  mating, 

Hence  with  thy  specious  rays  1 

Soul,  up  and  strain  thy  best  endeavor. 

Relax  th'  momentous  combat  never. 

Till  mortal  strength  decays  1 
Xm-Tmrk^  OtUker,  1840.  -o  ^ 
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Waskingtm^  D§c^  1849. 


lines:       to        KOSSUTH. 

Thou  exile  on  a  foreign  strand, 

ThoQ  gallant  heart  in  bondage  bleeding ! 

Thou  last  hope  of  a  fallen  Umd, 

What  eye  oan  view  thy  wrongs  unheeding? 

Kossuth  t  oppression's  arm  of  might 

Hath  laid  in  dost  thy  comitry's  right, 

And  crushed  the  new-bom  hope  that  bloomed 

A  nation's  hope  and  strong  desire ; 

But  Freedom  is  not  thus  entombed  ! 

Uke  PHdNiz  rising  from  the  fire 

She  springs,  undaunted  by  the  strife, 

Exulting  in  reviving  life  I 

And  we  upon  this  western  shore, 

Who  mourned  a  nation's  glory  o'er, 

Shall  yet  behold  her  rising  high. 

And  hear  the  loud  victorious  cry 

Pealed  forth  by  millions  o'er  the  sea, 

*  Freedom  to  Hungary  and  thee  1' 


C.  E.  Hahsltoxt. 


THE    HERMIT     OF     U  T  I  C  A. 


BT    A.    B.    JOHNSON. 


In  out  country  few  cities  have  been  the  slow  growth  of  succes- 
sive generations  of  men.  The  new  settlement  of  a  man's  infancy  be- 
comes the  village  of  his  boyhood,  and  the  city  of  his  later  life.  It  even 
becomes  old  before  he  is  fully  aware  of  his  own  senility,  and  he  is  some- 
times startled  at  hearing  it  designated  in  fondness  by  the  young  as  our 
TOod  old  city,  when  the  whole  period  of  its  existence  flits  before  him 
like  a  vision  of  yesterday.  Utica  is  a  city  of  this  description,  and  seve- 
ral persons  reside  in  it,  and  are  in  the  vigor  of  life,  who  retain  a  vivid 
recollection  of  having  often  seen  walking  in  the  streets  of  Utica  while 
yet  a  small  village,  a  short,  slender  man,  leaning  on  a  stout  rough  cane 
or  stick,  himself  almost  bent  double  with  age  and  rheumatism.  His 
name  was  Pardee,  but  his  christian  name  no  one  knew ;  and  his  surname 
was  rarely  applied  to  him,  fer  he  was  usually  spoken  of  as  the  old  her- 
mit He  seemed  wholly  abstracted  from  dl  surrounding  objects,  and 
his  indistinct  articulation,  when  he  was  occasionally  compelled  to  speak, 
evinced  an  imbecility  of  intellect  or  a  mind  in  ruins.  A  tradition  ex- 
isted that  he  came  n-om  Philadelphia,  and  was  once  in  easy  circum- 
stances, though  perhaps  never  very  affluent ;  and  a  practised  eye  might 
easily  detect,  amid  the  tatters  in  which  he  was  clad,  that  he  had  been  a 
gentleman  accustomed  to  the  amenities  of  social  refinement.  His 
pecuniary  fortune  had  been  ruined  by  the  bad  conduct  of  a  son,  whose 
extraordiiiaiy  adventures  and  mysterious  death  we  are  now  to  narrate 
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as  they  were  currently  spoken  of  in  Philadelphia  at  the  time  of  their 
occurrence;  and  a  recollection  of  them  still  lingers  in  the  memory 
of  some  of  the  old  Philadelphians,  especially  among  those  of  the 
Quaker  denomination,  which  once  numbered  his  momer  among  its 
members. 

Young  Pardee  being  an  only  child,  was  uniformly  treated  with  great 
tenderness  by  his  father,  who  was  a  widower,  and  perhaps  alwvvs  fond 
of  seclusion,  and  thus  peculiarly  disposed  to  concentrate  his  afifections 
and  hopes  on  his  motherless  son.  The  father  never  refused  any  request 
for  money  that  the  son  chose  to  make,  and  that  the  requests  might  not 
be  unreasonable,  the  father  frankly  infoimed  the  son  of  the  extent  of 
his  fortune,  that  the  son  should  graduate  his  exactions  by  his  own  pru- 
dence rather  than  by  the  father's  coercion.  The  young  man*  unsub- 
dued by  this  kindness,  was  prodigal  in  his  expenses  from  a  very  early 
period,  and  in  the  aggravated  form  of  expending  on  credit ;  till  the 
old  man,  becoming  aware  of  these  defects  in  his  son,  grew  increasingly 
anxious  that  he  should  acquire  a  literary  education,  that  he  might  possees 
something  which  could  not  be  squandered. 

The  young  man  had  obtained  the  ordinary  rudiments  of  instruction» 
and  having  often  heard  that  college  was  a  clever  place  for  enjoyment 
and  frolic,  he  readily  acceded  to  his  father's  wishes  to  become  a  student 
of  Yale  College  at  New-Haven,  where  he  was  speedily  entered  as  a 
freshman.  He  conunenced  his  collegiate  course  with  some  vague 
notions  of  acquiring  college  honors,  not  however,  by  hard  study  but  by 
the  force  of  native  genius,  which  he  knew  he  possessed  abundantly,  be- 
cause he  felt  it ;  and  that  his  eenius  might  have  fair  play,  he  resolved 
on  indulging  only  moderately  m  his  former  dissipations.  But  unfortu- 
nately his  love  of  self-indulgence  was  too  powerful  for  his  intellectual 
restraints,  and  he  soon  gave  full  rein  to  his  old  habits  of  expenditure^ 
augmented  by  the  enlarged  sphere  in  which  he  deemed  himself  situated. 
He  had  been  out  late  one  night  at  an  oyster  supper  with  a  party  of 
his  college  companions,  and  he  returned  to  his  own  room  no  htde  ex* 
cited  by  the  hilarity  of  the  carousal,  and  the  medley  of  things  he  had 
eaten  and  drunk,  l^e  undressed  in  a  hurry  and  was  speedily  in  bed ; 
for  he  was  desirous  of  losing  as  little  as  possible  of  the  short  period 
which  yet  remained  for  sleep.  But  sleep  he  could  not."  He  mougfat 
involuntarily  of  the  expenses  to  which  he  was  subjecting  the  care-wom 
old  man  at  Philadelphia,  and  of  the  grief  with  which  he  was  afflictiiig 
him  by  dissipation.  He  tried  to  banish  such  reflections,  and  to  sub- 
stitute therefor  a  recollection  of  the  pleasures  in  which  he  had  just 
Participated,  and  an  anticipation  of  the  enjoyments  of  a  like  supper  that 
ad  been  planned  for  the  toUowing  night.  But  sleep  would  not  be  thus 
evoked,  and  he  was  more  wakeful  than  ever.  At  length  he  became  ex- 
ceedingly irritated  and  kept  feverishly  turning  his  body  from  side  to  side* 
vainly  mistaking  his  mental  uneasiness  for  an  uneasiness  of  his  bed ;  wfaOe  • 
every  moment  that  he  lay  awake  abridged  the  short  period  that  re- 
mained for  repose,  and  rendered  it  still  more  necessary  that  he  should 
speedily  sleep.  In  the  midst  of  this  conflict  of  opposite  feelinga,  he 
suddenly  experienced  a  sensation  as  if  some  person  was  rocking  hil 
bedstead  in  the  manner  of  a  cradle.     He  tried  to  jump  out»  fa^  Ob ' 
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which  ever  side  he  attempted  to  reach  the  floor,  the  bedstead  became 
elevated,  and  he  was  rolled  back  again  into  the  centre  of  the  bed.  He 
became  horribly  alarmed,  and  would  have  screamed  for  assistance,  but 
heSare  he  could  utter  a  syllable,  something  heavy  and  exceedingly  hot 
spran?  upon  his  breast ;  and  while  it  effectually  prevented  his  utterance 
it  held,  hmi  motionless  and  prostrate.  He  lay  uus  for  some  moments 
in  a  sort  of  speechless  agony,  when  the  body  that  wa^  cmshing  him 
down  extended  itself  slowly  to  his  ear,  and  whispered  ther^,  but  with 
a  voice  so  husky,  and  in  accents  so  fierce  and  incoherent,  that  he  could 
recognise  no  meaning  to  its  communication ;  but  after  listening  with 
all  the  self-possession  he  could  command,  he  thought  it  told  him  that  if 
he  would  resort  to  the  elm-tree  that  stood  opposite  to  his  window  in  the 
public  square,  he  would  find  a  charmed  purse,  which  would  supply,  all 
bis  future  pecuniary  wants,  how  large  soever  they  might  happen  to  be ; 
axid  that  he  should  never  be  molested  for  the  use  he  might  make  of  the 
money  unless  he  should  contract  therewith  the  three  cardinal  vices, 
when  the  owner  of  the  purse  would  reclaim  the  gift,  and  as  a  penalty 
for  its  abuse,  seize  his  body. 

After  this  conmiunication  all  became  again  silent.  The  body  that 
was  pressing  on  his  breast  shrank  gradually  ft-om  his  ear,  and  graaually 
mtea  itself  ft*om  his  chest.  The  burning  sensation  subsided  slowly, 
the  bed  ceased  fi>om  rocking,  and  the  sufferer,  relieved  thus  ft*om  con- 
straint, bounded  ft-om  the  bed  and  stared  wildly  around  the  room.  All 
things  therein  looked  precisely  as  he  had  placed  them,  and  the  morning 
sun  was  pouring  its  cheerful  beams  in  at  his  window.  He  began  to 
8iin>ect  that  what  he  had  heard  and  felt  was  a  dream ;  and  on  a  little 
reflection  he  became  sure  it  was  nothing  more.  Thus  consoled,  he  wet 
his  parched  lips  and  tongue  with  a  draught  of  cold  water,  and  dressed 
himself  in  haste,  but  being  too  late  for  morning  prayers  in  the  chapel, 
he  hurried  to  recitation,  though  with  an  aching  head  and  an  ominous 
consciousness  that  he  should  receive  many  bad  marks  for  his  literary 
deficiences. 

In  returning  ft-om  recitation,  where  he  had  not  failed  from  obtaining 
the  deficient  marks'  he  had  anticipated,  his  way  led  him  past  the  elm- 
tree  that  he  had  been  told  of  in  his  dream,  if  dream  it  was,  and  he  could 
not  ft)rbear  from  looking  down  at  the  indicated  spot ;  but  his  surprise 
.was  excessive  when  he  saw  among  the  grass,  close  to  the  trunk  of  the 
stately  old  tree,  a  curiously- wrought  asbestos  purse,  which « he  almost 
involuntarily  picked  up,  and  found  it  heavy  with  gold  that  glittered 
through  its  interstices. 

The  purse  was  ornamented  on  its  surface  with  various  characters 
that  resembled  Hebrew,  although  differing  in  some  particulars ;  but 
prominent  amid  the  ornaments  was  the  device  of  a  skull  surrounded 
with  flames,  while  a  headless  Agnus  Dei,  with  its  cross  broken,  seemed 
to  claqp  the  mouth  of  the  purse.  He  felt  a  nervous  irresolution  as  to 
whether  he  should  cast  down  the  ominous  purse  to  the  place  from 
whence  he  had  tdcen  it,  or  make  himself  master*  of  the  exhaustless 
treasure  which  its  possession  portended ;  for  as  so  much  of  the  night's 
vision  had  proved  to  be  a  realitv,  why  might  not  the  remainder  be  a 
reali^i  and  he,  by  acceptbg  a  diabolical  present,  subject  himself  to  be 
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seized  by  the  terrific  owner  and  carried  he  durst  not  name  wither.  But 
this  contingency  was  to  happen  only  on  his  contracting  the  three  cardi- 
nal vices,  and  although  he  luiew  not  distinctly  what  the  sevices  might  be, 
yet  as  he  was  firmly  resolved  to  contract  no  vices  permanently,  he  cer- 
tainly could  incur  no  danger  by  availing  himself  of  the  means  of  en- 
joyment thus  providentially  cast  in  his  path ;  especiaUy  as  he  should 
thereby  relieve  his  father  from  the  burden  of  his  ftiture  expenses.  This 
consideration  he  thought  meritorious,  and  therefore,  with  the  seVcom- 
placency  of  a  man  who  feels  he  is  acting  from  a  worthy  motive,  he 
placed  the  purse  in  his  pocket  and  walked  home  to  breakfhst,  lesB  to 
gratify  any  appetite  that  he  possessed  than  to  relieve,  by  a  cup  of  Bdxmg 
coffee,  the  dull  pain  that  oppressed  his  forehead. 

He  dozed  at  different  intervals  through  the  day  in  listless  proetradon 
of  body  and  mind,  but  at  the  approach  of  night,  his  headachS  subsided, 
and  his  vivacity  revived,  until  at  the  hour  appointed  for  his  evening  ren- 
devous  he  became  as  brilliant  and  well  as  ever.  He  was  even  gayer 
than  usual,  for  possessing  the  means  of  unstinted  gratification,  he  was 
liberal  in  calling  for  wine  at  the  tavern  where  the  meeting  was  held,  and 
in  regaling  his  companions  as  well  as  himself  Cards  were  also  re- 
sorted to,  by  way  of  varying  the  amusement,  and  as  all  the  players  were 
excited  by  deep  drinkin?,  bets  and  stakes  soon  became  high,  and  the 
virtue  of  the  purse  was  frequently  tested  by  copious  abstractions  there- 
fi-om ;  but  it  suffered  no  diminution  in  bulk  or  weight,  remaining  con- 
tinually  full,  with  the  gold  gleaming  through  its  interstices  as  bnohtlj 
as  ever.  Assured  thus  of  the  efficacy  of  his  purse,  the  owner  dismissed 
all  doubts  of  its  inexhaustibility,  and  played  recklesslv  and  high,  thoagfa 
losses  seemed  to  fill  him  with  rancor  and  stimulate  him  to  revenge  as 
much  as  though  he  owned  no  purse  to  supply  his  deficiencies.  From 
the  card-table  the  jovial  companions  concluded,  by  an  easy  transition, 
to  pass  the  remainder  of  the  night  in  such  haunts  as  the  excitement  of 
wine  and  cards  rendered  congenial.  They  accordingly  broke  up  in  a 
tumult,  upset  upon  the  floor  the  tables  with  all  their  bunlen  of  d^canterst 
tumblers  and  candles,  and  sallied  forth  to  conclude  in  darkness  an  ill- 
spent  evening  with,  if  possible,  a  worse-spent  night. 

Thus  passed  the  days  and  nights  of  young  Pardee,  but  not  iRllunit 
an  episode  in  the  form  of  a  gentle  acquaintance  with  a  voung  lady  of 
Baltunore,  the  only  child  of  an  old  millionaire  of  that  city.  She  was 
residing  at  a  boarding-school  in  New-Haven,  and  was  just  at  the  dan- 
^rous  period  of  womanhood  when  conduct  is  controlled  by  the  fed- 
mgs  rather  than  by  the  intellect,  and  when  the  world  with  its  dim  future 
is  viewed  through  the  medium  of  our  hopes  rather  than  through  die 
light  of  experience  and  observadon.  The  parties  had  seen  each  odier 
in  the  streets  and  laughed  as  they  met  in  pure  exuberance  of  youdifnl 
animation.  They  had  met  in  various  rambles  about  the  suburbs  of  die 
city,  and  as  the  rules  of  her  school  forbade  any  audiorized  interviews 
with  young  men,  unauthorized  ones  became  in  a  manner  sanctioned  by 
necessity ;  and  she  eventually  acquired  an  intimacy  with  Pardee,  a  pre- 
possession in  his  favor  and  a  fondness  for  his  conversation  and  attentioiis. 
The  physical  excesses  in  which  he  indulged,  and  which  blunted  bis  sen- 
sibilities and  tendered  him  as  unsusceptible  to  her  partiality  as  unwocdij 
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of  it,  heightened  his  vivacity  while  in  her  company,  and  promoted  his 
power  over  her.  But  he  knew  her  pecuniary  value,  and  often  contem- 
plated the  possession  of  it  by  a  clandestine  marriage,  when  an  incident 
mterposed  which  ill-nature  may  attribute  to  the  recldessness  of  his  cha- 
racter, or  charity  may  assign  to  a  latent  magnanimity  and  generosity 
that  properly  belong  to  youth,  even  when  depraved.  Among  his  class- 
mates and  friends  was  a  poor  young  Englishman  who  was  also  acquainted 
with  the  heiress,  and  felt  toward  her  an  attachment  as  ardent  as  Pardee's 
was  frigid.  The  Englishman  was  evidently  not  the  favored  admirer 
of  the  young  Baltimorean,  but  the  two  young  men  knew  each  other's 
temperament ;  and  Pardee  one  evening,  in  an  outburst  of  conviviality, 
voluntarily  vowed  to  relinquish  to  his  friend  the  pursuit  of  the  lady. 
He  also  kept  his  vow,  and  gradually  abandoned  her  acquaintance,  leav- 
ing the  field  open  and  undisturbed  to  his  friend,  who  so  well  used  the 
opportunity  that  before  the  young  lady's  term  of  scholarship  expired 
she  became  his  wife ;  and  he  after  some  involuntary  repugnance  on  the 
rart  of  her  father,  was  received  as  a  son,  and  lived  subsequently  at 
Baltimore  in  splendid  leisure.  He  eventually  became,  by  successive 
deaths  in  his  wire's  femily,  the  possessor  of  several  millions  of  property, 
which  he,  unexpectedly  to  the  lady's  friends  and  with  no  thanks  to  her 
prudence,  long  enjoyed  and  worthily  graced. 

Pardee  havme  Qius  '  like  the  base  Indian,  cast  away  a  pearl  worth 
more  than  all  his  tribe,'  continued  in  his  downward  course,  though  ad- 
monished by  the  tutors  of  his  college,  and  threatened  by  the  professors, 
tin  the  cup  of  forbearance  overflowed,  and  a  letter  from  the  president 
informed  the  father  that  his  son  must  be  removed,  or  he  would  be  ex- 
pelled. The  old  man  received  the  communication  with  the  regret  and 
oifiimxiintment  that  are  natural  to  a  parent  under  such  circumstances, 
and  ne  forthwith  recalled  the  wayward  youth  from  New-Haven  to  his 
paternal  home,  where  his  moral  habits  might  be  corrected,  though  his 
literary  prospects  would  be  frustrated. 

The  young  man  was  not  wholly  insensible  to  the  degradation  which 
he  had  sufifered,  and  assured  his  father  that  he  would  in  future  conduct 
himself  with  greater  circumspection ;  and  that  he  was  entirely  willing 
to  be  regulated  by  his  father's  wishes,  except  in  one  particular,  which 
happened  to  be  me  only  one  his  father  had  much  at  heart,  namely,  his 
Temoval  to  another  college.  To  that  he  folt  an  unconquerable  aversion, 
and  his  fbther  forbore  from  pressing  it,  and  contented  himself  with  ac- 
cepting as  a  substitute,  that  the  son  should  enter  the  law-oi9ce  of  Bragg 
and  Twist  in  Chesnut-street,  eminent  counsellors  at  that  period ;  where, 
after  a  clerkship  of  three  years,  he  could  be  admitted  to  the  Pennsyl- 
vania bar  as  an  attorney. 

During  a  few  weeks  after  the  consummation  of  this  arrangement, 
young  Pardee's  attendance  at  the  law-office  was  exemplary ;  but  he 
gradually  became  weary  of  the  dull  routine  of  reading  what  he  did 
not  understand,  and  disgusted  with  copying  papers  about  matters  in 
which  he  folt  no  interest.  The  recollection  of  nis  inexhaustible  purse 
revived  in  him  as  his  relish  for  legal  pursuits  decayed ;  and  he  began 
aeain  to  hire  horses  and  carriages  for  amusement  bv  day,  and  to  attend 
billiard  and  card-tables  to  pass  agreeably  his  evenmgs.    Nor  was  he 
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loug  without  making  acquaintances,  who,  like  himself  were  fond  of 
regaling  themselvefl  at  taverns,  eating  late  and  expensive  suppen, 
dnnking  all  manner  of  stimulating  beverages,  and  ending  the  night 
with  still  more  ruinous  licentiousness. 

From  remaining  out  late,  he  gradually  declined  into  the  practice  of 
staying  out  all  lught,  and  appearing  at  home  at  dinner  onlv,  or  occarv 
sionally  at  tecL  To  die  anxious  inquiries  of  his  father  as  to  me  manner 
in  which  he  passed  his  time,  he  always  named  some  reputable  acquain- 
tance with  wnom  he  pretended  to  have  lodged  the  past  night;  and 
though  his  increasing  irritability  of  temper,  involuntary  nervous  shud- 
ders and  glassy  eyes  ^B,ve  unerring  indications  to  most  observers  that 
his  habits  were  becoming  ruinous,  yet  his  father,  knowing  of  no  means 
to  prevent  what  he  feared,  endeavored  to  be  ignorant  of  what  he  could 
not  prevent,  and  to  cherish  the  forlorn  hope  mat  persevering  kindness 
and  more  mature  reflections  would  eventually  produce  a  favorable 
change  in  the  young  man's  conduct. 

The  youn?  man  himself  fully  participated  in  the  same  hopes.  He 
knew  that  his  conduct  was  destructive,  and  he  intended  to  i^orm  it ; 
but  so  long  as  he  refrained  from  contracting  the  three  cardinal  vices, 
(and  he  was  firmly  resolved  that  he  would  not  contract  them,  nor  in- 
deed any  other  permanently,)  he  might  as  well  enjoy  in  his  youth  the 
pleasures  of  life,  and  use  his  purse  freely.  Distant  visions  of  sober 
habits,  marriage  and  domestic  comforts,  with  respectability  of  charao* 
ter  and  public  usefulness,  were  not  absent  from  nis  sober  contempla- 
tions ;  and  the  only  question  which  seemed  unsettled  between  him  and 
his  father  was  as  to  the  time  when  the  reformation  was  to  commence. 

Thus  passed  months,  and  even  some  years ;  but  no  change  of  con- 
duct for  the  better  seemed  nearer,  or  so  near,  as  at  the  beginning  of 
the  law-student's  clerkship,  except  occasionally  for  increasingly  brief 
periods.  The  pecuniary  resources  of  the  father  began  also  to  rail ;  he 
was  continually  paying  bills  for  every  conceivable  extravagance  of  his 
son,  until  at  length  he  deemed  that  a  time  was  come  when,  if  ever,  he 
ought  to  have  a  solemn  explanation  with  the  young  man,  and  inform 
him  kindly  but  firmly  that  nis  extravagances  must  be  abated,  or  they 
would  abate  themselves  by  the  total  extinction  of  the  fittfaer's  remain- 
ing little  property.  The  son  listened  to  the  eclaircissement  with 
amazement.  He  had  never  contracted  any  debts ;  he  had  always  dis- 
bursed from  his  own  purse  all  his  expenses.  The  old  man  only  shook 
his  head  mournfully,  not  doubting  but  the  young  prodigal  had  become 
distracted  by  dissipation,  or  so  demoralized  by  vile  associadons  as  to 
persist  in  the  avowal  of  a  falsehood.  That  nothing,  however,  midit  he 
lefl  undone  to  restore  the  culprit  to  reason,  the  fkther  exhibited  files  of 
bills  fh)m  tradesmen,  tailors,  livery-stables,  tavern-keepers,  and  others, 
for  money  loaned,  goods  delivered,  and  expenses  incurred  by  the  son, 
and  which  the  father  had  paid  rather  than  destroy  the  son's  remaining 
self-respect  by  a  repudiation  of  his  engagements. 

The  youn^  man  looked  at  the  bills  with  as  much  amazement  as  the 
father  looked  at  him.  He  acknowledged  that  the  bills  were  correct, 
but  he  had  paid  them  himself  out  of  his  own  inexhaustible  resources; 
and  to  still  further  convince  the  incredulous  old  man,  he  put  his  hand 


1850.]  The  Hermit  of  Utica.  209 

in  his  poqket  to  pull  out  his  purse.  But  the  purse  was  gone.  He 
searched  his  pockets,  and  re-searched,  and  searched  again ;  but  the 
purse  was  not  found.  He  ran, into  his  bed-chamber,  thinking  it  might 
nave  fallen  on  the  floor  or  been  mislaid  among  his  clothes ;  but  all  his 
efforts  were  fruitless ;  the  purse  had  vanished.  As  a  last  resort,  he 
hastened  to  the  tradesmen,  and  asked  them  how  they  dared  presume 
to  send  their  bills  to  his  father  for  payment,  when  he  had  already  paid 
the  bills  himself.  They  all  treated  him  at  first  as  though  they  thought 
he  was  bantering  them  in  jest ;  and  some  deemed  the  joke  excellent, 
and  lauded  at  it  heartily ;  but  finding  He  grew  angir,  a  ^efw  of  them 
became  angry  in  return,  and  told  him  he  had  paid  nothing  at  any  time, 
though  he  had  frequently  pretended  to  pull  out  a  purse  which  he  had 
asserted  was  full  of  gold,  and  with  which  assertion  tkey  supposed  he 
Was  amusing  himself,  as  young  gentlemen  are  occasionally  wont  to  do 
in  like  circumstances. 

The  united  testimony  to  the  same  effect  of  all  the  creditors  to  whom 
he  applied  staggered  the  young  man's  confidence,  and  he  began  to 
tliink,  with  Macbeth,  that  he  had  been  paltered  with  in  some  double 
sense.  Still,  if  he  had  been  deceived  m  relation  to  the  reality  of  a 
purse,  he  was  doubtless  equally  deceived  in  relation  to  the  penalty 
which  was  to  be  incurred  on  his  contracting  the  three  cardinal  vices ; 
but  this  was  no  equivalent  for  the  loss  of  the  reality  of  the  purse,  for 
he  felt  in  no  danger  of  contracting  such  vices,  whatever  they  might  be. 
To  solace  himself,  therefore,  for  the  mortifications  of  the  day,  he  re- 
solved to  enjoy  a  countervailing  frolic  on  the  coming  night.  He  ac- 
cordingly went  early  to  some  of  his  usual  haunts,  and  played  inces- 
santly until  past  midnight,  drinking  all  the  time  to  supply  the  necessary 
excitement  for  the  due  suppression  of  troublesome  reflections.  From 
the  card-table  he  went  to  a  tavern,  where  he  met  some  old  companions, 
and  drank  still  more,  that  he  might  display  his  independence  of  public 
opinion,  which  he  knew  was  now  openly  and  loudly  against  him.  From 
the  tavern  the  party  intended  to  adjourn  to  a  haunt  of  still  greater 
licentiousness ;  but  Pardee  had  drank  too  much,  and  could  not  accom- 
pany them ;  and  in  a  condition  of  entire  prostration  he  was  carried  up 
stairs  and  placed  in  bed  for  the  restoring  influence  of  sleep  and  quiet. 
He  lay  thus  quite  insensible  until  nearly  daylight,  when  nis  outcries 
alarmed  some  of  the  lodgers  who  were  near  him,  and  they  rushed  into 
his  room.  They  found  him  sitting  up  in  bed,  and  £storted  with  the 
inost  intense  terror.  He  affirmed  Qiat  he  had  seen  Satan,  who  insisted 
that  he  had  become  a  drunkard,  a  gambler  and  a  libertine,  and  that 
these  were  the  three  cardinal  vices ;  which  being  contracted,  he  must 
now  surrender  his  body,  according  to  agreement. 

The  lodgers  listened,  some  with  horror  and  some  with  ridicule,  to 
this  recital ;  and  as  they  deemed  it  the  effect  of  delirium  tremens,  pro- 
duced by  excessive  dissipation,  they  endeavored  to  soothe  his  terrors 
by  assurmg  him  that  nothing  would  harm  him,  and  that  he  had  better 
endeavor  to  compose  himself  until  morning,  when  he  would  doubtless 
feel  better.  He  seemed  somewhat  tranquillized  by  these  assurances, 
though  he  earnestly  prayed  not  to  be  again  left;  alone.  No  one  of 
them,  however,  Hked  to  lose  his  rest  for  a  stranger,  whom  they  sup- 
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posed  to  be  yet  intoxicated,  and  all  finally  withdrew  to  their  reflpectiYe 
rooms,  leaving  on  his  table  a  lighted  lamp,  with  which  he  was  &m  to  be 
satisfied  when  he  ibimd  they  would  do  no  more  for  him ;  but  scarGely 
had  they  returned  to  their  chambers,  when  shrieks  louder  than  tha 
former,  and  more  prolonged,  recalled  them  to  his  bed-side ;  but  he  was 
not  there,  nor  coidd  he  be  found  any  where.  One  of  the  windows  of 
the  room  was  open,  but  he  had  evidently  not  escaped  thence,  fiir  they 
looked  out  and  nothing  of  him  could  be  seen,  although  day-light  had 
begun  to  dawn.  The  lamp  which  had  been  lefi;  in  die  room  was  ex- 
tinguished, but  not  from  lack  of  oil,  for  it  was  almost  full,  and  a  stxonff 
odor  of  brimstone  was  very  perceptible  to  many  of  the  congregated 
persons.  These  circumstances  were  not  much  regarded  at  the  timet 
but  they  were  afterward,  and  with  fearful  interest,  when  all  inqniries 
and  researches  failed  to  yield  any  clue  to  his  disappearance.  Some 
persons  supposed  he  had  jumped  fi-om  the  window  and  thrown  him- 
self into  the  Delaware,  and  that  his  exhaustless  purse  was  nothing  but 
a  delusion  of  monomania,  produced  by  too  intently  indidging  his  ima- 
gination in  the  amusive  contemplation  of  such  a  purse ;  and  of  this 
way  of  thinking  was  the  celebrated  Dr.  Rush  (see  his  '  Treadae  on 
Madness,'  where  the  incident  is  alluded  to  and  explained  philosophi- 
cally) ;  but  as  the  young  man's  body  was  never  found,  though  the  nver 
was  dragged  with  great  care,  and  cannon  were  fired  over  the  deep  parts 
which  the  draes  could  not  fathom,  public  opinion  cradually  BUDSided 
into  a  full  conviction,  derived  from  an  attentive  consideration  of  all  the 
circumstances,  that  he  had  literally  and  in  solemn  truth  been  flown 
away  with  by  Satan. 

Not  thus,  however,  thought  one  warm  heart,  encased  though  it  was 
in  a  very  fragHe  female  bosom,  rendered  still  more  fragile  by  the  m^ 
terious  disappearance  of  the  object  toward  which  it  yearned,  despite 
the  injuries  he  had  inflicted  on  it  in  fame,  family  and  health.  Thovu^ 
a  woman  in  ruins,  yet  with  characteristic  womanly  &ith,  like  the  chan^ 
of  Holy  Writ  (of  which  woman's  faith  must  have  been  the  aposdeis 
archetvpe),  she  persisted  in  '  hoping  all  things,'  as  she  had  long  per- 
sisted m '  enduring  all  things.'  Denied  by  the  stem  and  politic  customs 
of  society  any  sympathy  in  the  sorrow  that  was  hurrying  her  to  an  un- 
timely grave,  she  was  the  more  bowed  in  secret  by  its  solitary  potency* 
and  clung  the  more  pertinaciously  to  the  desperate  expectation  that^ 
sinner  as  she  was,  perjured  as  he  was,  and  obnoxious  as  both  were  to  the 
wrath  of  man,  yet  Gtod  is  merciful,  and  might  vouchsafe  to  her  (who 
shall  dare  to  say  He  will  not  1)  a  fiiture  union  with  the  lost  youui»  in 
whom  she  alone  saw  any  good  intentions ;  a  union  in  a  world  where 
sin  and  sorrow  are  to  be  excluded,  and  not  in  the  present  world*  whicht 
fool  and  ingrate  that  he  was,  he  had  rashly,  like  a  fix)ward  infant  with 
a  precious  gem,  fer  some  worthless  gratifications,  thrown  away ;  and  all 
its  domestic  joys,  health,  purity,  usefulness  and  love,  that  she  could  have 
enduringly  given  him,  had  he  not  poisoned  their  fountain  at  its  source  t 

Even  the  poor  old  father  is  supposed  to  have  yielded  to  the  general 
conviction  in  relation  to  his  son's  diabolical  exit,  K>r  he  never  ceased  to 
mourn ;  which  could  not  reasonably  have  been  his  conduct  had  his  son 
died  a  natural  death,  the  common  lot  of  all.    He  long,  howeTer,  resisted 
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the  belief  that  the  young  man  was  dead,  and  would  persist  in  leaving 
a  lighted  lamp  in  the  hall  at  night,  that  the  son  might  on  his  return 
home  not  be  incommoded  in  retiring  to  his  room.  But  when  the  sad 
reality  was  eventually  forced  upon  his  belief  by  lapse  of  time,  he  so- 
lemnly, one  night,  after  sitting  up  late — as  i£  struggling  mortally 
against  the  conviction  of  his  intellect  until  he  coidd  struggle  no  lon- 
ger— extinguished  the  light,  and  with  it  all  the  hopes  that  bound  him 
to  life.  The  next  day  he  clothed  himself  in  moummg,  which  he  never 
relinquished,  and  perhaps  never  replenished ;  for  he  persisted  in  dis- 
charging all  the  pecuniary  liabilities  that  the  son  had  contracted,  and 
they  proved  sufficiently  numerous  to  take  from  the  poor  old  man  all 
his  remaining  property.  For  some  reasons  that  have  never  been  as- 
certained, he  idtimately  wandered  to  Utica,  where  he  resided  for  many 
years,  knowing  no  person,  and  permitting  no  person  to  know  him  for 
any  purposes  of  social  intercourse ;  though  me  kind  people  of  that 
pleasant  place  would  gladly  have  administered  to  his  wants.  He  con- 
tinually moved  his  lips,  as  if  in  conversation  with  some  one,  and  a  popu- 
lar behef  existed  that  he  was  expostulating  with  his  son  for  his  unworthy 
conduct;  and  that  the  son,  unseen  by  any  eye  but  the  father's,  was 
condemned  to  expiate  his  unfilial  conduct  by  thus  wandering  on  earth 
to  see  and  hear  the  paternal  desolation  he  had  created.  The  more  dis- 
creet portion  of  the  citizens  of  T^tica  were  of  course  incredulous  on 
this  point ;  and  the  worthy  clergyman  of  the  village  deemed  the  sup- 
position so  heretical,  or  contrary  to  the  intelligence  of  the  age,  that  he 
preached  a  sermon  to  disprove  it ;  but  the  old  man  continued  to  move 
his  lips  as  usual,  either  unconscious  or  regardless  of  the  speculations 
which  he  was  occasioning.  He  was  entirely  inoffensive  in  his  conduct, 
troubling  no  one,  and  rarely  troubled  in  return ;  walking  quietly  back 
and  forui  from  his  little  hovel,  which  was  situated  somewhere  near 
where  Hopper-street  now  intersects  Genesee,  and  which  he  had  con- 
structed himself  with  a  few  rough  boards,  and  which  was  permitted, 
through  sufierance  of  the  land-owner,  to  retain  its  location.  He  gra- 
dually became  increasingly  infirm,  until,  one  winter,  after  a  heavy  fall 
of  snow,  the  neighbors  became  alarmed  by  not  discovering  at  his  door 
the  usual  marks  of  egress.  They  eventu&dly  knocked,  and  hearing  no 
response,  they  forced  open  the  board  which  constituted  the  door,  when 
he  was  seen  sitting  on  his  broken  and  only  chaii*,  before  an  emberless 
fire-place,  entirely  dead,  and  frozen  to  the  consistence  of  a  statue.  As 
all  Imew  that  he  left  no  heir,  the  little  room  in  which  he  had  lived  was 
searched  to  ascertain  if  any  thing  valuable  could  be  fbimd.  Nothing 
was  discovered  except  a  large  gold  watch  and  chain,  the  relics  of  bet- 
ter days,  and  they  were  impressed  with  the  initials  of  his  son,  whose 
property  they  once  had  been,  and  to  that  circumstance  owed  probably 
their  preservation ;  for  they  contrasted  strangely  with  the  straw  and 
tatters  with  which  they  were  surrounded.  The  watch  had  fallen  on 
the  floor,  as  ff  it  had  slipped  from  the  old  man's  grasp  where  he  was 
firand  sitting,  and  its  hands,  which  were  6tO{)ped  by  the  fall,  indicated 
that  the  accident  had  occurred  exactly  at  midnight ;  just  at  the  hour 
he  had  some  years  before  extinguishea  the  light  on  the  sad  night  when 
he  became  convinced  of  the  actual  death  of  his  son.      Conjecture 
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affirmed  that  the  watch  had  fallen  from  his  hand  at  the  moment  of  his 
death,  and  that  his  death  at  that  particular  hour  was  caused  by  a  poig- 
nant recollection  which  he  always  indulged  on  eveiy  recurrence  of 
midnight.  The  watch  and  chain  supplied  the  means  of  a  decent  burial 
to  the  poor  old  hermit,  and  to  erect  over  his  grave  a  simple  monument, 
which  18  still  capable  of  being  seen  by  the  curious,  and  on  which  (tak- 
ing the  hint  from  a  sentence  chalked  up  in  several  places  on  the  inside 
of  his  cabin)  was  inscribed :  '  Here  lies  a  broken-hearted  Father.' 
To  which,  however,  some  unknown  ascetic  philosopher,  about  nine 
years  ago,  unfeelingly  and  stealthily  added  : 

^Thb  fool  who  n>arned  an  preeent  eood 
Because  he  hacl  not  what  he  woold : 
Be  wiser  thou,  and  come  what  may, 
6oD*8  will  he  done  in  conduct  say.* 

We  are  aware  of  the  proverb  which  commands  us  to  say  nothing  of 
the  dead  but  what  is  good,  and  we  are  consequently  reluctant  to  save 
from  oblivion  and  transmit  to  posterity  the  above  censorious  dogerel  in 
connection  with  the  poor  hermit's  memory,  and  in  a  matter  so  impor- 
tant as  the  moral  complexion  of  his  whole  system  of  conduct ;  but  after 
great  deliberation,  and  the  advice  of  judicious  literary  and  clerical 
friends,  we  have  concluded  to  insert  the  lines,  that  our  memorial  may 
comprise  all  that  is  known  of  his  life  and  death,  and  also  place  in  cu- 
rious contrast  the  opposite  estimates  which  different  intellects  may  hon- 
estly form  of  the  same  character.  May  his  remains  hereafter  rest  in 
peace ! 
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Yes  !  't  was  the  Picture  of  a  Mabter-Hand. 

And  each  beholder  some  new  beauty  scanned : 

The  morning  light,  voluptuous  yet  sublime, 

Streamed  through  a  window  of  the  (rothio  time, 

And  showed,  with  all  a  Titian's  truth  and  feeling, 

A  young  Rcligcuse  at  an  altar  kneeling : 

Her  ho^  flung  back,  her  parted  hair  escaped 

Over  a  brow  most  exquisitely  shaped, 

Whereon  the  beam  in  mellow  softness  fell, 

And  shed  a  glory  which  became  her  well. 

Her  hands  were  raised  to  Heaven  :  her  mild  blue  eye 

Looked  to  a  crucifix  that  stood  on  high, 

And  lighted  up  a  countenance  that  stole 

Upon  you  as  a  something  of  the  soul. 

!Nor  eyeless  skull,  nor  glass  of  time  was  there, 

To  break  the  beauty  of  a  thing  so  fair ; 

But  all  that  you  could  see,  or  seek  around, 

Was  such  as  in  a  palace  might  be  found  ; 

And  from  a  censer  of  unsullied  gold 

The  smoke  of  incense  in  blue  circles  rolled. 

Soft  as  the  sky  of  Italy,  and  blended 

With  the  rich  light  that  on  the  floor  descended. 
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Beinoino  to-dav  no  garland  twined  with  flowers, 

Faint  with  the  fragrance  of  Arcadian  bowers, 

With  wing  nnmoistened  by  Castalian  dews, 

Half  bold,  half  timid,  comes  the  bidden  Mnse : 

Bold  in  the  cheering  smiles  her  stefMi  that  greet, 

Timid  to  lay  her  o£»rings  at  your  feet. 

She  bears  no  relics  dra^^  from  daasio  shores. 

The  annual  oatrage  of  scholastic  bores. 

Whose  trite  laudations  of  the  outworn  Greek 

Show  fools  pedantic  and  confound  the  weak ; 

No  memories,  prompted  by  the  spot  or  hour. 

Of  days  when  fled  the  pei4ume  from  youth's  flower ; 

No  raptures  kindled  at  the  sight  of  places 

Where  pendent  boards  frowned  down  on  frowning  fiices, 

Where  Sophomorio  wits  on  *  sets'  grew  sharp, 

Or  sorrowing  seniors  heard  of  *  PoLTCAar ;' 

Nor  of  some  sad,  though  now  illumined  walls. 

This  dreary  plain  to  memory  recalls, 

Where  many  a  soul,  soliciting  life's  staff. 

Was  proffered  stones  and  entertained  with  chaff; 

Where  some,  with  frosty  heart  and  flinty^  &ce. 

Had  for  youtn's  mirth  no  mercy  and  no  grace ; 

Who  studied  how  to  give  th'  o'erhanging  air 

A  gloomier  frown  thim  Arctic  tempests  wear ; 

Whom  Dulness,  linked  with  Bigotiy's  foul  lies, 

Had  doubly  steeled  to  life's  amenities : 

She  brings  no  satire-pregnant  themes  like  these. 

The  HERACLirns  of  this  age  to  please ; 

But  hers  the  hour  didactic,  to  renearse 

Prosaic  precepts  labored  into  verse. 

What  things  the  floods  and  streams  have  taught  at  times ; 

The  song  is  of  the  waters ;  and  the  rhymes 

Are  cast  upon  the  waters,  though  the  bays 

Are  neither  sought  nor  found  in  many  days. 

The  anodynes  for  weariness  and  care 

That  friendly  streams  to  fiunting  spirits  bear ; 

The  hallowing  fame  of  deeds  of  glory  done. 

Or  the  great  majesty  of  ages  gone ; 

The  rose-hued  air  of  old  romances  past. 

Or  living  beauty,  brightest  at  the  last, 

Wherewith  a  many-storied  strand  and  river 

Abide  in  glory's  golden  light  forever : 

Such  were  the  promised  themes  and  teeming  strain 

The  summer  davs  sought  leisure  to  addr^ ; 
Alas !  the  weary  days  came  bade  again 

With  the  old  burden  of  their  listiessness ; 
The  same  sad  chimes  on  each  tired  midnight  fall, 

The  same  dull  task  the  waking  mom  renews ; 
Familiar  foes  still  to  the  struggle  call, 
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The  exacting  and  the  treacherous  time  snbdnes 
The  kindling  impulse  and  the  songful  dream, 
Derides  the  attempt  and  clouds  the  passing  gleam, 
Till  the  hope  fades  and  looked-for  trinmpl^  fiul, 
And  the  untimeful  chords  disdainful  ears  aasail. 

Mid-summer — and  her  fierce  solstitial  heats 
Unquenched  by  night,  oppress  the  city's  streets, 
And  through  her  palaced  avenues  of  pride 
With  languid  current  flows  her  lessened  tide : 
The  queen  of  our  half  globe,  a  world  compressed, 
Spreading  all  opulence  to  her  wondering  guest ; 
To  every  people,  and  each  various  taste, 
Proffering  abundance  :  with  all  richness  graced. 
Arrayed  in  beauty  and  adorned  with  art, 
Pleasure's  profusion.  Traffic's  throbbinsr  heart ; 
Why  should  the  charm  forsake  her  endless  stive, 
Where  Luxury  lives  and  looks  in  vain  for  more  ? 
And  why  should  he,  whose  each  fastidious  sense 
Feeds  its  full  will  in  her  munificence, 
And  finds  all  treasures  in  that  lavish  land 
Flung  at  his  feet,  like  sea-shells  on  the  strand. 
Why  with  a  listless  footstep  should  he  roam, 
Heedless  what  spot  he  finds,  so  that  it  be  not  home  ? 

Are  there  not  times  when  all  the  spells  of  art 

Cling  with  a  feeble  grasp  around  the  heart, 

And  the  tired  spirit,  vexed  with  passion's  wars. 

Goes  out  amid  the  calm  of  night  and  stars 

And  seeks  the  scenes  which  Nature's  glories  crown. 

Far  from  the  glare,  the  tinsel  of  the  town  T 

From  far-off  mountain  springs, 

And  infant  rivulets,  whose  murmurings 

Blend  with  the  soft  and  soothing  symphonies 

Born  of  the  forest  and  the  evening  breeze, 

Through  the  unvisited  dell  and  dismal  wood 

And  wildness  of  unclimbed  acclivities, 

The  dark,  untravelled  solitude. 

Along  by  parks  where  art  an  Eden  makes, 

Now  with  expanding  bosom  broadening  into  lakes 

Where  islets  flushed  with  beauty  brightly  lie. 

Like  stars  sown  thickly  in  a  summer's  sky  \ 

Now,  white  with  foam  flakes,  hurrying  by  the  slopes 

Of  sward  and  upland  and  fiawn-fecding  glades. 
Now  bathed  m  golden  light  radiant  as  Hope's, 

Flowing  'neaUi  Nature's  mighty  Palisades 
And  cloud-crowned  Catskill,  whose  enshadowed  height 
Grows  dim  in  heaven  to  the  boatman's  sight ; 
Coiling  around  awe-fronted  promontories. 
Through  fields  that  live  in  song  with  deawless  glories. 
By  heights  immortal  made  in  fireside-listened  stories. 
In  bounty  and  in  beauty  bearing  down 
Her  tribute-blessing  to  her  island-town. 
Flows  the  rejoicing  Hudson  to  the  sea ; 
Of  myriad  streams  that  seaward  run 
Beneath  the  all- visiting  sun. 
The  loveliest,  she. 

And  through  the  summer  radiance  that  sleeps 
In  changeless  sunshine  o'er  the  fields  and  steeps, 
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The  rippling  ahaUbwa  and  the  noiselesB  deepi, 
Through  present  hlinfnl  oakn  the  fancy  wings 
Her  fl^t  to  other  founts  and  stream-side  wanderings. 

Who  hath  not  felt,  when  happiest  skies  at  home 
Suffice  him  not,  and  the  sea*8  seething  foam 

Leaps  to  the  gleeful  gale, 
And  prows  p<nnt  outward  'neatfa  the  straining  saO, 
How  it  were  sweet  to  urge  the  guiding  oar 
By  many  a  strand  of  old  familiar  fiune 

And  story-haunted  stream, 
Bound  up  with  childhood^s  unforgotten  lore, 
With  dim  traditions  and  old  fables  fed, 

By  our  antiquity  inherited  ? 

So  hath  he  heard  from  stem  Abydos'  height 

The  Sestian  seas  in. sullen  surges  sweq>. 
Where  the  lone  beacon  of  Love's  vestal  light 

A  star  from  heaven*s  dark  chambers  rayed  the  deep. 
Seen  the  scourged  waves  dimb  to  her  leaning  form, 
Whose  ni^t-dyed  tresses  streamed  upon  the  storm ; 
For  she  fr^m  throbbing  visions  of  delight 
That  brought  through  briny  toils  th'  expected  night 
Of  bridal  raptures,  painted  passion-bright. 
Through  blinding  torrents  from  the  wrathful  skies 
And  the  hoarse  thunders  of  the  angered  wave, 
Almost  outwatches  hope :  and  her  mocked  eyes 
His  gleaming  form  from  swallowing  surges  save 
But  to  be  mocked  anew ;  while  he  with  vain 
And  desperate  hope  contending  with  the  main, 
Through  boiling  chasms  of  the  black  abyss 
Struggling  with  feebler  arm,  hears  the  death-hiss 
Of  the  tnnmphant  wave,  and  feels  its  '  icy  kiss.' 

On  to  the  East  the  beckoning  fimcy  leads. 
Still  toward  the  dawn  the  eager  traveller  speeds, 
^Vnd  seeking  the  &r-fountains  of  the  Nile, 
Old  memories  flowed  upon  his  heart  the  while. 

Where  the  dread  shadow  of  undated  things 
Falls  from  the  cenotaphs  of  Coodo  kings. 
O'er  Thebes  and  Memphis,  and  around  tnem  rise 
The  solemn  airs  of  ancient  mysteries, 
As  if  the  lips  of  Mbmnon,  voiceful  still. 
Murmured  in  music  at  the  morning's  thrill. 

They  piled  their  granite  tombs  tUl  the  earth  groaned. 
As  toward  the  stars  the  towering  mountains  coned. 
Lifting  their  peaks,  like  Pelion's,  tempest-zoned. 

Up  to  the  home  of  the  Olympian  thunder  ; 
And  our  keen-sighted  and  most  boastful  time. 
Pregnant  with  miracles  in  her  teeming  prime. 

Stands  blinded  at  the  sight,  and  dumb  with  wonder. 

And  they  have  seen  the  countless  ages  wane. 
And  kingdoms  perish  and  be  bom  again ; 
The  deaSi  of  dynasties,  the  eclipse  of  stars, 
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Unchronicled  eras  of  forgotten  wars, 
The  periods  of  an  unremembered  worid, 
And  histories  into  dense  oblivion  hurled. 

But  more  than  all,  most  awful  and  most  grand, 
With  frightful  mien  emerging  from  the  hmd, 
And  brows  that  time  and  heaven  themselves  defy, 
O'er  the  lone  wastes  where  buried  empires  he, 
Watches  the  Sphynx  with  mocking  myster}'. 

Yet  not  for  that  this  stream  of  hoary  Eld 
The  gathered  nations  toiling  here  beheld. 
Not  that  the  wisdom  of  her  empire  gave 
The  past  more  glory  than  last  ages  have, 
Nor  that  her  kmdly  waters  guarded  well 
The  cradled  guide  of  captive  Israel, 
Is  she  most  dear :  these  are  the  waves  that  bore 
Her  barge  who  conquered  the  earth's  conqueror ! 

€ro  and  admire  what  war-fomed  fields  ye  wiU, 
Beauty's  bright  trophies  beam  above  them  stfll ; 
And  here  the  light  of  learning,  arts  and  arms 
Pales  in  the  blaze  of  Cleopatra's  charms. 

Honor  and  song  and  glory  then,  forever, 

And  a  deep  heSth  to  Egypt's  ancient  river  ; 

For  she  is  fresh  with  the  bright  fame  of  her 

Wlio  saw  a  subject  world  her  worshipper. 

The  light  that  shone  from  her  imperial  brow 

Flushed  the  broad  ages,  and  is  radiant  now ; 

As  if  on  Egypt's  daughter  prodigal  Jove  '  " 

Had  showered  the  graces  of  the  Queen  of  Love, 

And  gifts  transcendant,  such  as  never  shone 

Before  on  mortals,  gave  to  her  alone. 

And  captive  kings  and  Casarb  knelt  to  make 

Her  lips  their  worship,  and  for  her  smiles'  sake 

Held  empire  poor  and  victory  nothing  worth : 

So  wooing  Fortune  flung  the  glittering  earth 

Within  the  Roman's  grasp,  who  madly  hurled 

Even  from  his  palm  this  bauble  of  a  world. 

And  saw  his  golden  kingdoms  and  great  throne  ^ , 

Forfeit  and  lost,  and  mourned  her  loss  alone !  '^ 

But  first  among  the  fountains  of  old  &me, 
The  illustrious  river  of  Eternal  name. 
Since  first  she  bore  fallen  Ilium's  household  gods. 
Hath  flowed  by  Glory's  unobscured  abodes  5 
And  ever  burn  in  her  immortal  skies. 
The  golden  fires  of  countless  galaxies. 
Yet  none  of  all  that  lustrous  starred  array, 
O'ershine  her  crowning  honors  of  to-day. 
Her  royal  city  spurns  a  rule  outworn, 
And  breaks  millenial  bondage  iihad  borne. 
Worthy  the  deeds  of  her  ancestral  pride. 
The  land  where  Brutus  lived  and  Cato  died. 

Behold  here  exiled  from  the  Latian  Gates 
The  crownless  heir  of  mightiest  potentates ; 
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IVom  his  eartli-shadowmg  throne  immitred  drWen, 
Who  claimed  the  delegated  power  of  heaven, 
Whofle  Jove-like  arm  bo  long  its  thunders  hurled 
O'er  cringing  empires  and  a  cowering  world  I 
Then  Freedpm's  pulses  thrilled  with  glad  surprise, 
And  the  weld's  paean  shook  the  echoing  skies, 
As  a  new  morning  broke  on  centuried  niffht, 
And  they  who  sat  in  darkness  saw  the  light ! 
What  though  besotted  France,  in  maniac  mood, 
The  Bacchanal  of  nations,  drunk  with  blood. 
With  war's  dun  clouds  put  out  the  rising  ray, 
T  is  but  the  tempest  struggling  with  the  day. 
Oh  I  when  from  holy  Tiber  and  old  Rome, 
The  wails  of  Freedom's  baffled  conflict  come, 
'T  were  treason  to  our  altars  to  be  dumb ; 
Nor  join  earth's  cry  and  curse  denouncing  wo 
Upon  the  land  that  struck  the  dastard  blow  \ 

A  land  whose  scenes  in  wOd  succession  pass 
From  bloodiest  tragedy  to  basest  &rce. 
With  crime  enamored,  e^iulous  of  shame, 
Stained  with  this  last,  worst  blot  upon  her  fame, 
Shan  try  a  thousand  orunken  freaks  at  home. 
Nor  reach  the  in&my  she  reaped  at  Rome  ; 
The  world'§  abhorrence,  and  the  nation^s  hiias. 
Time's  curse  and  oath  shall  be  her  doom  for  this ! 
But  since  the  fratricidal  deed  is  done. 
And  there  no  more  damnation  may  be  won. 
Now  let  her  join,  fit  ally  of  the  Czar, 
Fraternal  Vandals  in  the  Austrian  war ! 

But  they  who  rather  covet  shame  than  wo, 
Nor  have  forgot  the  deeds  at  Waterloo, 
Might  well  forbear  to  league  in  blood  with  those, 
Who  in  the  deathnstrife  with  the  Magyars  close. 
Their  barricades  are  mountains,  and  their  wars 
More  than  a  three  days'  frenzy  :  and  the  cause, 
Wherein  they  bleed,  sacred  as  uieirs  who  won 
At  Salamis  and  glorious  Marathon. 


<^, 


,  the  brave  Magyars,  battling  for  the  right, 
ith  whom  all  hearts  and  prayers  of  patriots  fight, 
Thouffh  reeking  carnage  their  fair  valleys  fills, 
And  ue  war's  echoing  thunders  shake  the  hills 
Carpathian ;  and  Danabe's  currents  glide 
By  desolated  shores  with  crimson  tide. 
Shall  rout  the  invading  despot's  banded  slaves, 
And  welcome  host  on  host  to  ample  graves. 
And  tread  through  fields  of  fire  in  triumph  on, 
Till  IVranny's  Uet  citadel  is  won. 
And  the  star-blazoned  banners  of  the  Free 
Float  o'er  the  rescued  hills  of  Hungary ! 

And  so  in  God's  good  time  shall  triumph  all 
Who  war  for  Right  and  Freedom  ;  not  alone. 
The  riave-bnilt  splendors  of  the  despot's  throne, 
But  Error's  principalities  shall  &11 ; 
And  they  who  tord  it  with  unjust  dominion 
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O'er  conscience,  social  habits  and  opinion, 
The  oligarchs  of  morals,  these  shall  &il : 
For  Reason,  armed  and  panoplied  in  mail, 
With  the  swift  filings  of  its  ponderous  stroke, 
Breaks  Priestcraft's  sceptre  and  Oppression's  yoke, 
Assmls  each  moral  tyrant's  grim  abode, 
All  altars  builded  to  the  *  Unknown  God,' 
And  Superstition's  temples,  stone  by  stone. 
To  the  cowled  Priest's  dismay  shall  topple  down : 
Fanes  reverenced  with  hereditary  fear, 
Reel,  rent  from  dome  to  base,  and  disappear ; 
So  comes  the  welcome  time  when  soul's  are  freed 
From  spiritual  thrall  of  church  and  creed, 
Kindletii  the  glowing  dawn,  {he  perfect  day 
God  speed ! 

Again  across  the  waters  to  a  shore 

Beyond  the  circling  seas,  whose  ceaseless  roar 

From  cavernous  clif&  and  shadowy  beaches  drear. 

In  midnight's  hush,  the  midland  mountains  hear, 

Green  England's  midland  hills ;  our  feet  delay 

Awhile  in  homeward  wanderings  to  stray 

By  waters  hallowed  by  a  nearer  tie, 

Than  lures  to  alien  shores  and  dim  antiquity. 

Her  streams  have  native  sounds  and  honfbhold  names ; 

The  great  renown  and  loveliness  of  Thames, 

Rural  and  urban ;  Avon's  winding  shore. 

Where  the  awed  soul  loves  mutely  to  adore 

The  heaven-throned  monarch  of  Thought's  wide  domain, 

Who  holds  o'er  realms  immortal  endless  reign. 

Mid  laurelled  crowds  yet  *  bears  the  palm  alone,* 

No  brother  and  no  second  near  his  throne. 

Here  Cam  and  Isis  mantle  in  the  glow 
Of  sunset  memories  of  long  ago 
And  here  the  shores  of  Rydal's  placid  lake 
Shall  still  with  Wordsworth's  living  lyre  awake. 
But  most  some  humbler  streams  for  his  sweet  sake, 
Who  once  was  Angler  there,  I  would  recall. 
For  his  mild  memory  clothes  and  shallows  all ; 
And  something  of  his  epitaph  of  praise. 
Waft  on  all  quiet  hearts,  my  song  essays 
To  make  articulate  ;  though  with  Walton's  name. 
Have  hohest  harps  been  vocal,  and  his  fame 
Seems  in  the  wandering  winds  and  streams  to  stir. 
And  make  all  happy  shores  his  sepulchre : 
How  many  a  spired  dome  and  finuhed  fime 
Shall  wait  for  healing  words  like  his  in  vain  ! 
How  many  reverend  lips  from  year  to  year. 

To  hungered  hearts  dispense  their  weekly  dole, 
(Who  throng  to  listen  with  assiduous  ear,) 

Whose  vapory  sermons  fail  to  feed  the  soul 
With  one  sweet  tithe  of  spiritual  good, 
The  gentle  Angler  gave  us  in  the  wood. 
What  time  with  rod  and  cheerful  heart  he  bent 
His  morning  footsteps  to  the  banks  of  Trent, 
And  cured  the  worldly  heart  of  discontent. 
Of  thanklessness,  and  the  remorseless  vice, 
That  most  makes  earth  a  hell,  heart-eating  avarice ! 
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At  twilight  time  returned  from  honest  Unli, 

With  braces  laden  of  hia  watery  apoila, 

He  trolled  with  friends  the  eyening  roundelay, 

And  crowned  with  barley  caps  the  sportful  day ; 

With  temperate  draughts ;  for  this  his  earnest  speech, 

And  this  his  brodu  and  rivers  kindly  teach. 

The  warning  waters,  like  his  word  and  deed, 

Bid  them  who  toy  with  luxury  take  heed, 

And  words  of  kind  admonishment  address 

To  such  as  mourn  the  havoc  of  excess, 

And  sloth-bom  Qls,  or  who,  the  Senses'  slaves,  * 

Stagger  through  surfeits  to  untimely  graves ; 

Avoid  the  banquet,  and  abhor  the  wine. 

Though  crushed  from  clusters  of  the  purplest  vine, 

By  &ir  Falernia  fed  or  sunniest  Rhine ; 

Abjure  the  revel  and  its  cup  refuse, 

Though  the  fiur  fingers  of  the  Classic  Muse 

Have  graven  it  with  Bacchus  pledged  by  Jove, 

And  glowing  pictures  from  the  Paphian  grove. 

And  garlanded  its  purple  lip  with  flowers 

Drenched  with  the  dews  of  Hybla's  thymiest  bowers ! 

Nor  needs  there  pilgrimage  to  the  holy  wave, 

Where  Israel's  prophet  bade  the  Syrian  lave, 

Jordan  shall  cleanse  the  leprous  yet,  and  still 

The  rivers  of  Damascus  heal  as  well,  ^ 

The  sacred  pool  its  primal  virtue  keeps. 

Though  angePs  stir  no  more  Bethesda's  deeps. 

Such  are  the  humble  streams  our  memories  love, 
The  shadowed  banks  of  Avon,  Trent  and  Dove ; 
From  sultry  noons  and  stifling  crowds  and  streets. 
The  toil-tired  spirit  seeks  their  ffreen  retreats. 
Why  should  we  ever  strive  with  ceaseless  cares, 
And  darken  life's  brief  pages  with  despairs ; 
Perplex  our  souls  with  baffling  mysteries, 
Whose  issue  in  Eternal  Wisdom  lies : 
Or  vex  our  hearts  that  Death,  with  blind  caprice, 
Makes  all  confusion  where  we  looked  for  peace ; 
That  the  rare  blooms  of  beauty's  lustrous  ray 
Win,  but  to  mock  us  with  their  swift  decay ; 
Or  ever  murmur  at  these  half-delights. 
And  hints  of  joy,  and  evanescent  sights 
Of  the  forbidden  fields  of  that  lost  hind. 
The  sleepless  angel  guards  with  flaming  brand ; 
Though  fed  with  tainted  pleasures  which  at  best 
But  taunt  us  with  the  beauty  they  suggest ; 
To  see  to  some  tranrinnar  sphere  removed 
The  phantoms  by  our  earliest  instincts  loved. 
When  homes  like  these  of  never-&iling  glaoness, 
Breathe  airs  of  balm  and  hallow  every  sadness  7 

So,  peace  and  wisdom  to  the  streams  resort, 
By  them  the  wisest  teach,  by  them  are  taught ; 
By  them  Hygbia  buQds  her  chosen  seats. 
Whom  cities  win  not,  nor  care-trodden  streets ; 
Still  by  the  waves  the  fiibled  Naiads  roam, 
And  ApHRODrrB  rises  from  the  foam. 
So  shall  these  ways  to  brighter  visions  lead. 
And  o'er  a  life  to  come  their  holy  radiance  shed. 
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So  have  cleansed  spirits  freer  heights  ascended, 
Their  mountain-footBteps  in  the  morning  wended 
To  summits  rich  with  sunrise  and  the  glow 
Auroral,  seen  not  by  the  world  below, 
Mantled  with  shadows,  while  the  morning  star 
Looked  down  the  vales  through  light  crepuscular. 

So  hath  Faith,  welcoming  these  heights  sublime, 
These  sun-touched  hills  cli  lime, 
•  Caught  the  remembered  tones  of  the  departed, 

The  living  love  of  those  who  died  true-hearted, 
And  heard  the  flow  of  purer  streams  than  ours, 
That  feed  fair  pastures  and  perennial  flowers ; 
Rivers  of  joy,  that  o'er  the  Stygian  strand, 
Make  green  the  hill-sides  of  a  griefless  land. 
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L\  a  dirty  and  obscure  alley  of  Seville  was  situated  a  house,  the  front 
and  arrangement  whereof,  &om  foundation  to  roof,  had  been  altered  by 
additions,  demolitions  and  repairs,  so  that  the  poor  mason,  who,  with  the 
pride  of  an  architect,  planned  the  original  structure,  and  laid  the  first 
stone  many  years  previous  to  the  year  of  Grace,  1616,  when  we  thus 
introduce  it  to  our  readers,  would  not  have  recognised  his  old  creation. 

The  house  was  composed  of  two  stories,  if  a  species  of  earret  with 
an  earthen  floor  and  low  roof,  which  covered  two-thirds  of  the  room, 
and  to  which  you  ascended  by  a  step-ladder,  may  be  called  one.  It  is 
with  this  garret  that  we  are  to  be  made  acquainted ;  but  to  grad^  the 
curiosity  of  some  reader  who  may  be  seduced  from  the  track  of  our 
story  by  a  wish  to  know  something  of  the  other  partS  of  the  house,  we 
say  that  it  was  made  up  of  a  room,  a  large  square  court-yard,  a  small 
kitchen  on  one  side,  and  a  confined  stable  on  the  other.  The  stable  was 
for  the  time  vacant,  and  to  this  we  allude  so  as  not  to  be  obliged  to  pay 
it  another  visit 

There  were  two  windows  to  the  garret,  one  looking  out  upon  the 
alley,  and  the  other  on  the  court-yard  we  have  mentioned :  when  you 
raised  your  head,  on  mounting  the  last  step  of  the  ladder,  and  looked 
through  a  kind  of  trap-door  which  gave  you  entrance,  you  might  ob- 
serve several  frames  and  pieces  of  canvass  ready  for  the  brush,  sus- 
pended on  the  walls,  and  at  me  same  time  discover  that  no  idea  of  order 
had  entered  the  brain  of  the  owner ;  some  suspended  one  way  and  some 
another,  all  carelessly  and  without  symmetry,  inclining  at  random  from 
the  perpendicular,  according  as  the  nail  upon  which  they  were  balanced 
was  more  or  less  removed  from  the  centre  of  the  frame. 
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Several  unfinished  paintings,  several  sketches  sparkling  with  imagi- 
Qadon  and  life,  ornamented  die  large  portion  of  tne  chamber,  chiming 
ivell  with  those  that  were  completed  in  beauty  and  symmetry. 

Two  or  three  shelves  suspended  by  cords,  and  resting  againsf  one 
side  of  the  wall,  supported  and  bent  under  the  weight  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  volumes  of  poetry  and  scholastic  philosophy ;  among  them  the 
*  Symmetry  of  the  Human  Frame,'  by  Albert  Durer,  *  The  Anatomy 
of  Bexalio,'  *  Perspective,'  by  Daniel  Barbarp,  *  Euclid's  Geometry,' 
and  various  other  works  on  mathematics  and  painting. 

A  pile  of  drawings,  human  studies,  a  painter's  oddities,  landscapes 
carelessly  sketched  and  yet  unfinished,  were  scattered  about  near  at 
hand,  in  promiscuous  confusion  on  the  floor.  Upon  an  oaken  arm-chair 
and  two  benches  were  thrown  other  papers,  mixed  with  a  cap,  torn 
drawers,  a  tolerably  clean  collar,  and  a  silk  doublet,  which  hung  from 
the  seat,  one  sleeve  draggled  in  a  large  basin,  filled  with  dirty  and  oily 
water  to  keep  moist  and  protect  against  the  action  of  the  au*  four  or 
five  brushes. 

A  stone,  its  muUer  yet  moist  with  white  lead,  was  placed  on  a  walnut 
table ;  a  large  easel  and  canvass  stretched  upon  it  occupied  the  centre 
of  the  room  near  a  window,  and  a  fine  north  light  penetrated  on  the 
left.  The  window  skilfiilly  covered  with  canvass  and  blackened  paper 
gave  but  small  ingress  to  the  light  which  came  in  with  a  bright  ray, 
falling  upon  the  face  of  a  ruddy  and  stalwart  peasant,  who  in  a  grotesque 
attitude,  exhibited  two  ranges  of  teeth,  broad,  white  and  sharpened 
beyond  doubt  by  the  bread  of  *  Telera,'  feigning  a  most  extravagant 
and  violent  fit  of  laughter  that  would  have  infected  the  most  melan- 
choly spectator.  But  the  only  other  person  in  the  room  shared  not  in 
it.  A  youth,  apparently  about  eighteen  or  twenty  years  of  age,  of  a 
grave  and  silent  demeanor,  of  a  dark  complexion,  with  bright  eyes  and 
steady  glance,  stood  before  the  easel,  a  palette  in  one  hand  and  a  brush 
in  the  other,  embodying  as  it  were  that  extravagant  and  feigned  laugh- 
ter of  the  peasant.  And  he  could  not  be  aught  else  than  ill-satisfied 
with  his  work ;  for  his  contracted  brow,  compressed  lip  and  sudden, 
quick  motions,  convulsive  with  dissatisfaction,  left  not  a  doubt  but  that 
he  was  worried  and  disappointed. 

Twice  or  thrice  he  slood  back  to  survey  his  work ;  his  eye  travelled 
rapidly  firom  the  original  to  the  copy ;  then  gave  a  touch,  efiaced  it, 
touched  again,  stepped  back,  compared  again ;  the  result  of  all  this 
was, '  Yoto  k ;'  ana  iierehe  stopped  like  a  good  christian,  searching  by 
iiHiom  he  should  swear ;  at  lengtn  better  thoughts  came  over  him ;  God 
help  me  !  who  can  imitate  such  tints  ?  And  much  as  he  strived  after 
sell-control,  after  a  moment's  struggle,  an  attempt  to  restrain  his  anger, 
he  raised  his  hand,  drew  the  brush  over  the  canvass,  mixing  the  colors 
with  the  motion  and  tracing  a  curve,  varied  with  all  the  tints  of  a  lain- 
bow  ;  and  not  e\'en  yet  content,  he  threw  aside  colore,  palet  and  brushes, 
struck  the  canvass  with  his  clenched  fist,  and  exclaimed  violently  and 
in  a  rage,  *  I  swear  to  God  !  these  are  tints  which  no  man  may  hope  to 
copy !'  And  he  cast  himself  desperately  into  the  ann-chair,  upon 
papers  and  doublet,  and  with  his  torehead  resting  on  his  hand  lapsed 
mto  a  prostration  as  if  a  fainting  fit  had  seized  him ;  the  prostration, 
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the  despair  of  genius  which  looks  in  on  Heaven  and  yet  cannot  attain 
it. 

The  peasant  who  served  as  model,  without  a  single  word,  without 
seeming  to  be  at  all  surprised  at  this  outbreak,  and  seeing  his  master 
thus  immoveable,  shut  ms  mouth,  seated  himself  on  the  floor,  and  took 
from  the  comer  of  his  bosom,  from  beneath  a  ragged  and  dirty  shirt,  a 
piece  of  brown  bread,  and  began  to  gnaw  it  with  such  an  appetite  that 
It  might  be  reasonably  inferred  he  would  have  been  pleasea  to  get  to 
work  long  before  he  did. 

He  finished  his  breakfast  or  repast,  tasting  deliberately  and  with 
prolonged  enjoyments,  every  one  of  the  concluding  morsels;  then 
risked  a  timid  glance  at  his  master,  still  immovable,  still  fixed  in  the  same 
attitude.  He  waited,  and  waiting,  the  time  passed  by,  until  seeing  it 
was  nightfall,  he  glided  from  the  room  without  the  least  movement  on 
the  part  of  the  painter. 

Thus  he  remained  depressed  and  pensive,  giving  siens  of  being  still 
awake  by  some  convulsive  motion ;  once  he  raised  nis  head,  looked 
around,  covered  his  eyes,  doubling  his  fist,  and  striking  his  forehead 
fiercely. 

Thus  sped  on  the  hours,  and  he  tasted  not  of  food ;  thus  night  fi^und 
him  and  he  slept  not ;  and  the  next  morning  at  day-break  he  sallied 
forth,  exceedingly  exhausted  and  overcome ;  but  rather  with  an  ex- 
pression of  sadness  than  of  his  first  fit  of  despair.  He  donned  the  cap 
with  the  broken  feather,  and  enveloped  himself  in  a  long  cloak.  By 
a  natural  and  involuntary  motion  he  twisted  and  caressed  his  budding 
mustachios  ;  and  bearing  with  him  proo&  of  his  recent  excitement  in 
his  hollow  eye  and  pallid  complexion,  he  descended  the  steps,  and 
having  crossed  himself  devoutly,  emerged  into  the  street. 


n. 


^  He  was  a  good  christian  and  a  christian  of  the  sixteenth  century; 
the  seventeendi  had  just  commenced ;  so  his  first  act  was  to  go  to  tne 
nearest  church  ;  he  there  heard  mass,  waited  awhile,  and  grown  more 
composed  was  about  leaving,  when  a  hand  touched  him  lightly  on  the 
shoulder,  and  a  familiar  voice  exclaimed :  '  G«d  be  with  you,  Signor 
Don  Diego !' 

He  who  thus  spoke  was  a  man  of  somewhat  over  sixty  years  of  affe, 
well  made  and  of  a  pleasant  coimtenance,  and  olive  complexion,  with 
proofs  of  having  been  good-looking,  quick  and  black  eyes,  eyes  of  ge- 
nius which  told  of  wars  and  arts  with  all  the  ardor  of  a  soldier  and  en- 
thusiasm of  an  artist.  His  mouth  was  small  and  furnished  with  only 
two  or  three  straggling  teeth  ;  but  in  person  he  was  active,  in  appear- 
ance cheerful  and  genteel.  He  wore  a  black  camblet-cloak,  oM  and 
thread-bare,  doublet  the  same,  with  handsome  flowers  and  slashed,  but 
in  no  better  plight  than  its  companion;  he  wore  knightly  hose,  or 
*  pedoweras'  as  they  were  then  called,  with  colored  lacing,  a  long  and 
shining  sword,  a  cap  set  on  one  side  in  a  martial  and  soldier-like  style, 
much  worn  and  tluread-bare,  evidencing  poverty  from  a&x,  but  clean 
and  brushed  most  carefully. 
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Ob !  it  was  a  scene  worth  obeerving,  the  meeting  of  those  two  men, 
one  entering  upon  life  the  other  leaving  it ;  one  all  hope,  the  other 
memory,  and  both  battling  it  with  Destiny,  both  looking  at  eadi  other 
with  eyes  that  betrayed  a  fiery  soul,  a  genius  of  flame,  a  volcanic  ima- 
gination, a  life  which  enthufiiasm  wasted  as  with  a  file ;  and  this  athwart 
ue  prism  of  the  future  of  youth  and  the  veil  of  the  past,  of  old  age. 
Ah !  whoever  had  seen  them  thus  would  not  have  confounded  them 
with  common  souls,  but  would  have  exclaimed,  much  is  there  of  good 
and  evil  within  those  fleshy  prisons ;  a  heaven  or  a  hell !  glory  or  sui- 
cide awaited  the  one ;  the  other The  other  had  braved  and  over- 
come a  himdred  combats  throughout  life  against  a  hard  and  immanage- 
able  &te. 

And  so  it  was ;  the  old  man  was  a  great  poet ;  but  unknown,  ob- 
scure, known  and  respected  only  by  some  artists  of  fine  enthusiastic 
genius,  who  in  that  age  coidd  alone  appreciate  the  florid  and  ardent 
genius  of  that  aged  man. 

Our  young  pamter  knew,  loved  and  revered  him  as  a  profound  phi- 
losopher, phUanthropist  and  brave  soldier ;  he  knew  his  verses  by  heart ; 
and  the  learned  youth  of  Seville  repeated  enthusiastically  every  sonnet 
v^hich  revealed  him  as  its  author. 

He  exclaimed <  But  this  paleness !  those  red  and  wearied  and 

hollow  eyes !  Do  not  waste  a  life  which  may  be  so  glorious !  waste 
not  thy  heart,  boy  !  this * 

*  It  means,'  said  the  painter,  interrupting  him  even  rudely,  *  a  night 
of  watchfulness,  sorrow  and  torment,  of  rage  and  despair !'  And  he 
grasped  his  companion's  arm  roughly  and  checked  a  convulsive  sigh. 

*  What  ?  a  youthftil  love  V  exclaimed  the  old  man  with  interest.  *  But 
no !  I  see  another  fire  than  that  of  love  shining  in  those  eyes.  No,  it 
cannot  be !     Young  man,  tell  me  what  has  happened  V 

*  What  has  happened  ?  To  lose  my  hopes  of  glory,  to  scorch  my 
wings !     To  fall !' 

'  Thou  hast  undertaken  more  than  thou  shouldst.  Thou  hast  not 
chosen  the  moment  of  inspiration !' 

'  I  could  not  advance  one  line,  one  inch ;  and  there  must  I  remain, 
there  be  confounded  with  the  crowd  !* 

'  No,  young  man ;  thou  hast  not  been  bom  for  such  a  fate.  No  ; 
raise  thy  head ;  elevate  it,  thinking  upon  glory  !' 

*  Glory  ?  Yes !  I  dreamed  of  glory,  and  to  you  owe  I  those  dreams 
which  are  my  despair !  I  wished  to  live  admired  or  to  die ;  not  a  com- 
mon existence,  one  of  those  which  cower  in  the  mud ;  and  now  how 
may  I  soar  aloft  1' 

'  Had  I  thy  touch,  brush  and  imagination !'  exclaimed  the  other  with 
a  look  of  enthusiasm,  and  placing  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  animated 
with  genius  and  poetry.  '  Thou  kno west  not  the  treasury  that  is  thine ; 
work  and  I  promise  thee  fame.' 

'  It  is  all  in  vain.  Already  does  it  lose  its  charm  for  me.  I  will  ex- 
haust myself  before  emerging  from  the  cloud,'  answered  the  youth,  with 
apparent  apathy.  Then  came  a  moment  of  silence  ;  and  he  continued : 
*  You  too  nave  dreamed  of  glory ;  you  too  have  composed  verses, 
comedies,  and  what,  what  has  been  the  result  ?  Your  glory  is  in  this 
doak,  in  this  doublet' 
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*  True,*  said  the  old  man  sorrowfully :  *  True ;  I  am  poor,  forgotten, 
infirm,  persecuted ;  behold  my  glory !  The  ungratefiil  goddess  1  have 
worshipped,  caressed  and  so  much  admired !  What  a  return,  oh  GrOD !' 
and  he  bowed  his  head,  but  only  for  a  moment.  '  I  am  poor  it  is  true/ 
he  resumed,  with  the  bold  and  martial  air  of  a  poet  and  soldier ;  *  I  am 
poor,  but  honored ;  and  those  dreams  of  love  and  happiness,  and  those 
characters  I  have  created  as  if  a  God  with  their  virtues,  qualities  and 
passions,  good  or  bad,  at  will ;  those  characters  I  love  as  my  creatures ; 
those  works  which  are  my  children ;  those  moments  of  illusion  and  de- 
lirium ;  those  celestial  delights ;  that  delicious  volition,  vague,  free  as 
the  air ;  those  worlds  I  lived  in :  tell  me,  do  not  they  compensate  for  all 
those  troubles,  all  the  misfortunes  of  my  life  ?  Tell  me  who  shall  take 
them  from  me  ?  What  avails  the  glory  of  man  in  comparison  with  the 
creations,  the  pleasures  of  a  God  ]' 

The  deep  furrows  in  his  brow  had  disappeared,  his  eyes  shone  with 
the  double  light  of  youth  and  enthusiam ;  his  head  noble  and  erect ; 
his  disdainfril  glance,  seeming  to  measure  the  earth  with  the  sceptre  of 
heaven ;  it  was  not  a  man —  no  !  it  was  a  Genius  —  a  G^D  !  more  than 
this  he  was  the  poet,  the  true,  inspired  Poet ! 

The  young  painter  felt  controlled  by  the  eagle  eye  and  fascinating 
glance  of  the  old  man.  He  drooped  his  eyes,  ashamed  of  his  weak- 
ness, and  when  the  other  exclaimed  :  *  Let  us  go  to  your  room  —  come  !* 
he  allowed  himself  to  be  led  as  if  he  were  a  lEUnb. 


^utlatDS. 


NUMBER,   ONE:     THE    COMET 


Heavily  dravo  the  planets  down  the  causeways  of  the  deep, 
Up  from  humming  caverns  rose  the  cavalcade  of  sleep ; 
Angels  on  the  world's  vast  walls  stood  to  their  nightly  stations, 
All  bright  with  armor,  as  they  watched  the  sleeping  constellations. 


II. 


A  prowling  comet  steamed  along  the  outer  seas  of  Night, 

An  ancient  pilot  grasped  the  wheel,  and  guided  its  frantic  flight : 

A  grim,  gigantic  engineer  stood  by  the  furnace  door, 

And  red  fire  shone  through  many  grates,  those  vast  black  empires  o*er. 


ZII. 


The  universe  lay  glimmering,  fax  on  the  silent  lee. 

Like  a  great  lamp-lit  city  beyond  a  midnight  sea ; 

The  pilot,  said  *  Our  mighty  king  shall  man  his  flaming  fleets, 

And  sailing  across  the  Gulf  shall  sack  those  planetary  streets. 


IT. 


Comets  he  hath,  with  engines  made  in  the  iron-shops  of  hdl, 
Admirals  and  dusky  hosts,  cannon  and  shot  and  shell ; 
O !  't  will  be  sweet  to  batter  those  walls  which  angels  now  are  guarding. 
And  sweet  to  shatter  those  golden  globes  with  shot-etorms  and  bombard^^. 
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O !  sweet  for  Night's  black  pirates,  ye  dingy  cloud-girt  peers, 
To  bndie  in  that  crystal  ocean,  where  swim  the  hollow  spheres ; 
O !  twill  be  rare  to  freight  our  fleets  with  planetary  plunder 
And  frighten  the  tall  arcnangels  with  bolts  of  Stygian  tiiunder ! 

▼I. 

The  engines  jarred,  the  funnel  roared,  shone  the  red  furnace  flames, 

The  beams  of  iron  trampled,  grated  the  rods  and  chiuns ; 

Those  pirates  all  applauded ;  the  pilot  ported  the  helm  : 

The  comet  curved  towu>d  the  dusky  cli£b  of  that  far  distant  f  ealm, 

Where  thunders  rumble  through  the  iron  towers  of  Demigorgon, 

like  the  roll  of  a  heavy  and  jarring  bass  thro*  the  pipes  of  a  growling  organ ! 


NUMBER  TWO:  THE  TEMPLE  BY  THE  NILE. 

It  was  midnight ;  dimmer  and  dimmer 
Shone  the  distant  tent-fire's  glimmer ; 
Mournfully  murmured  ancient  Nilus 
Along  the  piers  of  Hecatompylos. 
While  the  s^  and  sacred  starlight 
Mingling  with  the  full  moon's  far  light, 
Rested  on  many  strange  inscriptions 
Chiselled  by  the  dead  Egyptians. 

Then  arose  a  muffled  Magus 
From  a  granite  sarcophagus, 
Down  in  a  burial  crypt  abysmal, 
Unrummaged  by  the  sons  of  Ishmael. 
With  a  solemn  tread,  as  whilom 
Thrice  he  paced  the  long  propylon. 
Muttering  syllables  deep  and  mystic. 
Hexameters  harsh  and  cabalistic. 
Now  came  forth  a  file  of  wizards, 
Who  kept  of  old  the  sacred  lizards ; 
Scaly  crocodiles  that  nibbled 
Lotus,  while  the  Hierarchs  scribbled 
Those  strong  staves  and  incantations 
That  vexed  the  peaceful  constellations. 
Them,  from  tombs  by  Hebrews  hollowed, 
Buried  kings  an  hundred  followed  ; 
Frowning  Pharoah,  Amenophib, 
Shishak,  girt  with  Syrian  trophies. 
•  •  •  • 

But  now  the  stars  of  morning  faded. 
Daybreak's  merry  daemons  braided 
The  net  of  a  Dantastic  tent 
Far  in  the  glimmering  Orient 
A  slow,  long  line  of  dromedaries 
Toiled  across  the  sandy  prairies : 
From  the  river's  rushy  marges 
Moved  a  fleet  of  splashing  barges. 
While,  with  his  waving  plume  of  horse-hair, 
Galloped  away  the  desert  Corsair ; 
Away  on  his  barb  than  the  west  wind  fleeter, 
Singing  some  wild  Arabian  metre  ; 
And  seven  Franks  rode  by  to  scramble 
Up  the  cliffs  of  Abousamboul.  tbb-^. 
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DO    NOT    STRAIN    YOUR    PUNCH. 

One  of  my  friends,  whom  I  am  proud  to  consider  such ;  a  Gentle- 
man, blest  with  all  the  appliances  of  Fortune,  and  the  heart  to  dispense 
and  to  enjoy  them ;  of  sound  discretion  coupled  with  an  enlightened 
generosity ;  of  decided  taste  and  nice  discernment  in  all  other  respects 
Sian  the  one  to  which  I  shall  presently  advert ;  successful  beyond  nope 
in  his  cellar;  almost  beyond  example  rich  in  his  wine  chamber;  and 
last,  not  least,  felicitous  to  say  no  more  in  his  closet  of  Rums  —  this 
Gentleman,  thus  endowed,  thus  favoured,  thus  distinguished,  has  faDen, 
can  I  \vrite  it  ?  into  the  habit  of —  straining  his  Punch  ! 

Wlien  I  speak  of  Rums  my  masters,  I  desire  it  to  be  distinctly  un- 
derstood that  I  make  not  the  remotest  allusion  to  that  unhappy  distills' 
tion  from  molasses  which  alone  is  manu&ctured  at  the  present  day 
throughout  the  West  Indies  since  the  emancipation  of  the  Blacks ;  who 
desire  nothing  but  to  drink,  as  they  brutally  express  it, '  to  make  drunk 

come' but  to  that  etherial  extract  of  the  sugar-cane,  that  Ariel  of 

liquors,  that  astral  spirit  of  the  nerves,  which,  in  the  days  when  planters 
were  born  Gentlemen,  received  every  year  some  share  of  their  atten- 
tion, every  year  some  precious  accession,  and  formed  by  degrees  those 
stocks  of  Rum,  the  last  reliques  of  which  are  now  fast  disappearing 
from  the  face  of  Earth. 

And  when  I  discourse  on  Punch,  I  would  &in  do  so  with  becoming 
veneration  both  for  the  concoction  itself,  and,  more  especially,  for  the 
memory  of  the  profound  and  original,  but  alas !  unkTMwn  inventive 
Genius  by  whom  this  sublime  compound  was  first  imagined,  and 

brewed by  whose  Promethean  t^ent  and  touch  and  Shaksperian 

inspiration,  the  discordant  elements  of  Water,  Fire,  Acidity,  and  Sweet- 
ness, were  first  combined  and  harmonized  into  a  beverage  of  satisfying 
blessedness,  or  of  overwhelming  Joy ! 

My  friend  then  —  to  revert  to  him  —  after  having  brewed  his  Punch 
according  to  the  most  approved  method,  passes  the  fragrant  compound 
through  a  linen-carabrick  sieve,  and  it  appears  upon  his  hospitalAe  ooard 
in  a  refined  and  clarified  state,  beautiful  to  the  eye  perhaps,  out  deprived 
and  dispossessed  by  this  process  of  those  few  lobes  and  cellular  integu- 
ments, those  little  gushes  of  unexpected  piquancy,  furnished  by  the 
bosom  of  the  lemon ;  and  that,  when  pressed  upon  the  palate  and  im- 
mediately dulcified  by  the  other  ingredients,  so  wonderfully  heighten 
the  zest,  and  go  so  far  to  give  the  nameless  entertainment  and  exhilara- 
tion, the  unimaginable  pleasure,  that  belong  to  Punch  ! 

Punch  !  —  I  cannot  articulate  the  emphatick  word  without  remark- 
ing, that  it  is  a  liquor  that  a  man  might '  moralize  into  a  thousand  simi- 
lies !'  It  is  an  epitome  of  human  life !  Water  representing  the  physi- 
cal existence  and  basis  of  the  mixture :  Sugar  its  sweetness :  Acidity 
its  animating  trials  :  and  Rum,  the  aspiring  hope,  the  vaulting  ambition, 
the  gay  and  the  beautiful  of  Spiritual  Force  ! 

Examine  these  ingredients  separately.    What  is  Water  by  itself 
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in  the  way  of  Joy,  except  for  bathing  purposes  ?  or  Sugar,  what  is  it, 
but  to  infants,  when  alone  ?  or  Lemon-juice,  that,  unless  diluted,  makes 
the  very  nerves  revolt  and  shrink  into  themselves  1  or  Rum,  that  in  its 
abstract  and  proper  state  can  hardly  be  received  and  entertained  upon 
the  palate  of  a  Gentleman  ?  and  yet  combine  them  all,  and  you  have 
die  mil  harmony,  the  heroism  of  existence,  the  diapason  of  human  life ! 

Let  us  not  then  abridge  our  Water  lest  we  diminish  our  animal  being. 
Nor  change  the  quantum  <^f  our  Rum,  lest  wit  and  animation  cease 
from  among  us.  Nor  our  Sugar,  lest  we  find  by  sad  experience  that 
'  it  is  not  good  for  man  to  live  alone.'  And,  when  they  occur,  let  us 
take  those  minor  acids  in  the  natural  cells  in  which  the  Lemon  nourished 
diem  for  our  use,  and  as  they  may  have  chanced  to  fall  into  the  pitcher 
of  our  destiny.  In  short  let  us  not  refine  too  much.  My  dear  Sirs, 
let  us  not  strain  our  Punch  ! 

When  I  look  around  me  on  the  fiishionable  world,  in  which  I  occa- 
sionally mingle,  with  the  experience  and  observation  of  an  old  man,  it 
strikes  me  to  be  the  prevailmg  characteristick  of  the  age  that  people 
have  departed  fi'om  the  simpler  and  I  think  the  healthier  pleasures  of 
their  Fathers.  Parties,  balls,  soirees,  dinners,  morning  calls,  and  re- 
creations of  all  sorts  are,  by  a  ferced  and  unnatural  attempt  at  over- 
refinement,  deprived  of  much  of  their  enjoyment.  Young  men  and 
maidens,  old  men  and  Widows,  either  give  up  their  Pitchers  in  despair, 
or,  venturing  upon  the  compound strain  their  Punch. 

Suppose  yourself  for  the  moment  transported  into  a  Ball-room  in  a 
blaze  of  light,  enlivened  by  the  most  animating  musick,  and  with  not 
one  square  foot  of  space  that  is  not  occupied  by  the  beauty  and  feshion 
of  the  day.  The  only  individuals  that  have  the  power,  except  by  the 
slowest  imaginable  sidelong  movement,  of  penetrating  this  tide  of  en- 
chantment, are  the  Redowa-Waltzers ;  before  whom  every  person  re- 
cedes for  a  few  inches  at  each  moment,  then  to  resume  his  stand  as 
^rave  after  wave  goes  by. 

You  can  catch  only  the  half-length  portraits  of  the  dancers ;  but 
these  are  quite  near  enough  to  enable  you  to  gain  by  glimpses  their 
full  characteristick  developements  of  countenance.  Read  them ;  for 
every  conventional  arrangement  of  the  features  has  been  jostled  out 
of  place  by  the  inspiriting  bob-a-bob  movement  of  the  dslnce. 

Look  before  you  - —  a  woman^s  hand,  exquisitely  formed,  exquisitely 
gloved  in  white  and  braceletted,  with  a  wrist  *  round  as  the  circle  of 
Giotto,'  rests  upon  the  black-cloth  dress  of  her  partner's  shoulder ;  as 
light,  as  airy,  and  as  pure,  as  a  waif  of  driven  snow  upon  a  clefl  of 
mountain  rock,  borne  thither  in  some  relenting  luU  or  wandering  of 
the  tempest ;  and  beautiful !  too  beautiful  it  seems  for  any  lower  re- 
gion of  the  Earth. 

She  turns  toward  you  in  the  revolving  movement,  and  you  behold  a 
face  that  a  celestial  inhabitant  of  some  superior  star  might  descend  to 
us  to  love  and  hope  to  be  forgiven  !  Now  listen,  for  this  is  the  ex- 
pression of  that  &ce : 

*  Upon  my  word  this  partner  of  mine  is  really  a  nice  person !  how 
charmingly  exact  his  time  is !  what  a  sustaining  arm  he  has,  and  how 
admirably,  by  his  good  management,  he  has  protected  my  beautifiil 
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little  feet  against  all  the  maladroit  waltzers  of  the  set !  I  have.not  had 
a  single  bruise  notwithstanding  the  dense  crowd ;  and  my  feet  will  sHde 
out  of  bed  to-morrow  morning  as  white  and  spotless  as  the  bleached 
and  balmy  linen  between  which  I  shall  repose.  Ah !  if  he  could  onfy 
steer  us  both  through  life  as  safely  apd  as  well !  but  poor  fellow !  it 
would  never  do.  They  say  he  has  no  fortune,  and  for  my  part  all  that 
I  could  possibly  expect  from  papa  would  be  to  furnish  the  house. 
How  then  should  we  be  ever  able  to strain  our  Punch  !' 

And  he — the  partner  in  this  Waltz — instead  of  grovnag  buoyant 
and  elastick,  at  the  thoughts  that  belong  to  his  condition  of  youdi  and 
glowing  health ; — at  the  recollection  of  the  ground  over  which  be 
moves; — of  the  Grovemment  of  his  own  choice,  the  noblest  because 
the  freest  in  the  world,  that  rules  it  ;-r— of  the  fourteen  hundred  mil- 
lions of  unoccupied  acres  of  fertile  soil,  wooing  him  to  make  his  choice 
of  climate,  that  belong  to  it ; — of  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Joy  and  health 
that  hangs  above  it ;  — of  the  God  that  watches  over  and  protects  us 
all; — and,  lastly,  of  this  precious  being  as  the  Wife  that  might  make 

any  destiny  one  of  happiness  by  sharing  it what  are  the  ideas  that 

occupy  his  soul  1 

He  muses  over  the  approaching  hour  of  supper,  speculates  upon  his 
probable  share  of  Steinberger  Cabinet  Wein,  and  doubts  whether  the 
Restaurateur  who  provides  may  or  may  not  have  had  consideration 
enough  to strain  the  Punch. 

Bear  with  me  once  more,  gentle  Reader,  while  I  recite  the  title  of 
this  Essay :  *  Do  not  strain  your  Punch.'  jom  watces. 


THEY       WILL        return       NO        MORS. 
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I  TOIL  where,  able-bodied, 
Toiled  men  of  other  years, 

Whose  graves  are  old  and  sodded, 
Made  long  ago  in  tears ; 

And  every  nower  decaying 
In  fields  my  feet  explore. 

In  d^^  tones  seem  saying : 

*  They  will  rctnm  no  more  !* 

In  fancy  'neath  the  billows 
I  gaze,  at  times,  oppressed, 

Counting  on  sea-weed  pillows 
The  millions  there  at  rest ; 

And  soft  as  spent  waves  dying 
Along  the  sandy  shore, 

I  hear  a  low  voice  sighing : 

*  They  will  return  no  more !' 

BngaU^  AWven^er,  1819. 


Myfootsteps  often  wander 

where  cherished  friends  are  laid, 
And  while  I  silent  ponder 

On  hopes  and  j(^  decayed, 
Humbled  and  heavy-hearted, 

I  learn  the  grave's  sad  lore : 

*  Look  not  for  the  departed : 

They  will  return  no  more !' 

The  fading  years  betdLen 
Our  toils  will  soon  be  o'er, 

*  The  golden  bowl  be  broken,' 

And  tre  return  no  more : 
Then  be  the  fiuth  we  cherish 

like  theirs,  the  gone-before. 
And  grief  and  fear  will  peiidk 

Where  they  return  no  more. 


849. J'  Lmes:  the  Carousal.  229 


lines:     the      carousal 


ST     S.     A.     BLAMtCBARD. 


T. 


Night  had  set  her  gloomy  watches, 

Dark  and  ftE^rfnl, 

Wet  and  tearful, 
Round  a  mountain  forest  cave, 
When  a  hollow  moaning  music. 

As  the  speaking 

Or  the  shrieking 
O'er  an  echo-answering  grave, 
Rose  vihrating  and  dilating, 
Like  the  panting  funeral  chanting 
Through  an  old  cathedral  nave. 


ZI. 


Suddenly  a  blue-light  burning 

Was  disclosing 

An  imposing, 
Tet  a  hideous  spectral  throng ; 
For  there  stood  the  King  of  Evil, 

And  the  scowling. 

Muttering,  howling 
Subjects  that  to  him  belong : 
Such  a  trooping,  horrid  grouping, 
Never  muttered,  never  uttered 
Such  a  chorus  or  a  song. 


XZI. 


Round  their  King  the  fumes  wci*e  rising. 

Round  them  higher 

Sulphurous  fire 
Leaping,  licked  away  the  shade  ; 
Hags  and  witches  without  number 

There  were  thrumming, 

Death  too  drumming 
On  a  coffin  with  his  spade ; 
And  this  swelling,  gloomy  knelling. 
Song  was  pealing  and  was  stealing 
Back  each  sound  the  echoes  made. 


!▼. 


Devil.  Now  be  merry,  and  do  quickly ; 

For  no  mortal 

Dares  my  portal 
While  we  dance  this  roundelay  : 
Short  respite,  they  do  not  know  it, 

Whfle  with  greeting 

We  are  meeting, 
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Boasting  what  we  do  with  clay : 
Men  are  sinning,  we  are  winning, 
And  renewing  wioked  doing 
In  the  darkness  or  the  day. 


DisEABK.  How  they  dread  my  silent  foot-steps, 

ifndermining, 

As  with  pining 
Soon  they  sink  away  and  die ! 
How  I  feed  upon  their  vitals, 

Ever  gnawing, 

Sver  mawing, 
Mlien  they  little  thmk  me  nigh : 
Ever  rapping,  we  are  sapping, 
Ever  dooming  all  the  blooming ; 
Oh,  they  little  think  us  by  1 


▼r. 

Dbath.  And  I  laugh  until  my  shaking 

Bones  do  rattle, 

At  my  battle 
With  the  children  of  the  earth ; 
And  the  proud,  the  rich,  the  humble,  A^ 

All  defying. 

Still  are  dying. 
Whether  men  of  wo  or  worth : 
And  wc  greet  them  as  we  meet  them 
At  the  passes  with  our  glasses. 
Wishing  them  a  merry  birth. 


▼ir. 


Decay.  Ha !  ha !  ha  1  I  'm  tired  of  eating, 

And  of  feeding 

On  the  breeding 
Work-upbuilding  things  that  rust : 
Noble  structures,  man  and  woman, 

Ever  toiling, 

I  am  spoiling. 
With  a  never-ending  lust : 
On  his  coffin  Death  is  laughing 
At  the  palling  ever  falling : 
Ha !  ha !  ha !  they  soon  are  dust ! 


yixx. 


All,  What  a  frolic  with  earth's  children, 

Gnome  deforming. 

Devil  storming. 
From  80  many  we  may  cuU ; 
What  a  feasting  on  the  people. 

All  belying 

They  are  dying. 
Though  Decay  is  nearly  full : 
Death  is  biering,  witches  searing, 
Spectres  warring.  Time  is  sparring, 
Danoing,  bowling  with  a  skull. 
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XX. 


Now  they  clapped  their  bony  fingers, 

As  with  yelling 

They  were  spelling 
This  nne&r&ly  fiend^h  tone ; 
Oh,  such  pallid,  hueless  fiMses 

As  the  flaming 

Fire,  unblaming, 
Gloatinff  on  each  visage  shone : 
Swiftly  Donnding  to  the  sounding, 
In  the  shading  wey  were  fiiding 
To  a  flash,  and  they  were  gone. 


TWO     CHARACTERS. 

*  Will  you  lend  me  your  light,  Kate,  for  a  moment  V  said  a  young 
man  whom  we  shall  caJl  Harry  Eaton,  groping  in  the  dusk  around  a 
door,  from  which  there  streamed  through  the  key-hole  a  faint  tantali- 
TODg  beam. 

The  wind  was  sweeping  with  a  hollow  dreary  sound  through  the 
corridors  of  the  vast  deserted  building,  rattling  every  window-pane 
and  moaning  through  every  chink. 

*  I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you,'  continued  the  young  man  timidly. 

Afl  he  spoke  the  door  was  thrown  wide  open,  and  Kate  stepped  forth 
into  die  passage-way,  shading  her  eyes  with  one  hand,  and  holding  her 
%ht  alofL 

'  I  diought  you  would  be  charitable,'  he  said,  confronting  her  with  a 
look  of  involuntary  admiration  *  Do  you  know  that  you  should  stand 
fiwr  a  picture  in  precisely  the  attitude  which  you  have  taken.  The 
fight  m>m  that  candle  sparkles  on  your  forehead  like  the  glory  round 
me  head  of  a  Madonna,  and  your  eyes  shine  like  coals  of  fire  in  the 
shadow  of  your  hand.  You  seem  just  now  to  be  something  between 
a  lady-saint  and  Lucifer.' 

Indeed,  the  girl's  beauty  was  so  fresh  and  brilliant  that  it  startled 
one,  as  it  burst  suddenly  upon  the  darkness,  and  filled  the  empty  space 
with  a  glorious  presence  of  youth  and  vigor  and  maidenhood. 

*  The  fresh  air  out  of  doors,'  she  answered  coldly,  *  has  given  you 
Ugh  spirits,  and  made  you  impertinent  Here  is  the  light.  Sir ;  I  will 
leave  it  on  the  chair  for  you.'  She  turned  contemptuously  away,  with- 
out, however,  closing  the  door. 

The  young  man  keenly  watched  her  elastic  tread  and  the  flexible 
sway  in  her  slight  form,  as  she  moved  toward  the  little  table  in  the 
room  to  resume  her  work. 

He  leaned  feebly  against  the  door-post,  and  seemed  to  be  struggling 
for  energy  to  tear  himself  from  the  spot,  and  break  the  toils  of  a  deadly 
fiuMsination,  which  was  winding  itself,  thread  by  thread,  about  him.  The 
girl,  who  had  seated  herseli^  remained  for  a  few  moments  idle,  her  bare 
arms  stretched  gracefully  upon  the  shining  oaken  board,  her  head 
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. 

thrown  scornfully  back,  and  a  vacant  look  in  her  laree  black  eyes,  as 
though  utterly  unconscious  of  the  intense  gaze  which  the  young  man 
fixed  upon  her.  There  was  a  strange  contrast  between  the  two.  He 
was  pale  and  listless,  and  stood  humbly  at  the  door ;  all  his  energies  of 
soul  and  body  seemed  absorbed  to  feed  that  burning  look.  She  was  in 
the  very  flush  and  freshness  of  maidenhood,  and  reposed  before  him 
like  one  basking  luxuriously  in  her  warm,  glad  existence.  Every  pulse 
thrilled  with  vigor ;  her  whole  form  was  glowing  with  strength  and 
buoyant  life.  Her  arms  were  bathed  in  the  ruddy  firelight,  which  half 
revealed  their  exquisite  swell,  and  marked  with  fiunt  shadows  the  sinews  . 
knitting  strongly  at  the  wrist.  Her  black  hair  glanced  with  a  purple 
sheen  to  the  flickering  blaze,  and  the  color  in  her  cheek  shone  VivicDjt 
or  turned  to  a  dusky  glow,  at  every  change  of  the  imcertain  flame. 

*  Come  in,  Harry,  and  shut  the  door,'  she  said,  abruptly  rousing  her- 
self. *  You  can  fill  that  great  German  pipe  of  yours  over  my  hearth ; 
I  am  very  lonely  to-night,  and  want  something  to  make  sport  o£' 

Harry  crept  into  the  room  with  a  noiseless  step,  and  drawing  a  chair 
toward  the  wood  fire,  now  cnmibling  fast  away  to  a  bed  of  glowing 
embers,  began  slowly  to  replenish  the  bowl  of  a  huge  meerschaniDy 
grotesquely  carved,  which  he  supported  between  his  knees.  The  ex- 
hilaration produced  by  the  fi-osty  air  had  passed  away,  and  left  him  care- 
worn and  almost  dejected. 

*  Are  you  angry  with  me,  Kate  V  he  asked  at  length  in  a  low  voice* 

*  Yes,  I  am/  retorted  the  girl, '  I  cannot  bear  to  be  flattered ;  and 
you  talk  to  me  sometimes  of  my  own  face  and  figure  as  if  I  had  no 
more  feeling  or  sense  than  the  little  images  in  your  painting  room.  I 
was  not  made  to  be  a  plaything  for  gentlemen.' 

*  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  a  gentleman  —  in  your  sense  of  the  word»' 
said  Harry.  *  I  work  day  and  night  wearily  enoueh  to  earn  a  livins. 
I  say  day  and  night ;  for  when  I  have  been  engravmg  or  designing  aU 
dav  I  lie  awake  half  the  night,  imagining  some  new  combination,  and 
building  castles  in  the  air,  which  must  be  substantial  enough  to  be 
turned  to  account.  It  is  a  business  which  withers  away  body  and  souL 
Even  my  imagination  begins  to  have  a  sickly  hue ;  but  there  is  a  battle 
before  me,  in  which  I  must  win  or  die.  The  world  gives  no  quarter 
to  a  man  once  down,  who  is  fighting  with  it  for  life.' 

'  Still  you  are  a  gentleman,'  persisted  the  girl,  rising  and  advancing 
toward  the  fire.  '  Your  hand  is  softer  than  my  own.  It  is  only  fit  to 
carry  a  pencil  or  a  brush.  I  am  a  girl ;  yet  there  is  more  strength  in 
my  arm  than  yours.' 

She  took  ms  hand  as  she  spoke  and  placed  it  where  he  might  ted. 
that  her  slender  arm  would  scarcely  dimple  to  the  touch,  but  seemed, 
in  its  marble  firmness,  like  the  flesh  of  the  statue  in  the  old  story,  when 
it  was  just  softening  into  life  at  the  sculptor's  prayer.  There  was  a 
contemptuous  familiarity  about  this  action ;  she  did  not  seem  to  look 
upon  him  as  a  man. 

'  You  are  so  quiet,'  she  continued  impatiently,  tossing  his  hand  aside ; 
*  you  walk  about  as  if  you  were  afraid  of  crushing  a  flower  at  every 
step.    You  never  speak  above  your  breath.    You  seem  always  to  have 
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something  which  you  keep  to  yourself.  There  is  no  life  about  you. 
I  do  not  understand  it,  and  it  provokes  me.' 

Harry  made  no  answer,  for  he  had  long  despaired  of  being  compre- 
hended. The  twilight  deepened  in  the  room,  and  shadowy  phantoms, 
exulting  over  the  dying  fire,  stole  up  the  wall  and  darted  in  stealthy 
frolic  across  the  ceiling.  The  clock  ticked  loudly  from  its  comer,  as 
though  it  parted  reluctantly  with  the  midnight  moments,  and  meant  to 
lay  an  emphasis  on  every  one. 

'  Do  you  ever  dream  m  the  daytime,  Kate  V  said  Harry ;  *  I  mean 
when  you  are  vnde  awake  V 

'  Not  often ;  I  am  too  busy  living.  'Sometimes,  on  a  long  summer 
day,  when  the  air  comes  through  the  window  on  my  cheek,  I  sit  and 
forget  my  sewing  for  a  long  while,  thinking  of  nothing,  but  just  feeling 
happy.  All  manner  of  pleasant  images  pass  through  my  mind  then, 
like  die  sparkling  things  in  the  sunbeam.' 

'  But  you  are  forced  to  gain  a  subsistence,  and  toil  for  it,  like  my- 
self,' said  Harry.  *  Now  have  you  never  made  a  picture  of  yourself  m 
some  different  situation ;  as  a  lady,  for  instance,  who  was  rich  and  had 
servants  to  wait  upon  her,  lived  in  a  fine  house,  and  so  on  V 

*  Never !'  she  answered  emphatically ;  *  I  would  not  be  a  lady  if  I 
had  the  choice.  They  are  poor  weak,  sickly  things.  A  draught  of 
cold  air  kills  them,  like  a  geranium.  They  are  helpless  creatures,  and 
must  have  some  one  to  lean  upon  always ;  some  one  to  look  after  their 
health  and  take  care  of  their  characters.  Now  I  have  neither  father 
nor  mother,  nor  fi*iends  in  the  world ;  yet  I  would  not  quit  this  little 
room,  and  give  up  the  feeling  that  I  need  thank  no  one  for  help  or  pro- 
tection—  no,  not  for  a  fortune  !' 

*  I  am  an  orphan  and  fiiendless,  like  you,  Kate,'  said  the  young  man, 
speaking  more  to  himself  than  to  her,  *  and  I  am  glad  of  it.  There  is 
a  grim  pleasure  in  plodding  on  doggedly,  with  starvation  at  your  back 
and  fame  a  great  way  before  you  in  the  distance.  I  am  getting  a  name, 
you  must  know,  as  an  artist.  They  come  to  me  now  to  design  the  il- 
lustrations for  the  novels  of  the  day.  It  is  absolute  drudgery,  however, 
to  extract  the  characters  fi'om  some  of  these  books,  and  harder  still  to 
fit  a  face  and  body  to  them.' 

He  sighed,  but  there  was  an  intense  gleam  of  pride  deep  in  his  eye. 

*  Could  I  help  you  in  any  way  V  said  the  girl,  earnestly  and  kindly. 
'  The  best  help  you  could  give,'  he  replied,  startled  by  her  change 

of  manner, '  would  be  merely  to  sit  still  now  and  then,  and  let  me  draw 
from  your  face  and  copy  your  figure.  You  are  the  most  perfect  model 
of  girlhood  that  could  be  found,  and  your  complexion  is  the  clear  bru- 
nette, with  which  a  painter  seldom  meets.' 

Kate's  eye  flasheid,  and  she  seemed  disposed  to  quarrel  again  with 
his  language. 

*  I  should  paint  you  as  Esmeralda,  the  dancing  girl,  in  Victor  Hugo's 
novel,'  continued  he,  musing  aloud,  *  and  I  should  be  the  student,  who 
loved  so  madly.' 

*  You  mean  in  *  Our  Lady  of  Paris,' '  answered  Kate,  quickly ;  *  I 
have  read  that  book.  It  kept  me  up  all  night,  and  came  to  a  miserable 
end  at  last.     But  I  am  not  like  Esmeralda.     She  was  only  a  pretty 
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fool,  and  the  student  was  almost  an  idiot  He  should  have  jomed  die 
army  and  put  on  imifbrm,  to  take  her  fancy,  instead  of  talking  Grreek 
to  her,  and  making  love  with  a  dictionary.  I  hope  that  I  am  not  like 
Esmeralda.' 

Harry  was  astonished ;  for  he  had  no  idea  that  she  ever  read  ^ssj 
thing ;  and  he  was  always  under  the  impression  that  even  his  ordinary 
language  was  often  unintelligible  to  her.  Her  engrossing  beauty,  ber 
animal  vigor,  had  been  to  him  all  the  soul  in  her  form ;  be  did  not  care 
to  look  for  a  deeper  intelligence.  It  was  her  physical  excellence  wUch 
domineered  over  his  feebler  nature  v(dth  a  wild  &8cination. 

*  You  are  the  student  in  the  novel,'  said  Rate,  thoughtfully. 

'  But  not  exactly,  for  you  move  aroimd  quietly  and  mope  in  comen» 
looking  miserable,  like  the  cat  there ;  but  all  the  while  you  bare  set 
your  mind  upon  something,  just  as  she  has,  and  will  pass  through  fixe 
\qx  it  when  you  think  it  time  to  make  the  spring.  I  see  into  you  a 
little  way.  But  that  student  had  nothing  in  him.  Love  made  bim 
crazy,  to  be  sure,  but  he  was  always  weaker  than  a  child.  He  aeeniB 
to  me  like  a  man  delirious  with  fever,  who  needs  to  be  held  down  in 
his  bed  but  could  not  walk  one  step  alone.' 

'  I  will  sit  to  you,  Harry,  if  it  will  be  any  assistance.  You  must  not 
of  course  make  a  portrait.' 

'  I  will  try  to  avoid  it,*  said  the  bewildered  young  man.  •  It  will  be 
difficult,  since  even  now  in  your  absence,  all  my  designs  of  the  female 
face  turn  to  your  likeness.' 

'  Nonsense,  Harry !'  exclaimed  Kate,  haughtily ;  instantly  reguming 
her  ineffable  air  of  disgust  and  indifference.  Then  she  began  to  tor- 
ment him  with  a  girlish  wantonness  of  cruelty  which  is  the  very  in- 
stinct of  the  sex.  She  revelled  before  him  in  her  beautiful  being,  widi 
a  mocking,  luxurious  triumph  which  maddened  him.'     ' 

'  This  would  make  a  picture,  Harry,'  she  said,  loosing  the  fW/ming 
of  her  hair  which  poured  down  at  once  in  black  shining  waves  over 
her  neck  and  shoulders  even  to  her  feet.  Then  assuming  in  an  ^nfltmt 
the  £rank,  half  sisterly  manner  which  was  hardest  of  all  to  bear,  she 
compelled  the  miserable  slave  with  throbbine  pulse,  to  assist  ber  in 
restoring  the  thick  tresses  to  their  place.  Agam  she  was  all  sympathy; 
and  thus  she  racked  his  soul,  binding  it  down  to  the  torture  by  her  vron- 
derful  beauty,  while  every  word  and  gesture  made  more  bitter  the 
despair  already  cankering  in  his  heart.  He  could  bear  it  no  longer. 
He  rose  from  tlie  chair  like  one  uplifting  a  great  weight,  and  strode 
hastily  toward  the  door.  He  was  arrested  by  the  girl's  hand  laid  gendy 
on  his  shoulder. 

'  Will  you  not  bid  mc  good  night,  Harry,  and  confess  that  I  am  not 
like  Esmeralda  V 

He  bowed  in  silence,  and  shuddering  under  her  touch,  passed  oat 


CXAPTBR     SSCOVS 


In  the  solitude  of  his  own  room,  Harry  threw  himself  upon  the  bed, 
with  a  delicious  feeling  of  coming  rest  He  had  now  about  nim  a  vrorid 
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of  his  own,  whose  scenery  and  inhabitants  were  all  at  his  command. 
The  feverish  misery,  the  continual  humiliation  of  his  strange  passion 
faded  from  his  remembrance  as,  disposing  the  coverings  around  him  so 
as  to  defy  the  frosty  night,  he  sat  still  dressed,  half  upright  on  his  couch, 
gazing  at  the  little  pool  of  moonlight  on  the  floor. 

Careering  about  the  huge  building,  the  fitful  autumn  wind  roared 
ISke  a  distant  lion  in  a  desert,  or  trailed  with  a  ghostly,  rushing  sound, 
along  the  passage-ways,  and  went  forth  moaning  and  wandering  far 
away  into  the  empty  night.  Still,  as  Harry  sat  listening  and  dreaming, 
one  form  would  return  again  and  again,  wavering  dimly  in  the  smoke  of 
the  meerschailm.  It  would  be  dispersed  for  a  little  while  by  the  force  of 
his  strong  will,  and  break  away  into  the  features  of  ideal  ^omen,  only 
to  come  on  him  unawares,  with  a  reproachful  look,  and  a  presence  more 
exacting  than  before. 

*  She  is  a  glorious  specimen  of  physical  beauty,  an  embodiment  of 
the  sex  in  all  its  attributes ;'  he  thought  to  himself,  regarding  Kate,  in 
his  reverie,  with  comparative  coolness.  '  She  is  a  finer  animal  than  a 
deer  or  a  leopard.  Would  that  I  might  for  an  instant  feel  the  blood 
bound  througn  my  veins  as  it  must  bound  through  hers ;  that  I  might 
know  the  ecstasy  of  mere  existence,  in  which  she  seems  so  to  delight ; 
that  I  might  look  through  her  eyes  at  the  sky  and  earth  ;  and  that  my 
soul  might  live  and  sleep  and  dream,  wrapped  up  in  so  beautiful  a  body.' 

He  pondered  long  upon  this  odd  conceit. 

•  I  suppose,'  he  thought  on  more  dreamily,'  *  that  this  is  the  lesson 
taught  by  the  old  allegory  of  Cupid  and  Psyche,  where  the  winged 
soul  is  imploring  an  embrace  from  the  laughing  boy,  who  is  a  veritable 
child  of  earth.  I  have  learned  to-night  that  Kate  has  imusual  intelh- 
gence ;  but  the  discovery  ?ives  me  no  pleasure.  It  seems  to  mar  the 
^dea  of  her  upon  which  I  dwell  most  fondly.  My  soul  seems  yearning, 
like  Psyche,  not  for  communion  with  another  soul,  ethereal  as  itself,  but 
for  intimacy  with  a  material  thin^,  in  whose  fresh  and  heathful  atmos- 
phere it  may  revive  and  rest.     That  is  the  metaphysics  of  this  affair.' 

And  now,  despite  of  his  philosophy,  feeling  an  approaching  fit  of 
wretchedness,  and  exerting  his  peculiar  dogged  strength  of  will,  for  his 
timidity  was  only  physical,  he  drove  away  the  subject  and  turned  to  his 
art. 

But  imdefined,  dilating  images  began  to  fill  the  moonlit  chamber ; 
the  wind  whispered  mysteriously  and  ceased  altogether ;  he  lapsed  into 
a  dream ;  roused  up  and  sank  again ;  then  determmed  to  remain  awake, 
and  in  the  peaceful  consciousness  of  a  eood  resolution,  fell  fast  asleep. 

It  was  the  sudden,  deep  oblivion  which  comes  upon  youth  when 
melancholy  and  overtasked.  A  wreath  of  smoke  was  curling  upward 
from  the  great  meerschaum  at  the  moment.  As  the  stem  dropped 
from  his  parting  lips,  and  the  grasnp  of  his  hand  relaxed,  the  capacious 
bowl  turned  over  m  the  bed  and  the  silver-lid  flew  open,  sliding  over 
its  heated  brim  came  a  shower  of  grey  ashes,  followed  by  a  sodden, 
glowing  coal  which  began  to  sink  mto  the  sleeper's  couch,  gnawing 
through  one  covering  alter  another,  and  sending  up  a  thin  vapor  as  it 
burned  its  way. 

Harry  stin-ed  uneasily  from  time  to  time,  and  the  coverings,  which 
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had  been  wrapped  around  him,  slipped  by  degrees  away,  and  lay  pre- 
sently, a  smouldering  heap  upon  Uie  floor.  There  was  no  outlet  for 
the  increasing  smoke,  and  the  air  soon  began  to  grow  thick  and  stiflingt 
until  the  moonbeams  streamed  through  a  ghastly  haze,  which  became 
each  moment  more  palpable.  Still  he  slept  on ;  but  his  sleep  was  like 
that  of  a  man  strugglmg  with  some  hideous  night-mare.  As  time  passed, 
his  breathing  began  to  labor  painfully,  and  his  features  were  sharpeneSi 
with  a  look  of  helplessness  and  ereat  misery.  It  was  curious  to  watch 
the  slow  progress  of  the  fire,  which,  without  breaking  into  flame,  waa 
beffinning  to  extend  its  glimmering  rings,  as  if  it  were  searching  for  a 
wider  foothold.  The  deadly  vapor  rising  from  it,  gently  approached 
the  sleeper,  hovering  over  him  with  stupifying  wings  like  a  vampyre, 
and  draining  imperceptibly  the  energies  of  life,  so  that  at  last  in  his 
weakness  and  the  confusion  of  awaking,  one  sufibcating  pang  might 
perhaps  disable  him  altogether.  It  is  strange  that  a  man  should  per- 
mit himself  to  be  strangled  by  inches  in  his  sleep  ;  but  it  is  certain  that 
men  sometimes  do  permit  it. 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  silent  house,  and  a  hurrying  footfall.  In  the 
t^vinkling  of  an  eye  the  door  of  the  room  was  dashed  open  from  witfi- 
out,  the  night  wind  rushed  in,  eddying  amid  the. gloom,  and  Kate  stood 
at  the  threshold,  with  dishevelled  hair  and  a  look  of  unspeakable  hor- 
ror in  her  face.  It  was  but  an  instant  ere  she  sprang  fearlessly  into 
the  dusky  chamber,  calling  Harry  by  name  in  a  tone  so  clear  and 
piercing,  that  the  whole  building  rang  and  reechoed.  He  murmured 
something  inarticulately,  but  the  sound  served  to  guide  her  in  the  haze, 
and  she  was  by  his  side  at  a  single  lK)und.  He  was  lying  completely 
dressed,  as  he  had  fallen  asleep.  She  first  touched  his  hand ;  it  was 
cold  and  clammy.  She  drew  back  shuddering,  then  calling  to  her  help 
the  great  vigor  concealed  in  her  slight  form  and  rounded  limbs,  she 
threw  her  arms  about  him  and  dragged  him  at  one  effort  unceremo- 
niously from  the  bed.  He  had  the  ill  grace  to  groan,  as  if  uneasy  at 
the  fall,  but  the  resolute  girl  gave  him  no  time  to  remonstrate.  Ex- 
erting all  her  strength,  she  drew  him,  now  feebly  struggling,  forth  into 
the  passage-way,  and  without  pausing  in  her  activity,  flirew  open  the 
window,  and  dashed  water  in  his  face,  which  was  distorted  by  that 
poisonous  sleep.  With  pain  and  bewilderment  his  senses  gradually 
collected,  but  his  throat  was  parched  by  an  intolerable  thirst,  and  he 
was  benumbed  and  giddy.  Kate  strained  him  to  her  bosom  in  one  im- 
petuous embrace,  and  hurried  to  extinguish  the  fire.  She  returned, 
flushed  and  anxious.  She  crouched  down  beside  Harry,  who  had 
gained  a  sitting  posture,  but  was  still  very  weak,  and  drew  his  head 
upon  her  shoulder,  with  her  warm  young  arms  around  his  neck. 

*  What  has  happened,  Kate  V  he  whispered  huskily ;  '  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  passed  through  a  long  illness.' 

*  Do  not  speak  to  me,  Harry,  just  yet !' 

He  Iblt  her  bosom  heave  with  a  passionate  sob,  and  a  tear-drop  fell 
upon  his  forehead.     The  blood  shot  tingling  through  his  frame. 

*  Oh,  Harry !'  she  answered,  *  in  a  little  while  you  would  have  been 
strangled  in  the  smoke.  If  I  had  not  been  awake,  the  room  itself  would 
soon  Dave  taken  fire,  and,  by  that  time  you  would  have  lost  all  strength 
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'  — - 

to  help  youT8el£  It  is  all  the  fault  of  that  wretched  German  pipe  of 
yours.  What  a  pain  in  the  heart  you  have  caused  me ;'  and  she  soobed 
like  a  chDd. 

At  diese  words  a  wild  panorama  swept  before  Harry's  mind. 

'  Was  I  in  actual  danger  of  death  V  he  asked,  with  a  strange  tone 
and  manner. 

'  I  think  that  you  must  soon  have  perished  in  that  smoke ;  the  room 
is  reeking  yet  with  it,'  she  answered,  dravnng  him  more  closely  to  her. 
An  the  brigh{  color  had  left  her  cheek ;  she  was  pale  and  haggard  now. 

*  Then  why  did  you  wake  me  V  said  the  young  man,  bitterly.  It 
would  have  been  such  an  easy  way  out  of  a  miserable  world.' 

'  Do  you  mean  that  you  really  wish  to  die !'  she  replied,  in  a  low,  hor- 
ror-stricken voice ;  '  to  leave  the  firesh  air,  the  blue  sky,  the  sunshine ; 
to  be  stretched  out  stiff  and  cold;  to  be  closed  up  in  the  ^arth,  and 
moulder  away  amone  the  darkness  forever  ?  "What  a  horrible  thought ! 
Is  there  nothmg  which  you  care  for  in  the  world  V 

*  Nothing,'  said  the  young  man,  gently  loosing  himself  from  her  em- 
brace. 

*  Not  even  for  me  V 

*  For  you — you  V  he  exclaimed.  *  It  is  to  escape  from  you  and  be 
at  rest  anywhere ;  it  is  to  rid  myself  of  your  presence,  and  blot  out 
your  very  recollection,  that  I  would  go  even  into  the  grave,  though  a 
feverish  dream  of  you  would,  I  believe,  haunt  me  there,  and  strew  that 
narrow  bed  itself  with  ashes!' 

The  girl  bowed  her  head  upon  her  hands,  but  seemed  not  to  listen 
to  this  frank  outburst  of  romance  and  bitterness. 

'  You  have  caused  me  such  a  pain  at  the  heart,'  she  repeated ;  '  it 
has  not  passed  away  since  it  foil  upon  me,  like  ice,  when  I  looked  into 
diat  room,  and  thought  that  you  might  be  suffocating  there.  Even  now 
I  am  feint  with  it.  If  any  ill  had  befallen  you,  what  would  have  be- 
come of  me  V 

She  fell  into  deep  thought;  he  wondered  silently.  The  increasing 
oppression  of  the  stillness,  falling  more  swiflly  than  snow  flakes,  weighed 
heavily  upon  them  both,  shutting  out  the  world,  and  closing  them  in 
alone  with  each  other.  The  moon  was  shining  placidly  on  their  mo- 
tionless forms,  pouring  a  silver  flood  over  the  giri's  long  hair,  and  giving 
an  unearthly  look  of  apathy  to  Harry's  pale,  stem  fece. 

'  Do  not  heed  the  reckless  words  of  a  desperate  man,'  he  whispered, 
feeling  his  senses  slowly  reviving  to  the  charm  of  Kate's  near  neigh- 
borhood. *  That  speech  of  mine  was  silly  enough  in  itself,  and  was  ill- 
timed  when  you  had  just  been  doing  me  so  great  a  service.  But  you 
have  hunted  me  fairly  down.  You  brought  me  for  an  instant  to  bay, 
like  a  stag ;  yet  I  feel  myself  the  same  coward  at  heart  as  ever.' 

Kate's  cheek  began  to  flush,  until  the  crimson  glow  dyed  the  full 
throat,  and  fointly  tinged  her  bosom. 

*  Do  not  draw  away  from  me,  Harry,'  she  answered  softly,  burying 
her  fece  more  deeply  in  her  hands ;  *  come  closer  to  my  side ;  closer 
than  before.  I  believe  that  you  love  me  better  than  life  ;  but  not  better 
than  I  love  you.'  The  words  were  distinct ;  the  breath  which  uttered 
them  was  warm  upon  his  cheek.     *  But  for  to-night  I  should  never  have 
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known  this/  she  went  on,  in  broken  sentences,  gasping  for  fareath. 
How  shamefully  I  have  treated  you.  It  is  right  tfa^t  I  should  humUe 
myself  to  tell  you  this.  You  may  cast  me  off  in  scorn  now,  but  not  in 
anger.  How  could  I  know  that,  when  the  thought  of  you  would  come 
into  my  mind  all  day,  tormenting  and  vexing  me  £rom  morning  until 
night ;  and  when  I  was  always  trying  to  understand  your  quiet  wayi, 
and  always  angry  because  I  could  not  do  so ;  when  aU  this  waa  going 
on,  how  could  I  know  that  it  was  love  V 

Her  cheeks  burned,  and  her  eyes  swam  in  a  liquid  light,  as  she  looked 
up  into  his  &ce  imploringly,  half  offering  her  lips,  as  if  to  b\iy  with  them 
a  pardon. 


OXAPTXB     THIRD. 


Harry's  life  seemed  in  that  hour  to  begin  afresh.  The  pale  moon 
which  waned  from  the  sky  during  their  vigil,  before  the  golden  dawn 
of  Indian  summer,  was  a  type  of  the  sickly  light  that  was  at  the  same 
time  leaving  the  artist's  soul  forever.  The  influence  of  Rate,  with  her 
buoyant  spirits  and  practical  energies,  came  over  his  Jaded  mind  as 
vigorous  and  healthful  as  the  breath  of  morning  after  a  leverish  dream. 
His  genius  began  to  tread  greener  paths  in  search  of  the  ideal,  hand 
in  hand  with  a  creature  so  thoroughly  beautiful  and  thoroushly  reaL 
He  faced  the  world  now  doggedly  as  ever,  but  with  a  happier  auda- 
city, while  Kate  grew  gentler  and  more  shrinking  erery  day,  and 
seemed  to  have  changed  characters  with  him ;  putting  on  m  some  re- 
spects his  former  self  The  impetuous  maiden  was  true  to  her  sex, 
and  only  avowed  her  passionate  attachment  by  laboring,  frankly  enough, 
but  after  a  womanly  fashion,*  for  his  good. 

One  day  they  were  together  in  the  painting-room ;  Rate  was  lean- 
ing on  Harry's  shoulder,  her  bright,  clear  eyes  fixed  earnestly  upon  a 
picture  at  which  he  had  been  a  long  while  occupied.  It  represented  a 
nun-like  figure,  whose  folded  hands  and  upward  look  seemed  to  indi- 
cate that  she  was  engaged  in  religious  contemplation,  or  in  some  act  of 
penitence  or  prayer.  Kate  turned  her  eyes  away,  and  began  to  play 
with  Harry's  hair ;  sending  thrill  afler  thrill  along  his  nerves  at  every 
touch  of  her  light  hand,  in  its  unusual  &miliarity.  At  last  she  saioy 
hesitating,  and  glancing  at  the  picture,  *  Why  have  you  mad6  her  so 
pale,  Harry  V 

*  Because,'  he  answered,  *  I  do  not  mean  to  represent  her,  exactly, 
as  belonging  to  the  earth.  She  is  a  kind  of  allegory  of  the  Spirit  of 
Devotion.' 

'  But,'  said  Rate,  smiling, '  she  seems  to  be  in  a  decline.  There  is 
no  merit  in  piety  when  earthly  things  are  about  to  be  taken  by  force 
away  from  us.  Her  cheeks  do  not  look  warm  and  full,  like  real  flesh 
and  blood.' 

'  Why,  you  must  know,'  replied  Harry,  *  I  did  not  intend  to  dothe 
her.  or  n^er  to  clothe  the  idea,  in  real  flesh  and  blood ;  that  would 
make  the  subject  too  material  I  wished  to  etherealize  her  face  and 
form,  and  to  approach,  as  for  as  possible,  toward  what  we  call  the  ideaL' 

*  WeU,  but,  after  all,  call  it  what  you  like,  it  is  a  woman ;  and  quite 
a  pretty  woman,  too.' 
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*  She  is  not  altogether  a  woman,  Rate,'  returned  the  artist,  much 
perplexed ;  '  I  tell  you  she  is  an  emhodiment  of  the  Spirit  of  Piety.' 

'Yet,  if  you  are  going  to  embody  the  Spirit  of  Piety,'  she  persisted, 
*  must  you  not  put  it  in  a  real  body  ?  The  picture,  dearest,  seems  to 
me  like  yourselt;  almost  too  dreamy,  too  tmearthly.'  She  placed  her 
arm  about  his  neck,  as  if  to  soothe  hmi  and  confine  his  attention.  '  For 
my  part,'  she  continued, '  I  would  rather  look  upon  a  mere,  downright 
woman,  honestly  praying  with  all  her  heart,  than  puzzle  myself  over 
any  Allegory  of  Devotion  that  can  be  contrived.  I  think  that  diese 
allegories  are  only  painted  riddles.  When  you  have  put  the  clasped 
hands,  the  eyes  turned  upward,  the  nun's  dress,  and  all,  together  in 
^our  mind,  you  guess  that  it  means  Devotion,  and  once  guessed,  there 
18  an  end  of  the  pipture  ;  for  it  is  not  a  woman,  and  it  certainly  is  not 
a  spirit.  You  ought  to  paint  more  that  you  see,  dear  Harry,  and  less 
that  you  think.    Is  this  very  £)oli8h  talk  of  mine  V 

Kate's  position  would  of  itself  have  quelled  Harry's  pride  of  art ; 
hut  he  haa  studied  moreover  in  a  rough  school,  and  his  artistic  feelings 
"were  not  easily  hurt.  He  had  good  sense,  too,  and  was  assured  that, 
right  or  wrong,  she  was  absolutely  in  his  interest.  So  he  pondered 
calmly  on  her  words. 

•  You  see,  Harry,'  she  resumed,  timidly,  *  people  do  not  care  to  look 
at  ideal  women,  as  you  call  them,  who  are  only  half  flesh  and  blood, 
and  the  rest  spirit.  I  know  that  such  pictures  do  not  generally  please, 
because  they  do  not  give  me  pleasure,  and  I  am  one  of  the  people.  I 
believe  that  we  all  prefer  to  meet,  in  such  a  painting,  with  the  face  of 
a  real  woman,  and  to  be  sure  from  her  expression  that  she  is  very  inno- 
cent and  very  much  in  earnest  in  her  prayer.  We  ceui  enter  into  the 
picture  and  feel  solemn  before  it,  because  she  belongs  to  the  same 
world,  and  has  the  same  wants  and  troubles  as  ourselves.' 

'  You  mean,  I  suppose,  that  the  art  of  painting  cannot  reach,  or  has 
nothing  to  do  with,  a  general  abstract  idea,'  said  Harry,  thoughtfiiUy. 

'  I  do  not  quite  imderstand  those  words,'  she  answered,  *  but  I  -will 
show  you  what  I  mean.  I  am  going  to  represent  the  Spirit  of  Love ; 
and  you  are  not  worth  loving  if  you  do  not  think  me  prettier  than  an 
allegory.' 

Laughing  merrily  at  the  thought,  she  proceeded  to  place  a  cushion 
near  the  centre  of  the  room ;  then,  turning  toward  him,  she  knelt  down, 
and  letting  her  hands  fall  into  her  lap,  gazed  up  steadfastly  into  his  face. 
The  noonday  sun  poured  through  the  window  over  head  in  a  shower 
of  golden  motes  aroimd  her.  It  gleamed  warmly  down  her  shoulders 
and  flashed  from  her  black  hair  like  a  diamond  crown.  Her  form  was 
indistinct  amid  the  shining  haze.  I'  cannot  describe  her  look;  half 
mirthful  and  half  earnest ;  for  the  refining  influence  of  love  had  given 
her  features  an  expression  of  nobility,  and  had  wonderfully  softened 
her  dazzling  beauty.  As  she  sat,  blushing  in  her  conscious  loveliness, 
Harry  leaned  toward  her,  as  if  drawn  by  an  irresistible  infhience  ;  she 
waved  him  back  with  something  of  her  old  imperious  manner  : 

'  Go  on  with  your  painting,'  she  said.    *  You  cannot  afibrd  to  be  idle. 
Put  my  face  instead  of  the  nun's. 

Harry  began  to  make  a  sketch  of  her.     There  were  many  interrup- 
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tions,  and  the  subject  was  in  intervals  of  leisure  often  resumed,  until  at 
last  the  form  came  out  visibly  on  canvass.  It  was  a  very  human  &ce ; 
for  he  could  not  fail  to  catch  some  traits  of  the  bold  and  vivid  beauty 
before  his  eyes ;  and  the  second  nun  stood  forth,  slowing  in  all  the 
strange  fascination  which  haunts  the  old  pictures  of  uxe  Magdalen.  It 
was  a  creature  so  fidry  in  spirit  and  overflowing  with  maidenhood,  yet 
so  saintly.  But  when,  at  Kate's  suggestion,  he  finally  removed  the  un- 
natural trappings  of,  the  convent  and  lefi  her,  merely  a  youne  girl, 
thoughtful  and  loving,  looking  up  toward  the  sky,  that  ambiguous 
charm  of  the  Magdalen  disappeared.  Then  it  was  an  absolute  woman, 
the  holy  presence  of  whose  purity  made  the  beholder,  by  sympathy, 
more  pure. 

I  suspect  that  Kate  was  partly  right  in  her  contempt  for  the  allego- 
rical ;  but  at  all  events,  day  after  day  she  strove  to  make  her  lover  more 
fit  to  live  on  the  earth  as  it  is,  and  less  apt  to  wander  into  dream-land ; 
herself  meanwhile,  like  a  true  woman,  reflecting  his  refinement  Thus 
she  came  to  his  help,  a  glorious  ally  in  the  battle  of  life ;  always  a  wo- 
man to  his  sorrows  and  a  friend  in  his  triumphs.  And  when  in  after 
days  he  gained  the  vantage-ground  of  the  world,  and  she  became  his 
wife,  I  can  imagine  that  her  companionship  might  illuminate  even  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  matrimony,  at  whose  portals  the  novelist  pauses 
and  turns  away  with  a  sigh.  x.  ^, 
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Visions,  visions  of  the  night. 

Wherefore  are  ye  given  ? 
Lovely  is  your  fleeting  light 

As  a  glimpse  of  heaven  : 
lively,  but  too  brief  your  smile, 

Angels  of  my  vision. 
TJnffer,  linger  then  awhile, 

JAake  my  heart  Elysium. 

Spirits  in  your  silent  flight, 

Tell  what  are  ye  teaching  ? 
Priesthood  of  the  starry  night, 

Say  what  are  ye  preaching  ? 
What  this  music  ?  who  are  these 

Looming  now  before  me, 
Borne  upon  the  wandering  breeze, 

Whispering  softly  o'er  me. 

Know  ye  darling  Madblinb, 
Peerless  queen  of  daughters  ? 

Sings  she  now  the  songs  divine 
O'er  the  living  waters  ? 


Where  the  bright  ones  stoop  to  lave 

In  the  crystal  river. 
In  the  iris-crested  wave, 

Flowing  on  and  ever  ! 

T  was  when  spring  had  snatched  the 

From  the  winter  hoarv,       [crown 
(Star-eyed  twilight  looking  down 

On  her  budding  glory,) 
Vocal  then  the  bcumy  air, 

And  this  bud  of  ours, 
Little  snow-drop,  fresh  and  &ir, 

Bloomed  in  heavenly  bowers. 

Visions,  visions  of  the  night, 

We  would  hear  her  st^  ; 
Bring  her  in  your  silent  fiijg^t, 

Waft  her  back  in  glory. 
Bring  her  with  her  songs  divine 

From  the  living  waters, 
Little  laughing  I^ldblinc 

Sweetest,  best  of  daughters. 
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DISUNION. 

At,  shout !  't  \a  the  day  of  your  pride, 

Ye  despots  and  lords  of  tiie  earth ! 
Teach  your  serfis  the  Amerioan  name  to  deride, 

And  to  rattle  their  fetters  in  mirth. 
Ay,  shout !  for  the  League  of  the  Free 

Is  about  to  be  shiver^  to  dust, 
And  the  torn  branches  &11  from  the  vigorous  tree. 

Wherein  Liberty  placed  her  last  trust. 
Shout,  shout !  for  more  firmly  established  wiH  be 
Tour  thrones  and  dominions  beyond  the  blue  sea. 

Laugh  on  !  for  such  folly  supreme 

The  world  has  yet  never  bieheld ; 
And  aoes  to  oome  will  the  wild  story  seem 

A  ^e  by  antiquity  swelled. 
For  nothing  that  Time  has  up-built. 

And  set  in  the  annals  of  crime, 
So  stupid  in  folly,  so  wretched  in  guilt, 

Darkens  sober  tradition  or  rhyme. 
It  will  be  like  the  fable  of  Eblis'  &11, 
A  by-word  of  mocking  and  horror  to  all. 

Ye  mad !  who  would  'rase  out  your  name 

From  the  league  of  the  proud  and  the  free. 
And  a  separate,  ideal  sovereignty  claim, 

Ldke  a  lone  wave  flung  off  from  the  sea ; 
Oh,  pause !  ere  you  plunge  in  the  chasm 

That  yawns  in  your  dangerous  way ; 
Ere  Freedom,  convulsed  with  one  terrible  spasm. 

Desert  you  forever  and  aye  I 
Pause !  think !  ere  the  earthquake  astonish  your  souls. 
And  the  thunder  of  war  through  your  green  valleys  rolls ! 

Good  God  !  what  a  title,  what  name 

Will  history  give  to  your  crime ! 
In  the  deepest  abyss  of  dishonor  and  shame 

Te  will  writhe  till  the  last  hour  of  Time. 
As  braggarts  who  forged  their  own  chailis, 

PuIIm  down  what  &eir  fore&thers  built. 
And  tainted  the  blood  in  their  children's  young  veins 

With  the  poison  of  slavery  and  guilt : 
And  Freedom's  bright  heart  be  hereafter  ten-fold, 
For  your  folly  and  &11,  more  discouraged  and  cold. 

What  flag  shall  float  over  the  fires. 

And  the  smoke  of  your  patricide  war. 
Instead  of  the  stars  and  broad  stripes  of  your  sires  ? 

A  lone,  pale,  dim,  mist-covered  star. 
With  the  treason-cloud  hiding  its  glow, 

And  its  waning  crest  close  to  the  sea  : 
Will  the  Eagle's  wing  shelter  and  shield  you  7  ah,  no ! 

That  wing  shelters  only  the  Free. 
Misc^  it,  d^guise  it,  boast,  brag  as  ye  will. 
Ye  are  traitors,  misled  by  your  mad  leaders  still. 
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Turn,  turn  men  !    Cast  down  in  your  might 

The  Anarchs  that  sit  at  the  helm ! 
Steer,  steer  your  proud  ship  from  the  gulf  which  the  night 

Of  treason  and  terror  overwhelms. 
Turn  back  !    From  your  mountains  and  glens, 

From  your  lakes,  from  the  rivers  and  sea, 
From  forest  and  precipioe,  oavern  and  den. 

Where  your  forefothers  bled  to  be  free, 
From  the  graves  where  those  glorious  fore&thers  lie, 
The  warning  redchoes :  *•  Turn  back,  ere  ye  die !' 
Littit  Rocky  (Arkttnaas,)  Albbbt  Pixb. 


STRATFOR  D-0  N-A   VON 


raOU    IHB   VOTB-BOOK    or   ▲    TKATBLLXK. 


It  was  a  pleasant  afternoon  in  the  summer  of  1849,  that  m  company 
with  two  other  Americans  I  left  "Warwick  on  a  visit  to  Stratfora-on- 
Avon,  distant  about  nine  or  ten  miles.  Midway  the  road  passes  along 
on  ground  slightly  descending  to  the  river  Avon ;  and  here  we  were 
fortunate  in  seeing  one  of  those  beautiful  sunsets  which  artists  have 
seized  upon  and  sketched  with  such  surpassing  effect  in  the  landscape 
painting  of  England.  On  the  right  the  land  gradually  ascended,  and 
the  fields,  extending  for  a  considerable  distance  in  that  direction,  were 
loaded  with  ripened  grain,  waving  gently  in  the  evening  breeze,  and 
ever  and  anon  the  voices  of  the  reapers  were  borne  to  our  ears.  On 
the  lefi  there  was  a  gradual  descent  for  a  little  distance,  and  then  ex- 
tensive level  meadows,  green  and  fresh,  and  where  the  new  grass  had 
sprung  up  and  was  still  glistening  with  the  drops  of  rain  of  a  recent 
shower.  Some  half  mile  from  the  road  the  Avon  was  seen  winding 
its  way  through  this  rich  meadow,  having  its  banks  lined  and  marked 
with  rows  of  the  willow. 

Within  this  apparent  enclosure  and  over  the  whole  expanse,  large 
herds  of  cattle  and  flocks  of  sheep  were  quietly  feeding;.  The  rays  of 
the  setting  sun,  which  was  just  sinking  behind  the  higher  land  on  the 
right,  fell  in  gorgeous  colors  on  the  landscape  below,  covering  flocks 
and  herds  as  with  a  mantle  of  gold,  and  presenting  a  strong  contrast 
to  the  dark  green  of  the  surrounding  meaaow.  We  stopped  and  gazed 
in  silent  admiration,  watching  the  changing  light  and  shade  until  the  last 
ray  glanced  from  the  topmost  bow  of  the  willow,  and  then,  with  feel- 
ings of  intense  pleasure,  rejoicing  that  we  had  been  permitted  to  see 
this  crowning  beauty  of  an  English  landscape,  we  gave  the  word.  On- 
ward, and  soon  were  wheeled  into  the  old  town  of  Stratford, '  the  Imth 
and  burial-place  of  him  whose  name  can  never  die.' 

It  was  still  twilight  when  we  reached  the  hotel,  and  we  determined 
on  an  immediate  visit  to  the  birth-place  of  Shakspeare.  We  easily 
found  the  low  and  simple  dwelling,  bearing  as  It  does  the  distinguishing 
marks  of  the  residences  of  persons  in  middle  life  in  England  three 
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centuries  ago.  Scarcely  bad  we  entered,  when  there  came  over  me  a 
stranee  revulsion  of  feeling.  When  previously  in  England,  I  was  in- 
duced to  visit  one  of  the  minor  theatres  of  London  to  see  a  distinguished 
comedian  in  a  piece  called, '  This  House  Far  Sale.*  It  was  at  a  titne  when 
it  was  currently  reported  there  that  a  shrewd  money-making  Yankee 
was  about  to  purchase  the  early  home  of  the  Bard  of  Avon  for  the 
purpose  of  transporting  it  to  America,  and  there  setting  it  up  as  an 
object  of  curiosity  to  be  shown  to  all  who  wished  to  see  it  at  twenty- 
five  cents  a  head.  The  play  opens  with  a  scene  in  Stratford  in  front 
of  the  house  which  had  been  sold  at  auction  in  the  capital,  and  had 
been  purchased  by  a  London  cockney.  He  had  gone  down  to  look  at 
and  take  possession  of  his  newly-acquired  landed  property.  He  pre- 
sents himself  at  the  door  and  summons  the  occupant,  who,  supposing 
bim  to  be  an  ordinary  visitor,  unmediately  commences  showmg  him 
through  the  different  rooms,  commenting  and  explaining  as  she  pro- 
ceeds. No  time  is  given  to  the  cockney  for  statmg  his  ownership  of 
the  premises,  but  leading  him  round,  she  enters  the  room  where  the 
great  poet  first  saw  the  Bght,  and  with  a  sweep  of  her  arm,  says  with 
great  emphasis,  *  This  is  £e  room  in  which  the  immortal  Shakspeare 
was  bom.'  The  cockney  can  remain  silent  no  longer,  but  closing  one 
eye  and  putting  his  glass  to  the  other,  bending  over  and  peering  round 
into  every  comer,  he  says,  soUo  voce,  *Now  you  do  rCt  say  Shakspeare 
was  horn  here,  do  you  V 

And  now  I  was  to  see  how  true  to  the  life  was  this  representation, 
for  the  old  woman,  who  probably  had  never  heard  how  sne  had  been 
ahown-up  on  the  boards  ot  a  London  theatre,  commenced  in  almost  the 
same  words,  that  the  room  which  we  entered  was  the  one  in  which 
Shakspeare  was  bom.  Recollections  of  that  London  cockney  came 
crowding  thick  upon  my  memory,  and  I  could  hardly  resist  his  excla- 
mation ;  and  indeed,  if  I  had  been  the  owner  of  a  glass,  I  do  not  know 
but  I  should  have  put  it  to  my  eye  and  addressed  to  the  old  cicerone 
the  same  interrogatory.  At  all  events  the  illusions  were  gone ;  the  pre- 
sent Uving,  breathing,  laughing  world  was  around  me ;  the  dust  of 
centuries  was  swept  away  with  a  breath;  the  darkening  shades  of 
night,  as  they  gathered  round,  instead  of  aiding  the  imagination  m  con- 
juring up  images  and  scenes  of  times  long  gone  by,  only  served  to  call 
attention  to  the  fact  that  the  lamps  were  being  lit  in  the  streets,  and  that 
sapper  was  waiting  for  us  at  the  hotel. 

The  next  day,  however,  I  rose  early,  and  alone,  passed  out  of  the 
town,  and  wandered  for  a  long  distance  through  the  meadows  and  by 
the  margin  of  the  reedy  Avon.  The  quietness  of  a  Sabbath  morning 
rested  upon  the  scene.  Everything  was  in  repose,  and-  everything 
above,  below,  around,  was  beautiful.  Crossing  the  river  on  a  foot- 
bridge, I  came  up  along  a  winding  path  to  the  old  parish  church,  just 
outside  the  town,  and  which  contains  the  ashes  oi  Shakspeare.  It 
was  not  yet  opened,  and  I  entered  the  grounds,  passing  through  the 
church-yard,  reading  ancient  inscriptions,  and  musing  over  the  spots 

*  Where  heaves  the  earth  in  many  a  mouldering  heap : 
Bach  in  his  narrow  cell  forever  laid. 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep.* 
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As  soon  as  the  church  was  opened,  I  entered,  and  was  fbrtunate  in  find- 
ing, in  the  person  of  the  clerk,  an  intelligent  and  gendemanly  young 
man,  who  was  kind  enough  to  show  me  the  objects  of  intareflt.  The 
congregation  had  not  assembled.  I  was  looung  at  the  moment  to 
Shs^peare,  which  is  fixed  in  the  side  wall  on  the  zifAA  of  the  dinrdi, 
and  observing  to  the  clerk  that  there  was  not  inscribed  upon  it  tiie  oefe- 
brated  lines  said  to  have  been  written  by  the  poet  himseIC  He  quiet^ 
rolled  up  a  piece  of  matting,  and  exhibited  ue  slab  which  coven  tlie 
ashes,  and  upon  which  is  carved  the  epitaph  in  question.  I  had  scarcdy 
read  it,  when  the  Vicar  made  his  appearance  in  the  church.  The  rooe 
covering  rolled  back  to  its  place,  and  a  plain  country  couple  approach- 
ing, kneeled  down  upon  the  very  spot,  and  over  the  ashes  or  the  im- 
mortal bard  pledeea  their  faith  to  live  together  as  husband  and  wife 
until  death  should  separate  them.  The  mellow  light  stole  softly  in 
through  the  stained  \^andows.  The  solemn  voice  of  the  Vicar,  and  the 
low  responses  of  the  groom  and  bride,  alone  disturbed  the  sdDnsBS 
which  reigned  through  *  the  long-drawn  aisles.'  During  that  brief  half 
hour  Imagination  was  busy  at  her  work.  Images  of  the  past  grouped 
in  with  the  persons  who  wora  present ;  the  spirits  of  the  oead  hovered 
round,  or  stood  silent  spectators  of  the  living. 

The  old  church  bell  announced  the  approach  of  the  hour  of  service, 
and  soon  the  noise  of  advancing  footsteps  was  heard,  and  a  large  devout 
and  worshipping  multitude  was  gatherea  in.  Sitting  immediately  under 
the  pulpit,  I  lidtened  with  respectful  attention,  and,  I  trust,  not  without 
profit,  to  an  instructive  and  able  sermon  from  a  neighboring  curate, 
whose  solemn  tones  and  snowy  hair  told  that  for  half  a  century  he  had 
been  a  watchman  on  the  walls  of  Zion. 

After  morning  service  we  drove  back  to  Warwick,  passing  by  Ohar- 
Iccote,  the  residence  of  the  family  of  Lucy,  and  rendered  infamous  bv 
the  youthful  errors  of  Shakspeare.  Large  herds  of  deer  were  ibed' 
ing  quietly  in  the  extensive  park,  or  lying  in  the  shade  of  the  majestic 
and  venerable  oaks.  The  changes  are  said  not  to  be  great  since  the 
days  of  the  bard. 

In  the  afternoon  wo  attended  divine  service  in  the  church  of  St 
Mary,  in  the  old  city  of  Warwick.  It  is  a  noble  edifice,  and  attached 
to  it  is  the  celebrated  Beauchamp  Chapel,  celebrated  fiir  its  architeetn- 
ral  beauty  and  for  its  monuments  to  the  families  of  the  Dudleys,  Eark 
of  Leicester,  and  the  Beauchamps,  Earls  of  Warwick.  The  congre- 
gation was  small,  for  the  rain  fell  in  torrents.  The  heavy  peels  of  die 
organ,  as  they  rose  and  fell,  were  sometimes  almost  drowned  by  the 
roar  of  the  elements  without.  When  service  was  over,  I  lingered  after 
the  congregation  had  retired,  for  I  was  anxious  at  such  a  time,  when 
all  was  gloom  without,  to  wander  round  amid  the  monuments  of  die 
mighty  dead.  I  was  standing  in  front  of  the  church,  looking  at  a  noUe 
monument  to  Thomas  Beauchamp,  the  great  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  Ui 
countess,  when  I  observed  the  clerk  call  back  the  officiating  clergyman, 
and  heard  him  remark  that  an  in^t  was  to  be  baptized.  The  pBitieB 
gathered  just  round  this  monument.  The  full-lenfftfa  marble  e** 
leprcsent  the  mailed  warrior  clad  in  the  armor  of  his  time,  and  hn 
the  hand  of  his  countess,  clad  in  the  costume  of  her  day.    Here 
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this  moxmment,  and  kneeling  even  against  it,  I  united  with  the  others 
in  the  service,  and  listened  to  the  vows  of  the  parents  to  train  up  that 
child  in  the  knowledge  of  the  christian's  faith  and  duties.  The  past  and 
the  present,  the  dead  and  the  living,  were  again  brought  together  in 
strong  contrast  and  in  vivid  outlines.  If  I  left  die  birth-place  of  Shaks- 
peare  on  the  night  before  with  thoughts  of  the  London  cockney  banish- 
M*g  subjects  of  interest,  I  now  left  the  old  Church  of  St  Mary  in  a  sober 
and  contemplative  mood.  Serious  subjects  had  driven  away  vain  im- 
aginings, and  my  last  Sabbath  in  Warwickshire  left  me,  I  would  fainly 
hope,  a  wiser  and  a  better  man.  c 


JANETTE. 


BT   J.  U.   Z.B(»ARI. 


I  WAS  tho  last  of  all  my  kin, 

My  food  was  scant,  my  gown  was  thin. 

I  would  have  sooner  died  than  sin. 

With  cunning  words  ho  sought  me  out. 
*  My  fiither  seFved  him — not  without 
Betorn.'    I  was  too  young  to  doubt. 

He  took  me  to  his  home  by  stealth : 
"Hk  wife  was  there  in  feeble  health ; 
Wm  wife,  who  bought  him  with  her  wealth. 

I  knew  how  much  he  did  despise 
Her  meaner  gifts,  his  loving  lies ; 
I  saw  it  in  his  scornful  eyes. 

Her  nature,  sullen  by  reproof, 
Held  him  in  better  moodb  aloof. 
But  I  was  grateAil  for  their  roof: 

And  sought  by  gentleness  to  teach 

The  duty  each  did  owe  to  each ; 

Her  patience,  him  more  kindly  speech. 

I  thawed  her  heart,  I  changed  her  face, 
Wb  words  partook  of  better  grace ; 
There  was  more  sunlight  in  me  place. 

He  sat  whole  hours  at  her  knee. 
I  was  too  glad  in  heart  to  see 
How  much  it  was  for  love  of  me. 

He  spread  his  cunning  wiles  so  true, 
I  was  ensnared  before  I  knew 
I  loved  with  every  breath  I  drew. 


He  read  the  riddle  soon  as  I. 

He  stayed  me  when  I  thought  to  fly. 

I  wept ;  Oh,  was  no  God  on  high ! 

I  would  have  sooner  died  than  sin : 
I  fell  and  lived.    All  tears  within 
My  scorching  eyes  were  dried  therein. 

And  on  my  forehead  burned  a  name 
That  crazed  me.    Then  with  cheek  aflame 
I  fled  into  the  night  for  shame. 

I  hid  myself  within  a  wood. 

I  had  laid  by  my  womanhood, 

And  shared  their  rustic  toil  and  food. 

I  hated  all  things  good  and  pure 
That  mocked  me.    But  I  hated  more 
The  heart  that  loved  him  at  its  core. 

I  trod  upon  my  heart  and  £Bite. 
Because  my  love  had  been  so  great, 
I  hated  him  with  cruel  hate. 

I  gathered  patience  in  my  strife. 
I  waited.    Time  removed  his  wife  ; 
She  stood  between  me  and  his  life. 

I  waited  till  his  home  should  be 
Stripped  of  its  mourning  garb,  and  he 
Crossed  by  no  thought  of  pain  or  me. 

He  slew  my  happiness  by  craft. 

He  should  be  smiling  when  he  quaffed 

My  hate.    I  hid  myself  and  laughed. 
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I  took  a  dagger  sharp  and  bright, 
I  held  its  flawhing  from  the  light, 
And  that  I  shaded  from  his  sight. 

I  turned  the  lamp  upon  his  cheek ; 

I  saw  him  lying  pale  and  weak, 

As  one  that  from  Death's  hold  did  break. 

His  fevered  lips,  as  in  unrest, 

Moved  to  my  name.    What  thirsty  guest 

Held  I  in  hand  to  probe  his  breast ! 

If  he  had  slept  in  conscious  pride 
Of  strength ;  if  by  one  smile  defied 
My  misery,  he  then  had  died. 

I  thought  to  find  him  brave  and  gay. 
I  could  not  strike  him  as  he  lay ; 
I  pitied  where  I  thought  to  slay. 

I  thrust  the  weakness  from  my  brain, 
I  trampled  on  my  heart  in  vain. 
A  viewless  hand  on  mine  was  lain. 


Look  back,  a  spirit  in  me  said. 
My  sense  of  vision  turned  its  head, 
And  rested  on  a  snowy  bed ; 

Wherein  a  sleeping  in&nt  lay. 
I  knew  it  was  the  pleasant  May, 
Such  heavy  bloom  was  on  the  spray. 

I  saw  the  infimt  grown  a  maid. 
Before  a  glass  her  tresses  braid. 
And  smiled  upon  the  image  made. 

And  later,  kneeling  down  to  smooth 

The  dying  bed  of  one  in  sooth. 

Who  uttered  words  of  grace  and  truth. 

*  This  life  is  buta  little  space. 

Dve  purely^  love,  that  by  (tod's  grace 

We  may  rejoin  in  better  place.' 

And  have  I  lived  so  I  —  God  on  high. 
My  spirit  hastened  to  reply. 
Knew  that  thy  life  had  been  no  lie 

To  him,  nor  to  thy  sex  untrue, 

UntO  this  wronger  did  undo 

Thy  weaker  nature.    Strike  him  through : 


And  in  his  life  wash  out  thy  shame. 
Aikeny  JtamnTf^  1850. 


Men  will  accord  thee  fiurer  name 
Than  now.    Gtod  judges  not  the  same. 

More  noble  this.  He  did  thee  harm ; 
Forgive.  Forgiveness  self's  a  charm, 
Which  may  avert  God's  vengefiil  arm. 

He  wronged  thee  not  beyond  thy  prime. 
Alas !  with  what  abhorrent  crime. 
Thou  comest  here  to  scar  all  time. 

In  one  short  moment  all  these  things 
My  spurit  showed.    The  fevered  springs 
Of  life  seemed  ianned  by  angel  wings. 

My  cool,  cool  tears  were  fiolling  &st. 
Unconscious  what  I  did,  I  cast 
My  dagger  down :  he  woke  aghast. 

My  pallid  face,  the  open  door. 

The  naked  weapon  on  the  floor, 

lie  saw.    ^  Janette  !' — he  saia  no  more. 

I  knew  in  that  one  startled  look 
His  very  soul  my  crime  in-took, 
As  written  in  an  open  book. 

Then  on  a  sudden  bared  his  breast. 
Come  strike,  he  said,  so  it  is  best 
Thy  bitter  wrong  should  be  redressed. 

Too  late  I  tried  to  overtake 

My  sin.    My  heart  did  only  break 

On  disappointment  for  thy  sake. 

I  cannot  love  thee  less.  Oh  sweet ! 

I  will  not  struggle.    At  his  feet 

I  bowed  down :  how  my  heart  did  beat  I 

He  called  me  quick ;  I  raised  my  head^ 
He  was  as  pale  as  one  that 's  dead. 
^  /  love  you  tiill  /'  was  all  he  said. 

He  drew  me  up,  he  kissed  my  fiioe, 
My  nerveless  hands,  that  in  that  place 
Had  slain  him  but  for  better  grace. 

I  knew  while  on  his  breast  I  lay, 
Although  no  word  his  mouth  did  say, 
That  Chkist  his  sin  had  done  away : 

And  changed  to  peace  of  heart  my  wo, 
Despite  my  penitence  was  slow. 
God  grant  us  all  our  sins  to  know. 
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THE        WINTER        DREAM. 

A  DREAM  of  beauty ;  of  the  laugh  of  wayes 

And  the  bright  rushing  of  a  swollen  brook ; 
Its  bursting  into  light  from  sunless  caves 

Under  me  network  of  a  woven  nook, 
Which  moss-grown  roots,  entwined  and  roofed  with  green, 
Spangled  with  shining  stones  and  starry  sheen : 

Silent  and  dark  within  its  shadowy  rest 
The  water  lay,  scarce  heaving  underneath 
The  drooping  brake-leaves  or  the  trailing  wreath 

Of  lady-fern,  and  moss  upon  its  breast : 
Tet  with  a  murmur  rather  felt  than  heard, 
That  told  the  faint  heart  of  the  fountain  stirred. 

A  dream  of  spring-time :  of  the  sunn/  light 

And  the  sr^fb  melting  of  the  mountain  snows ; 
Of  Earth's  awakening  from  the  winter's  night. 

When  hearts  grow  calm,  and  half  forget  their  woes : 
A  dream  of  beauty ;  of  the  arching  trees 
Heavy  with  blossoms,  and  the  cool  fresh  breeze 

Curling  the  foam-wreaths  in  the  brook's  bright  spring. 
Silent  no  longer ;  with  the  pleasant  gush 
Of  gurgling  waters,  and  the  frequent  rush 

Clearing  the  air  of  many  a  golden  wing, 
And  the  low  rustling  in  the  leaves  o'erheod. 
And  the  soft  sunlight  through  the  branches  shed. 

A  spot  of  solitude ;  yet  legends  tell 

Oif  years  long  psuit,  when  many  a  joyous  throng 
Came  to  the  silence  of  that  brook-cleft  dell. 

And  woke  its  echoes  with  light  laugh  and  song : 
Now  carvings  rude  on  every  ancient  trunk. 
Time  worn,  and  in  the  swelling  bark  half  sunk, 

Bear  record  still  of  each  forgotten  name, 
That  once  was  music  to  some  kindred  heart, 
Guarded  and  cherished  as  a  thing  apart : 

But  now,  alas !  for  constancy  and  &me ! 
Vainly  these  faithful  oaks  their  memory  save, 
Whom  human  love  hath  yielded  to  the  grave. 

Tet  the  bright  waters  spake  not  of  decay, 

Nor  earthly  shadow,  nor  the  blight  of  grief; 
There  was  no  sorrow  in  the  graceful  sway 

Of  the  fair  drooping  willow's  silver  leaf, 
Nor  in  the  fragile  blossom  lightly  flung 
From  the  tall  May-tree  that  the  fount  o'erhung, 

On  the  swift  stream,  and  floating  silently 
Mid  the  long  grass  ana  mimic  islets  there. 
Freighted  wiUi  dew-drops  and  with  perftunes  rare : 

yfaat  king  could  boast  a  richer  argosie  ? 
Tet  was  it  fleeting  as  that  idle  dream 
Of  the  cool  fountain  and  its  sparkling  stream. 

The  vision  fled,  with  summery  sight  and  sound, 
And  the  stem  Real  ruled  the  heart  at  will : 

The  calm  dead  grandeur  of  the  mountains  round ; 
The  kingly  river  in  his  fetters  still : 
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Winter  and  storm ;  the  city's  mighty  mart ; 
The  ceaseless  beatings  of  its  guilty  heart ; 

These  were  instead,  and  darker,  gloomier  yet, 
Towered  the  sky,  unlit  by  moon  or  star : 
What  roused  the  vision  of  that  stream  a£Eur ; 

That  dream  of  light,  with  all  its  vain  regret  ? 
A  pale  and  &ded  1^  of  feathery  fern. 
That  erst  had  drooped  above  that  fountain's  urn. 
Albany y  January  14£ik,  1850.  Ltrr  Owl^kam 


REMINISCENCES     OF     COLLEGE     LIFE. 


CQAPTSa   rXBST. 


ENTERING     COLLEOE. 


Our  general  title  will  thrill  many  hearts  and  moisten  many  eyes. 
Potent  as  the  magician's  wand,  it  will  transport  the  man  of  business, 
the  man  of  leisure  and  the  man  of  books  back  to  the  days  of  '  auld 
lang  syne.'  It  will  awaken  feelings  which  fi>r  years  have  slept  beneath 
the  cares  and  anxieties  incident  to  active  life.  Memory  will  start  in 
her  secret  recess,  and  hasten  to  ponder  over  the  hours  by-gone,  while 
joy,  which  may  have  long  been  dormant,  will  arise  and  clap  its  hands 
m  ecstasy.  Associations  whose  name  is  legion  will  rush  from  their  cell 
of  long  imprisonment  and  throng  every  chamber  and  avenue  of  the 
mind.  Thought,  abandoning  for  a  while  the  tangible  and  matter-of-&ct 
entities  of  the  present,  will  wing  its  way  into  the  dim  domains  of  the 
past,  and  dwell  with  a  pleasing  sadness  on  its  never-to-be-fbrgo^n 
scenes.  The  enchantress  Fancy,  escaping  for  a  brief  period  the  tlu:iil- 
dom  of  reality,  will  wave  her  sceptre  and  charm  us  back  to  youth, 
when  we  listened  to  the  syren  song  of  hope,  and  exulted  in  the  bright 
prospect  of  the  future.  In  short,  these  words,  more  powerful  than  the 
*  Open,  Sesame'  of  the  Arabian  tales,  will  unclose  every  portal  in  the 
town  of  Mansoul,  and  strong  emotions  will  enter  in  tumultuous  tides, 
and  for  a  time  at  least  bear  sway.  Those  were  the  days  when  life 
seemed  to  stretch  before  us  like  a  boundless  Eden,  full  of  fiiiits  and 
flowers,  where  we  might  wander  at  pleasure,  culling  the  sweets  that 
surrounded  us  at  every  step  of  our  progress ;  where  no  cloud  ever  ob- 
scured the  bright  sky,  and  no  storm  ever  overtook  the  loitering  travel- 
ler ;  where  the  past  was  linked  with  no  regrets,  the  present  with  no 
sorrows,  and  the  fiiture  with  no  fears. 

We  remember  how  college  appeai'ed  to  us  in  the  distance,  when 
we  were  as  yet  in  a  course  of  preparation ;  perchance  under  the  care 
of  some  pedant,  who  was  the  pedagogue  of  another  Sleepy  Hollow, 
as  far  removed  from  the  whirl  of  the  world's  activities  as  tLat  where 
Ichabod  raced  with  the  Headless  Horseman.  In  our  crude  concep- 
tions, it  was  the  hot-house  where  genius  sprang  spontaneously  into 
being,  and  grew  rapidly,  and  almost  without  culture,  to  luxuriant  matu- 
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rity.  The  very  atmosphere  was  impregnated  with  the  essence  of  wis- 
dom, which  flowed  into  the  mind  as  readily  as  the  electric  fluid  passes 
firom  the  positive  to  the  negative  pole  of  a  battery.  The  walls  were 
eloquent  in  their  gloomy  silence,  and  the  very  shades,  so  deep  and 
venerable,  breathed  inspiration  into  the  soul.  Once  resident  there,  we 
flattered  ourselves  that  dulness  and  sloth  and  ignorance  would  give 
place  to  quickness  of  apprehension,  energy  and  erudition,  as  easily  as 
darkness  yields  to  light.  Alas  !  how  was  this  pleasing  illusion  dispelled 
by  one  flash  from  the  searching  torch  of  experience !  Genius  was 
sdll  found  to  be  the  inheritance  of  the  few,  wisdom  still  eluded  the 
grasp  of  all  who  did  not  seek  her  with  imwearied  application,  and  in- 
spiration was  evolved  only  amid  the  mighty  throes  of  mtellectual  gym- 
nasticism.  As  yet,  however,  these  were  secrets,  to  be  learned  only 
after  initiation,  and  we  therefore  admired  and  enjoyed  the  picture 
which  our  own  lively  fancy  had  painted,  not  caring  to  inquire  as  to  its 
correctness  or  its  conformity  with  facts. 

At  length  the  long  dreaded,  yet  impatiently  expected  day  arrived 
which  was  to  transfer  us  from  the  kindly  influences  of  home,  where  we 
had  been  nurtured  with  all  tenderness,  to  the  halls  of  learning ;  when 
the  helm,  which  had  so  long  beer  in  the  hand  of  others,  was  to  be 
taken  by  ourselves;  when  die  paiontal  nest  must  be  abandoned,  and 
we  compelled  in  some  sense  to  pick  up  our  own  crumbs ;  the  day  on 
which  tne  boy  was  '  expand  into  the  man.  The  trunk  was  packed 
with  maternal  circuLojpection,  the  thread,  needles,  yam  and  csJce  not 
being  crowded  out  by  things  more  substantial ;  the  indispensable  testi- 
monial to  scholarship  and  moral  character  was  stowed  away  in  the 
8afi96t  comer  of  the  pocket-book  ;  the  good-by  was  said — or  rather,  in 
some  cases,  looked — the  parting  hand  pressed,  and  soon  the  blue  hills 
which  girded  the  village  of  our  boyhood  faded  in  the  distance. 

Now  for  the  first  time  responsibiUty  pressed  heavily  upon  our  spirits. 
BBtherto  every  thing,  even  to  our  thinking,  had  been  done  for  us,  and 
we  had  litersdly  fulfilled  the  Scripture  by  taking  no  thought  for  the 
morrow.  Now  every  thing  depended  on  our  own  efforts.  It  was  as 
though  the  universe  had  in  one  instant  been  pitched  on  our  shoulders ; 
and,  Atlas-like,  we  nerved  ourselves  to  the  task  of  upholding  it.  We 
were  at  once  transformed  from  mere  human  machines  into  self-active 
natures,  and  while  weighed  down  with  a  load  of  care  we  exulted  in 
the  exercise  of  our  new  freedom. 

Here  we  are,  on  college  ground ;  the  goal  of  years,  and  the  centre 
of  a  thousand  hopes !  There  rise  the  gra^  old  build^gs,  with  their 
spirea  and  towers,  which  stood  out  so  conspicuously  in  our  day-dreams ! 
There' wave  the  classic  groves,  beneath  whose  shade  we  have  reclined 
so  often  in  imagination !  There  glide  by  us  the  veterans  in  science, 
whose  reverend  forms  have  long  been  familiar  objects  to  the  mental 
eye  I  But  the  duties  immediately  pressing  summon  us  from  the  depths 
of  reverie,  and  we  hasten  to  present  ourselves  for  admission.  This  is 
the  dreaded  ordeal ;  this  the  fiery  trial  whose  terrors  have  haunted  us 
for  months  previous !  The  candidate  for  the  Eleusinian  mysteries  did 
not  approach  the  temple  where  the  initiatory  rites  were  performed 
with  more  reverence  than  that  which  filled  our  breasts  as  we  marched 
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to  tbe  place  of  examination.  The  victims  of  the  Inquisition  alone  can 
appreciate  our  feelings  as  we  were  ushered  into  the  hall  of  intellectaal 
torture,  where  the  thumb-screw  must  be  applied  to  memoiy,  the  brain 
racked,  and  in  some  cases  perchance  the  conscience  seared  as  witii  a 
hot  iron.  The  patrons  of  Charon  do  not  tremble  with  so  much  anxiety 
before  the  infernal  trio  who  preside  at  the  tribunal  in  Tartarus  as  made 
our  knees  to  quake  in  the  presence  of  the  Rhadamanthus,  Minos  and 
^acus  with  whom  recited  the  decision  of  our  fate.  But  the  trial  went 
on,  each  individual  being  the  only  witness  in  his  own  case.  Some  at- 
tempts were  made  at  brow-beating,  and  the  cross-examination  of^en  put 
the  witness  to  his  wit's  end  for  an  answer.  The  jury  consulted  toge- 
ther for  a  few  moments  without  retiring ;  the  sentence  was  pronounced 
by  the  presiding  officer,  and  we  were  condemned  to  four  years  of  con- 
finement and  hard  labor. 

The  examinations  for  admission  present  scenes  of  very  opposite 
character.  Numerous  are  the  strange  interroffatories,  and  more  nume- 
rous the  strange  replies.  Some  who,  in  techmcal  language,  have  been 
*  crammed*  for  the  occasion,  have  manifestly  been  sorely  troubled  with 
mental  dyspepsia,  since  their  intellectual  pabulum  seems  neither  to 
have  been  digested  nor  assimilated.  Some  who  have  explored  tbe 
depths  of  ancient  philosophy  and  think  themselves  familiar  with  the 
lore  of  antiquity,  cannot  name  the  capital  of  a  neighboiing  state,  and 
have  not  kept  up  with  the  march  of  conquest  and  annexation  so  as  to 
be  able  to  tell  the  number  of  sovereignties  in  this  confederation. 

Alas  for  the  luckless  wight  who,  weighed  in  the  balance  and  £>und 
wanting,  is  compelled  to  turn  his  face  homeward  and  meet  the  inquiries 
of  friends,  and  perchance  encounter  the  secret  contempt  of  enemies ! 
He  in  his  soul  curses  colleges  and  all  connected  with  them ;  a  philoso- 
phic imitator  of  the  fox  in  the  fable.  The  stereotyped  excuse  under 
these  circumstances  is,  that  he  was  not  questioned  on  the  things  he 
knew ;  which  indeed  cannot  be  denied ;  reminding  one  of  flie  story  of 
the  under-graduate  at  Cambridge,  who,  being  examined  for  his  degree 
and  failing  in  every  subject  upon  which  he  was  tried,  complained  that 
he  had  not  been  questioned  upon  the  things  which  he  knew.  Upon 
which  the  examining  master,  moved  less  to  compassion  by  the  impene- 
trable dulness  of  the  man  than  to  anger  by  his  unreasonable  complaint, 
tore  off  about  an  inch  of  paper,  and  pushing  it  toward  him,  desired  him 
to  write  upon  that  all  he  knew. 

The  wags  of  a  university  have  not  permitted  such  a  favorable  oppor- 
tunity for  indulging  their  humorous  propensities  as  an  examination  pre- 
sents to  pass  unimproved.  Among  the  green  and  unsuspecting  appli- 
cants for  admission  they  sometimes  reap  a  harvest  of  fun,  whicn  is 
stored  away  to  serve  as  the  food  of  pleasant  recollection  in  after  years. 
The  following  used  to  be  one  of  the  tricks  in  the  programme  of  per- 
formances on  such  occasions.  A  few  of  the  knowing  ones,  whose  heads 
are  more  full  of  roguery  than  their  hearts  of  feeling,  having  selected  a 
suitable  room,  disguise  themselves  in  wigs  and  spectacles  and  other 

Saraphemalia  adapted  to  their  respective  parts  in  the  play  to  be  acted, 
[usty  tomes  in  black  letter  and  barbarous  dialect  are  piled  on  the 
tables  before  them.    A  master  of  ceremonies  having  b^n  chosen,  a 
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student  in  his  usual  dress  is  sent  forth  to  perambulate  the  college 
grounds.  In  a  twinkling  the  spider  falls  in  with  a  fly,  who  inquires  the 
way  to  the  place  of  examination.     The  spider  either  very  politely  offers 

to  conduct  the  fly,  or  more  usually  proceeds  to  direct  him  to  No. , 

where  his  companions  are  seated  in  solemn  conclave.  He  is  received 
with  becoming^  gravity,  and  plied  with  questions  of  the  most  ridiculous 
nature,  all  which  he  answers  with  the  humility  and  promptness  proper 
in  such  august  presence.  The  most  private  affairs  of  himself  and 
family  are  brought  on  the  docket.  At  last  a  half-suppressed  titter,  a 
simultaneous  roar  of  merriment,  the  good  sense  of  the  dupe  himself^ 
or  the  entrance  of  a  bon&-fide  dignitaiy,  ends  the  laughable  farce. 

The  rocks  and  shoals  and  quicksands  of  examination  being  safely 
navieated,  the  senior  tutor,  a  consequential  functionary,  piloted  us  to 
our  future  domicile.  I  have  a  distinct  recollection  of  my  own  feelings 
at  that  interesting  hour,  and  therefore  beg  leave  to  abandon  the  plural 
form  while  I  attempt  to  draw  my  own  portrait,  well  assured  that  the 
picture  will  find  its  original  in  the  person  of  many  a  one  who  has  had 
the  same  unenviable  experience.  The  door  of  the  back  middle  room 
on  the  groimd  floor,  or  more  correctly  the  floor  under  the  groimd, 
opened  to  receive  me,  and  I  sunk  down  upon  my  trunk,  which  was  the 
only  article  of  furniture  that  served  to  dispel  the  cheerlessness  of  the 
apartment.  Surely,  thought  I,  a  ray  of  the  blessed  sun  never  straggled 
in  £ere,  for  chill-loneliness  can  be  felt  in  the  very  air.  The  cracks  be- 
tween the  planks  of  the  floor  gaped  a  full  inch  apart  in  some  places ; 
the  windows  creaked  mournfully  with  every  blast ;  the  dingy  walls 
smelt  mouldy,  and  the  aperture  in  the  wall  tor  the  stove-pipe  was  the 
oply  thing  that  suggested  the  idea  of  comfort,  a  negative  idea  indeed ! 
There  I  sat,  how  long  I  know  not ;  there  I  meditated,  on  what  I  know 
not  distinctly !  As  the  sl^adows  of  evening  began  to  to  deepen  around, 
I  started  to  the  consciousness  that  preparations  must  be  made  for  pass- 
ing the  night,  and  for  rendering  the  appearance  of  things  less  gloomy 
and  repulsive. 

The  hour  for  retiring  came  and  we  slept,  and  few  of  us  slept  with- 
out dreaming.  Having  heard  of  ventilation,  pumping  and  smoking, 
we  imaged  ourselves  the  centres  toward  which  the  four  winds  gravi- 
tated with  tremendous  power,  or  that  we  were  practising  hydropathy 
under  the  falling  thunders  of  Niagara ;  or  that  we  had  been  metamor- 
phosed into  hams,  and  were  suspended  by  the  heels  in  a  huge  smoke- 
nouse.  And  if  either  then  or  on  succee^ng  nights,  we  had  a  dream 
of  this  kind,  '  which  was  not  all  a  dream,'  we  consoled  ourselves  with 
the  sentiment  of  the  pious  ^neas, '  Forsan  et  hsec  olim  meminisse  ju- 
vabit.' 

In  our  next  chapter  we  shall  introduce  the  reader  into  that  miniature 
world,  called  a  college,  giving  him  a  notion  of  its  manners,  customs  and 
laws ;  the  character  and  occupations  of  its  inhabitants,  and  other  mat- 
ters of  general  interest.  w.  a. 

JfewHaven,  1850.  

EPIGRAM    ON    CAPTAIN    ANTHONY. 

HcEB  the  aahee  lie 

Of  BinM — not  Saint — Amthoxt  ! 
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BROTHER       AND       SISTER. 


Br    KRS     T.    J.    CARltET. 


There  are  some  words  which  only  should  be  spoken 
When  from  the  soul  each  earth-bound  cham  is  broken ; 
With  the  low  cadence  of  an  earnest  prayer ; 
Mid  the  hushed  depths  of  passionate  despair ; 
In  the  calm  sabbath  of  the  loving  heart, 
Or  the  lone  twilight,  when  with  day  depart 
The  day^s  tumultuous  cares,  its  anxious  strife, 
And  leave  us  to  a  purer,  calmer  life. 

Never  amid  the  sounds  of  worldly  care 
By  cold  or  careless  utterance  may  we  dare 
Profane  those  holy  heart-words ;  they  were  given 
To  teach  us  here  the  alphabet  of  Heaven ! 
Home,  Parent,  Sister,  Brother  !  -^  is  there  one 
Whose  heart  awakes  not  to  an  echoing  tone 
When  these  are  spoken,  as  they  should  ever  be, 
With  love's  own  accent,  low  and  thrlllingly  ? 

^  Brother !  my  only  brother  !'  brcatlied  a  child 
In  the  lone  forest,  by  the  brookside  wild, 
As  hand  in  hand,  heart  clasped  to  heart,  they  strove 
To  speak  that  bitterest  word  to  those  who  love, 
Farewell  I     *  My  brother,  we  may  meet  no  more ! 
GrOD  bless  thee !    Love  me  still !'    The  strife  was  o'er ; 
Few  words  their  grief  allowed ;  brief  time  had  they, 
For  their  stern  guardian  might  not  brook  delay. 

They  entered  life  together  ;  they  had  shared 

Together  in  its  joys :  together  dared 

To  meet  its  fiercest  ills ;  but  this  jsad  doom 

To  part,  had  changed  earth  to  a  living  tomb ! 

Ohl  ye  to  whom  the  orphan's  &te  is  given. 

Think  of  the  holy  ties  ahready  riven ; 

Nor  dare  to  break,  with  ruthless  hand,  the  last 

That  round  the  crushed  and  bleeding  heart  is  cast ! 

'T  was  their  first  parting :  sorrow's  poisoned  sword 
Had  not  grown  blunt  with  using ;  the  sad  word 
'  Farewell !'  had  not  to  them  &miliar  grown, 
And  lost  thereby  its  bitterness  of  tone. 
No  marvel,  then,  that  hour,  to  them  so  brief. 
Almost  their  first  of  agonizmg  grief. 
The  work  of  age  shoum  do,  and  bid  them  part 
Children  in  years,  but  adults  of  the  heart. 

^  We  should  count  time  by  heart-throbs !'  —  who  can  UA\ 
What  years,  what  aires  in  tome  moments  dwell ! 
Wondering  we  speak  of  youthful  heads  turned  white 
Within  the  limit  of  a  single  night ; 
How  many  a  heart,  by  some  strong  feeling's  power. 
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Hath  paase^  from  youth  to  age  in  one  short  hour ! 
Childish  old  age  soon  seeks  its  mother's  breast, 
But  aged  youui  hath  no  suoh  kindly  rest. 

They  parted  thus :  she  to  the  prtdried  West 
Tamoij  as  the  young  dove  from  its  sheltering  nest ; 
He  'mid  New-England's  hills  and  forests  grew 
In  manly  beauty,  fearless,  free  and  true ; 
Wisdom,  which  the  free  mind  doth  ever  crave, 
New-England's  schools  with  liberal  bounty  gave ; 
And  soon  his  soul  a  loftier  pathway  trod ; 
New-England's  churches  led  his  heart  to  God. 

He  passed  'mid  youth's  temptations ;  but  a  power  . 
Of  firm  resistance  was  his  spirit's  dower  : 
The  hand  within  a  sister's  clasped  so  long 
Might  ne'er  be  lifted  to  a  deed  of  wrong ; 
The  lip  a  sister's  love  had  sealed  and  blessed 
Might-ne'er  to  those  less  pure  and  true  be  pressed : 
Her  holy  memory  still  was  in  his  heart. 
And  no  ignoble  bought  could  there  have  part 

And  thus  he  grew  to  manhood.    He  hath  gained 
A  name  none  blush  to  hear  ;  no  heart  is  pained 
When  he  is  praised ;  no  widow's  tear  e'er  fell 
Upon  the  laurel  which  he  weareth  well : 
And  he  hath  won  a  fair  and  gentle  bride, 
Who  in  life's  varied  pathway,  by  his  side, 
Through  ^^ood  or  ill,  with  dauntless  step  will  go, 
To  share  his  happiness  or  bear  his  wo. 

Is  the  forgotten  7    Go,  skeptic,  ask  him  now ! 

The  crown  of  life  sits  lightly  on  his  brow, 

Tet  there  are  lines  which  tell  that  much  of  care, 

Of  toil  and  suffering,  have  their  records  there. 

List  the  reply :  ^  My  sister's  love  hath  given 

Joy  to  my  pathwf^  ;  as  a  voice  from  Heaven 

Ever  unto  my  soul,  through  good  or  ill, 

Cometh  the  sound  :  ^  God  bless  thee !  love  me  still !' ' 

She.  'mid  the  prairies  of  the  storied  West, 
Hatn  found  a  home,  with  pure  affection  blest : 
Another  garden  claims  that  wild-flower  bright ; 
On  her  heart's  altar  burns  another  light. 
Her  home,  her  husband,  yea,  her  children,  daim 
Large  measure  of  her  love  ;  the  holy  name 
Of  mother  in  her  love-filled  heart  we  trace  : 
Hath  its  first  record,  brother,  still  a  place  7 

Ask  the  sweet  prattler  on  her  mother's  knee 
What  name  is  breathed  so  oft,  so  lovingly ! 
Ask  the  bright  boy  who  standeth  by  her  side 
Whence  was  the  name  he  claims  with  manly  pride ! 
By  their  home-altar  at  the  hour  of  prayer 
Bow  down,  and  list  the  heart-words  spoken  there : 
'  Bless  Thou  our  absent  brother  1'  then  depart, 
And  dare  no  more  to  doubt  a  sister*s  heart ! 
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A  Yankee  Myntic  !  a  Platonic  philosopher  from  the  region  of  'Boston  notioni!* 
The  words  sound  incongmous  :  yet  sucli  is  the  fact.  Tea ;  right  there,  in  the  hnrt 
of  practical  Yankee-land,  in  the  shrewdest,  keenest,  most  money-loTing  popnlgtioii, 
sits  a  circle  as  ^  idealistic,'  as  spiritual,  ay,  as  noble  in  thought,  as  any  eYcr  gaShend 
around  Plato  or  Alexandrian  PniLO.  A  school  of  mystic  Brahmins,  sodden^  dis- 
covered in  Liverpool,  would  hardly  be  more  strange.  And  what  a  ohange  from  thow 
simple,  devout  men,  who,  two  centuries  ago,  reared  thdr  chnrdhes  and  govemmoiti 
there ! — men  whose  whole  life  was  *•  practical,'  who  abhorred  all '  self-eiahBtion,'  and 
who  would  almost  crush  the  individual  man  in  bowing  prostrate  before  God.  Only 
imagine  the  horror  of  honest  John  Harvard,  for  instance,  if  told  that  in  a  few  gow- 
rations  one  of  the  Puritan  descendants  were  to  utter  snch  senthnenti  as  these,  and 
find  approval  for  them  too : 

<  I  AM  port  or  particlo  of  God.    I  am  God.    It  Ib  the  soul  that  degrHles  the  past,  tuns  ill  tUm 
to  poverty,  conruunds  the  saint  with  the  rogue,  shoves  Jesus  and  Judas  equally  mddeJ 

And  what  is  stranger  still,  these  Yankee  philosophers  differ  from  any  in  hisloiy; 
their  system  is  a  copy  from  no  other  ;  no  sect  or  school  is  like  ihem.  They  are  oiDed 
^Transcendentalists;'  but  it  will  be  found,  when  compared  with  the  GrennanlVBi- 
scendentalists,  that  they  differ  exceedingly.  Far  leas  vagne  and  mystio  in  fhoag^ 
and  more  fitted  to  reach  the  common  mind,  they  are  immeasnraUy  abore  them,  as  it 
seems  to  us,  in  sincere  devotion  to  truth  and  in  the  lovo  of  beauty.  Thdr  ideas  are 
generally  less  healthy,  less  solemn,  than  those  of  the  Carltlb  school  in  T^gj***^) 
while  in  a  simple  poetry,  and  in  hopefulness  for  mankind,  they  are  snperior.  The  mm 
difference  will  be  found  with  the  ancient  philosophers.  They  have  neither  the  allegori- 
sing spirit  of  Philo,  nor  tlie  hopelessness  of  the  Stoics,  nor  the  rdigioas  tendenoias  d 
Plato  ;  nor  are  they  imbued  with  the  self-submissiye  love  of  the  later  ChrWaa 
mystics.  They  form  a  school  by  themselves ;  their  system,  though  resembiing  i> 
many  points  those  of  other  ages,  is  original.  It  is  the  result  of  sfaigalar  ciroimiataBOCB ; 
(ho  product  of  states  of  thought  which  could  have  arisen  in  no  oUier  age  or 
Our  country,  with  all  her  inventions,  has  nothing  more  truly '  American'  than 
philosophy.  And  let  no  one  suppose  that  these  thinkers  are  a  set  of  ' 
dreamers.'    Their  influence,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  it,  is  oertidnly  not  n^gMife. 
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The  teacher  and  leader  of  the  school  is  Mr.  Emerson  ;  and  we  claim  for  him,  and 
shall  attempt  to  prove,  something  higher  than  the  character  of  a  mere  dreaming 
mystic.  We  are  aware  that,  with  American  thinkers,  we  are  attempting  a  somewhat 
thankless  task  in  defending  Ebierson  ;  the  langh  and  the  sneer  and  the  parody  haye 
sounded  too  long  against  him  to  give  much  hope  of  a  calm  hearing.  Bat  reviewers 
and  scholars  should  remember  that  this  process  has  ahready  been  tried  on  a  certain 
*  Transcendentalist^  of  England ;  that  for  years  no  man  was  so  mimicked  and  laughed 
at  and  slashed  by  reviews ;  and  yet  it  is  beginning  to  be  felt  now  that  no  thinker 
these  last  ten  years  has  moulded  earnest  minds  as  Thomas  Carltle.  It  may  be  so 
with  Emerson.  Our  critics  too  must  bear  in  mind,  that  beyond  all  other  peoples  of 
the  world  this  of  the  United  States  is  affected,  even  in  every  day  life,  by  abstract 
principles ;  and  before  they  are  aware  of  it,  these  ^  dreams^  of  Emerson  may  be  be- 
coming realities  through  the  mind  of  the  nation.  Systems  have  been  uprooted  and 
principles  planted,  before  this,  by  weaker  philosophies  than  Emerson^s.  We  would 
not  imply  by  this  that  all  who  condemn  this  philosophy  do  it  through  ignorance  or 
prejudice.  We  know  that  there  is  much  of  it  which  might  easily  be  misunderstood ; 
much  which,  without  its  connection,  is  absurdity ;  and  we  grant  with  regret  that  there 
is  much  which  meet  of  us  must  sincerely  condemn.  But  let  us  no  longer  laugh  it 
down  ;  let  iaxr  and  just  criticism  be  given  it ;  and  if  there  be  evil,  let  it  be  met  and 
reasoned  away,  and  where  there  b  good  let  it  not  be  rejected  because  dressed  in  un- 
usual language,  or  coming  from  a  suspicious  source. 

*  The  motto  of  the  whole  Emersonian  system  is  the  words  ^  I  am.'  The  grandeur, 
the  awfulness  of  the  soul ;  the  exaltation  of  self.  This  stands  out  on  every  page. 
The  greatness,  the  independence  of  the  human  will,  is  the  idea  which  meets  us  every 
where  5  it  is  self  which  paints  the  varied  beauty  around  us ;  self  which  curses  or 
blesses  us,  here  or  hereafter ;  self  which  creates  circumstances  and  fortune.  Yes ; 
God  himself  sometimes  seems  only  the  ideal  reflection  of  this  existence,  the  Mind. 
'  We  beheve  in  ourselves,'  he  says,  *  as  we  do  not  believe  in  others.  It  is  an  instance 
of  our  &ith  in  ourselves  that  men  never  speak  of  crime  as  lightly  as  they  think ;  os 
every  man  thinks  a  latitude  safe  for  himself  which  is  nowise  to  be  indulged  to  another.' 
Again :  ^  All  private  sympathy  is  partial.  .  .  .  Marriage  (in  what  is  called  the 
spiritual  world)  is  impossible,  because  of  the  inequality  between  every  subject  and 
every  object.  .  .  .  There  will  be  the  same  gulf  between  every  me  and  thee  as  be- 
tween the  original  and  the  picture.  The  universe  is  the  bride  of  the  soul.  ...  As 
I  am,  BO  I  see.  .  .  .  Instead  of  feeling  a  poverty  when  we  encounter  a  great  man 
let  us  treat  the  new-comer  like  a  travelling  geologist  who  passes  through  our  estate 
and  shows  us  good  slate  or  anthracite  or  lime-stone  in  our  brush  pasture.  .  .  .  They 
think  society  wiser  than  their  soul,  and  know  not  that  one  soul  and  their  soul  is 
wiser  than  the  whole  world.  See  how  nations  and  races  flit  by  on  the  sea  of  time, 
and  leave  no  ripple  to  tell  where  they  floated  or  sank  *,  and  one  good  soul  shall  make 
the  name  of  Moses  or  of  Zeno  or  of  Zoroaster  reverend  forever.'  Then  again,  we 
have  the  old  Stoic  over  again  in  his  contempt  for  outward  evil,  his  elevation  above 
annoyance  or  sorrow.  No  suflering  in  this  life,  no  future  of  pain,  need  bend  this 
proud  will. 

While  we  recognise  in  much  of  this  the  language  only  of  the  philosc^hy  which 
would  reduce  all  outward  appearances  to  the  mind's  mode  of  conceiving  them ;  while 
we  honor  his  attempt  to  convince  men  of  their  native  "hobleness,  we  do  dissent  from 
very  much  of  it.    It  seems  to  us  a  cold  and  unsympathizing  philosophy ;  it  is  very 
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grand,  but  it  is  also  very  repulsiye.  He  would  make  each  human  being  an  iflolated, 
independent  demi-god,  instead  of  a  weeping,  laughing  man,  with  a  heart  clinging  in 
countless  sympathies  to  every  heart  around  him.  Man  was  not  made  for  independ- 
ence ;  for  this  solitary  self-worship.  He  was  made  to  trust,  to  love,  to  depend ;  and 
we  do  believe  that  his  highest  nobleness,  his  greatest  fveedom,  is  found  in  subjection ; 
subjection  to  what  is  right 'and  true ;  his  truest  independence  is  in  perfect  dq>endence^ 
on  Him,  the  only  self-supported.  And  for  ourselves,  we  do  doubt  this  much-vaonted 
strength  of  the  human  will.  A  head-ache  will  break  it ;  sorrow  or  poverty  may 
crush  it ;  it  needs  but  a  sUght  change  in  the  bodily  organs  to  loosen  utterly  its  grasp 
over  the  mind.  It  is  true,  the  soul  can  inflict  a  terrible  punishment  on  itself,  even 
here,  and  sometimes  the  strong  will  can  set  itself  firmly  'against  a  sea  of  1h>ubles ;' 
but  who  will  say  it  shall  be  so  beyond  ? — who  will  dare  say,  when  the  mind  whirls 
out  into  that  dim  void,  a  feather  in  the  ceaseless  tempest,  that  it  can  in  any  way  direct 
itself?  It  is  there,  a  feeble  existence  in  the  hands  of  Infinite  Power  ;  the  knowledge 
which  contrived  its  beautiful  harmonies  can  as  easily  jar  them  to  discords.  Who  can 
say  what  it  shall  bravo  then  ?  Who,  in  such  an  untried  life,  will  boast  of  that  wavering, 
yielding  will  ?    Is  not  our  truest  course,  after  all,  humility  of  self?  .    • 

However  cold  this  view  of  man's  nature  may  seem,  it  is  almost  lost  sight  of  in  a 

certain  magnanimity  of  sentiment,  which  to  us  throws  an  indescribable  charm  about 

uU  Emerson's  writings.     In  this  he  is  most  original ;  there  is  no  moralizer  like  him. 

One  cannot  avoid  the  conviction  that  a  sincere,  noble  man  is  speaking  out  plainly  his 

thoughts  ;  thoughts  which  do  not  sound  over-strained,  as  if  Aoo  perfect  for  any  human 

being  to  realize,  nor  ^  sentimental,'  as  though  the  author  were  too  amiable  to  be  manly ; 

nor  do  they  smack  of  the  cssa3nst  or  philosopher ;  but  they  are  manly,  whole-souled 

sentiments,  such  as  common  men  have  to  one  another,  but  such  somehow  as  boc^ 

have  quite  failed  to  notice.     It  is  like  the  dignity  and  simplicity  of  an  Indian  chief, 

speaking  out  in  the  tongue  of  civilized  life.     We  see  the  soul  of  a  true  man  opened 

to  us,  vigorous,  stern,  yet  swelling  with  generous  impulse  and  gentle  affection ;  a  man 

true  in  himself,  and  who  demands  plain  truth  from  others ;  one  who  can  clasp  a  friend 

to  himself  with  all  the  deep  love  of  a  mini's  heart,  but  who  wants  no  sentimental  talk 

or  girlish  dependence.    He  speaks  of  friendship,  and  you  see  it  is  no  boy's  romance 

or  pretty  subject  for  an  essay,  with  him.    lie  has  felt  it ;  he  has  known  the  almost 

solemn  delight  when,  after  years  of  trial,  the  thought  has  settled  on  the  mind  that  we 

have  VL  friend;  a  man  who  without  affectation  loves  us,  who  will  deal  plmnly  with  us 

as  with  himself,  who  will  stand  by  us  through  our  follies  and  our  sorrows ;  not  de- 

pendent,  but  linked  with  us  in  the  highest  of  all  unions,  a  straggle  for  the  same  noble 

and  grand  ends.    Friendship  with  him  is  no  light  thing ;  it  is  stem ;  it  is  religions : 

'  Xot  made  of  wine  and  dreams,  but  of  the  tough  fibre  of  the  human  heart.^    And 

we  beheve  that  in  these  essays  ho  strikes  at  one  great  fault  of  American  society — a 

fault  often  noticed  by  foreigners  :  the  want  of  friendships  between  men  and  men.    In 

Europe  men  of  maturity  and  deed  can  unite  in  generous  friendship  for  a  life-time ; 

the  separation  of  a  Fox  and  Burke  could  draw  tears  f^om  an  assembly  of  legialatorB  \ 

but  what  union  often  exists  here  between  men  of  years  except  a  dinner-union  or 

business-partnership  ?    Shall  it  be  always  so  ?    But  to  return  to  our  author.    The 

same  greatness,  manliness  of  sentiment,  we  find  expressed  in  all  his  analyses  of  the 

usages  of  society.    Hear  him  on  so  conmion  a  subject  as  '  Gifts :' 

*Tbb  nde  Ibr  a  gift  is  that  we  convey  to  some  peraon  that  which  property  belonn  to  his  charBCter 
sad  Is  easily  aaeodkted  with  him  in  thought.  But  our  tokens  of  compliment  and  love  are  for  the 
most  part  bartMTOus.    Rings  and  other  Jewels  are  not  gifts,  but  apologiefl  for  gilto :  the  only  gift  la  a 
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portion  of  thTself ;  thon  must  bleed  for  me.  TherefoFe  the  poet  brings  his  poem,  the  shepherd  his 
Iamb,  ...  the  points  his  picture,  the  girl  a  handkerchief  of  her  own  sewing.  .  ,  .  Bat  it  is  a 
ooJd,  lifeless  business,  when  you  go  to  the  shops  to  buy  me  something  which  does  not  represent 
your  life  and  talents,  but  a  gold-smith's.  .  .  .  He  is  a  good  msn  who  can  receive  a  gift  weu.  We 
are  either  glad  or  sorry  at  a  gift,  and  both  emotions  are  unbecoming.  ...  I  am  sorry  when  my 
Independence  is  invaded,  or  when  a  gift  comes  fh>m  such  as  do  not  know  my  spirit,  voa.  so  the  act 
is  not  supported ;  and  if  the  gift  please  me  overmuch,  then  I  should  be  ashamed  that  the  donor 
ahould  rrad  my  heart  and  see  that  I  love  his  commodity  and  not  him.  .  .  .  The  expectation  of 
gratitude'  (we  commend  this  to  that  much-injured  class  of  housekeepers  who  are  so  trouoled  by  un- 
gnUeftil  servants),  *the  escpectation  of  gratitude  is  mean,  and  is  continually  punished  by  the  total 
uisraisibility  of  the  obliged  person.  It  Is  a  great  happiness  to  get  off  without  ujury  and  heiit-bum- 
ing  from  <»ie  who  has  had  the  ill-lbck  to  be  served  by  you.  The  reason  of  these  discords  I  conceive 
to  be  that  there  is  no  oommensurability  between  a  man  and  his  gift.  .  .  .  Hie  service  a  man  rm- 
dWB  his  firiend  is  trivial  and  selfish  compared  with  the  service  he  knows  his  firiend  stood  in  readiness 
to  yield  him,  alike  before  he  had  begun  to  serve  his  Mend  and  now  also.* 

The  Edtay  on  '  Manners'  ^ves  us  a  similar  train  of  thoughts  as  he  analyzes  in  a 
quite  ingenious  mode  the  opinions  prevalent  in  polite  society.  Hear  his  definition  of 
a  *  Gentleman :' 

'  Thk  gentleman  is  a  man  of  truth,  lord  of  his  own  actions,  and  expressing  that  lordship  in  his 
behaviour,  not  in  any  manner  dependent  and  servile,  either  on  persons  or  opinions  or  possessions. 
Beyond  this  fact  <^  truth  and  real  force,  the  word  denotes  good-nature  or  benevolence ;  manhood 
first  and  then  gentleness.'  ...  *  My  gentleman  gives  the  law  where  he  is :  he  will  out-pray  saints  in 
chapel ;  out-general  veterans  in  the  field,  and  outrshine  all  courtesy  in  the  halL  He  is  good  company 
for  pirates,  and  good  for  academicians.' 

«lf  the  aristocrat  is  onlV  valid  in  fashionable  circles  and  not  with  truckmen,  he  will  never  be  a 
leader  in  fashion.'  ...  ^  If  the  fiashionist  have  not  this  quality  (self-reliance,)  he  is  nothing.  We  are 
suchtoversof  self-reliance,  that  we  excuse  in  a  man  many  sins  if  he  will  show  us  a  complete  satis- 
fiKdon  in  his  position,  whidi  asks  no  leave  to  be  of  mine,  or  anv  man's  good  opinion.  But  any  defe- 
rence to  some  eminent  man  or  woman  of  the  world,  forfeits  all  privilege  of  nobility.  He  b  an  im- 
derling :  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  him ;  I  will  speak  with  his  master.' 

The  conclusion  of  it  all  thus  is,  that  ^  Every  thing  called  fashion  and  courtesy  hum- 
bles itself  before  the  cause  and  fountain  of  honor,  creator  of  titles  and  dignities,  namely, 
the  heart  of  love  .*' 

*  What  is  rich  ?  Are  you  rich  enough  to  help  any  body  ?  to  succor  the  unfashionable  and  the  eo- 
eentric?  rich  enough  to  make  the  Canadian  In  his  wagon,  the  Itinerant  with  his  consul's  p»per  which 
commends  him  ^to  the  charitable,'  the  swarthy  Italian  with  his  few  broken  words  of  English,  feel 
the  noble  exception  of  your  presence,  and  your  house  fW>m  the  general  bleakne^  and  stonlness? 
What  is  vulgar,  but  to  refuse  the  claim  on  acute  and  conclusive  reasons?  What  is  gentle  but  to 
allow  it,  and  give  their  heart  and  yours  one  holiday  f^om  the  national  caution  V 

It  is  high  praise  of  any  author,  almost  the  highest,  to  say  that  he  is  an  honest  searcher 
for  truth.  Men  who  are  odd  for  the  sake  of  being  odd,  or  independent  for  the  fieime 
cX  originality,  are  not  so  uncommon.  But  the  simple,  sincere  lover  of  truth  for  truth's 
sake,  is  rare.  When  ho  does  appear,  mankind  should  meet  him  with  their  heartiest 
welcome.  For  after  all  our  easy  moralizing,  what  more  difficult  thing  is  there  for  a 
man  than  to  be  true  ?  To  break  over  the  associations,  endeared  to  him  by  long  and 
pleasant  memories,  to  find  loosening  from  his  heart,  the  sympathies  and  esteem  of 
those  he  has  been  taught  from  childhood  to  respect ;  to  expose  himself  to  the  quiet 
sneer  or  the  settled  dislike  of-  men  around  him  at  his  oddity ;  and  worse  than  all,  to 
have  the  awful  fear  gathering  darkly  over  his  soul  that  he  may  be  losing  the  love  of 
his  God  ;  all  this  perhaps  must  a  man  meet  for  truth.  He  who  has  done  this,  is  no 
weak  man.  He  deserves  our  honor.  Yet  it  is  very  easy  to  forget  this  j  it  is  very 
easy  to  forget,  as  a  man  stands  up  in  simple  humble  spirit  for  his  particular  truth, 
what  a  weary  course  of  darkness  and  struggling  it  may  have  cost  him  to  win  it.  We 
believe  Mr.  Emerson  has  thus  sought  for  truth.  And  more  than  this,  we  believe  him 
striving,  with  all  his  varied  powers,  to  raise  his  fellow  men  to  this  higher  life  of  truth 
and  spirituality.  We  know  we  are  treading  here  near  topics  from  which  custom  and 
cant  have  worn  aU  their  freshness.  But  we  do  believe  every  man,  if  asked  plainly,  with 
no  whine  of  religious  phrase,  would  acknowledge  there  was  an  infinitely  higher  fife 
possible  for  him ;  would  confess  the  meanness  of  the  life  he  lives,  compared  to  what 


258  Literary  Notices.  [Marrfi* 

he  might  live.  Every  one  of  us  have  had  our  moments  of  refieotkm,  when  the  gm- 
dear  and  beauty  of  a  higher  hfe  floated  before  us.  We  have  had  tome  fiiint  oonoep- 
tion  wliat  it  woiild  be  to  live  for  noble  and  generous  ends ;  to  be  free  from  this  meamieM 
and  selfishness,  whieh  so  cliain  mankind ;  to  have  a  mind  at  length  above  theae  ever- 
clamoring  appetites  and  passions.  At  such  time,  we  saw  the  beanty  and  dmne  ma- 
jesty of  truth.  Wc  felt  what  the  exalted  consciousness  would  be,  that  witlun  na  not 
the  slightest  falseness  harbored.  We  asked  not  for  future  happmesa ;  bat  amply  and 
witli  a  trust  in  a  higher,  we  gave  up  ourselves  to  live  for  homan  freedom  and  hanUB 
happiness.  All  men  have  some  such  thoughts,  whether  these  worda  ezpreaa  them  or 
not.  There  are  better  moments  in  every  man^s  hfe,  nobler  impnlaea  than  hkoommoo. 
And  it  is  to  these,  in  these  volumes,  Euerbon  so  often  speaks.  He  wonld  show  at 
how  cvery-day  life  may  at  length  be,  what  we  have  so  often  dreamed  it.  That  it  on 
be  true,  earnest,  generous,  though  spent  in  the  din  of  the  market  or  qaiet  of  the  col- 
lege. He  tells  us  of  a  noble,  spiritual  life,  which  bat  few,  with  whatever  profga«mM| 
liave  ever  realized.  These  sentiments  of  his  are  not  Utopian ;  they  are  not  impracdod } 
unless  Christianity  is  Utopian,  and  to  forget  an  endless  life,  is  to  be  praotioal.  They 
express  what  we  all  acknowledge  as  truth,  but  which  we  all  heaitate  to  act  upon ;  a&8 
must  tliis  always  be  so  ?  Shall  not  the  day  come  when  men  oan  realize  all  that  Ehii- 
soN,  and  all  that  a  higher  than  Emerson,  has  pictured  \  Con  we  not,  even  in  thia  day, 
resolve  with  him,  that  for  our  part  we  will  make  society  a  true  and  eameet  thing,  and 
no  more  an  exchange  of  hy])ocrisies  ^  that  we  will  do  away  with  every  veetige  of  fidie- 
ncss  in  life  or  dealhigs ;  that  for  us,  uur  days  sliall  no  more  be  given  to  aiq[>etHe  and 
selfishness,  but  to  a  life  of  love,  to  unchecked,  fearless  service  of  truth.  To  the  adholVi 
he  says : 

'  It  b<KX>mc«  him  to  feel  all  Gonfidoncc  in  hinwolf,  and  to  defer  Dover  to  Um  popular  ery.    liBtl 


not  quiet  his  belief  Uiat  u  pop  gun  is  a  pop  |[ifun,though  the  ancient  and  hononble  oftlie  earth  idtaallti 

1.  In  silei      -  ■■  -    - 


bo  tho  cracic  or  doom.  In  silence,  in  steadiness,  in  severe  abfltractton,  lei  him  bold  bj  Mmaslf ;  i 
sorvation  to  observation,  patient  of  neglect,  patient  of  reproach ;  and  bide  his  own  tbaa.'  .  .  •  *1 
Hhould  tho  scholar  l)o,  ft-oe  and  brave.*  .  .  .  *It  is  a  Hbamo  to  him,  if  his  tranqutUltjaiiMdai^ 
times  arise  flrom  tho  presumption  tliat  lilce  children  and  women,  hh*  Is  aprotedied  cIsm:  or  if  lMbM» 
a  temporary  pi'ace  by  the  diversion  of  his  thoughta  from  politics  or  vexed  gneBtions,  hldtaig  Us  hppA 
lilce  an  ostrich  in  tho  flowering  bu!>hc8.  i)eeping  into  microscopes  and  tunuDgiiiyiiifl^naDOf  ^ 
ties  to  Iceep  his  courage  up.* 

Wc  commend  his  views  of  the  pilgrims  to  some  even  of  the  more  orthodox  of 
descendants  at  the  present  day : 

*  What  a  debt  is  ours  to  that  old  roligion,  which,  In  the  childhood  of  most  of  us,  lUn  dmll  tti  a 
Sabbath  morning  in  the  country  of  New-England,  teaching  privation,  self-denlsl  and  sonovl   A 


man  was  bom  not  for  prosi>erity,  but  to  mSkx  for  the  Iraneflt  of  others  like  the  noUe ; 

which  all  around  our  villages  bleeds  for  the  Korvice  of  man.    Not  praise,  not  raen^  aoeo|i( 

doiru?,  but  the  sni  rit's  lioly  erruiiil  tliro\igh  us,  absorbed  the  thougnt.    How  dignified  wis  ttda  I 

all  that  is  colled  talents  and  success  in  our  nolfiv  capitals,  becMnes  buzz  and  din  bclbn  lUs  Wtlk" 

worthiness !'  .  .  .  ^  And  wiut  la  to  replace  for  us  uie  piety  of  that  race  ?    We  caonoi  have  UmIb  :  K 

glides  away  flrom  us  day  by  day,  but  we  also  can  bask  in  tho  great  morning  wUdi  rises  ftavfer  oal  if 

the  eastern  sea,  and  be  ourselves  the  children  of  the  light* 

We  liave  said  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  seek  for  truth  as  freely  as  EmrnaoH  haa  doM. 
But  in  scarcely  any  country  is  it  more  difficult  than  in  this.  Oar  very  eqoalilj  flf 
rights  gives  tremendous  force  to  public  opinion,  and  but  few  dare  rise  againat  It.  Iks 
hootings  of  the  mob  are  always  more  fearful  than  chains  and  prisona.  A  man  n^ 
brace  himself  against  mere  persecution  of  power  ;  but  when  the  man  by  hla  aide,  hb 
brother  and  mess-mate  and  friend,  turn  against  him,  who  oan  fiiee  it  f  Aa  a  eooM- 
(|UQnce,  how  few  in  this  country  think  independently  of  all  party  orgprniationa !  Hev 
l)oimd  up  are  we  within  our  sects  and  our  schools  and  our  partiea !  BMxaaoii  maii 
have  seen  this  great  fault  of  our  people  *,  and  in  this  volume  he  haa  atmck  at  it  boUlj 
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and  manfoUy ;  we  doubt  not  his  soooen.  Our  people  do  at  least,  alter  a  course  of. 
years,  acknowledge  truth ;  and  the  bold,  independent  thinker,  though  his  name  be 
blackened  now,  sball  not  even  here  miss  his  reward.  We  think  too  we  notice  a  change 
in  this  matter ;  the  old  boundary  marks  of  creeds  are  being  swept  off;  thought  is  freer. 
JBven  the  popular  taste  in  literature  seeks  the  more  earnest  authors.  Men  are  grow- 
ing earnest,  and  they  want  true,  hearty  thinkers,  no  matter  how  many  conventionalisms 
and  elegancies  they  violate.  Cakltlb  has  a  hundred  times  the  influence  of  Macaulat  ; 
and  Miss  Bkbmbb,  Ruskin,  and  *•  Jane  Etrb'  are  read,  where  Jambs  and  Bulwer  are 
acaroely  heard  of.  In  newspapers,  it  is  your  odd,  honest,  independent  Gbeelbt  that 
thrilli  the  fiurthest  corner  of  the  land  with  his  thoughts,  while  *•  leading  journals,'  with 
stately  editorials,  are  dozed  over  most  quietly.  That  Mr.  Emerson's  writings  are 
crowded  with  faults,  no  £ur  reader  can  be  disposed  to  deny ;  and  yet  we  are  inclined 
to  think  these  have  been  nmch  exaggerated ;  especially,  let  any  one  compare  the  earlier 
Bawys  with  this  volume  of  Addresses,  and  he  will  be  surprised  at  the  change  for  the 
better  in  these  later  writings.  That  which  would  most  repel  an  earnest  mind  in  the 
'  Essays,'  is  a  certain  unhealthiness  of  sentiment,  an  epicurean,  skeptic-like  view  of 
life.  We  find  him  regarding  all  actions,  whether  noble  or  selfish,  as  equally  indifferent ; 
religion  and  happiness  as  results  of  a  good  state  of  liver ;  life  itself  is  superficial  and 
sickening ;  temperam^it  governs  every  thing ;  and  man  is  only  a  machine.  But  as 
we  go  on  in  his  writings,  a  deeper  and  more  earnest  tone  sounds  through  them.  The 
skeptic  is  gone ;  and  we  see  a  man,  solemn  as  under  the  shadow  of  eternity,  with  every 
power  intehsely  strained  to  show  to  others  the  truth  which  so  ennobles  him.  These 
'  Addresses'  are  strong,  practical,  earnest  speeches ;  such  as  can  reach  the  common 
mind  of  our  American  people.  They  treat  of  every •  day  matters ;  common  political 
and  moral  questions.  They  are  sermons  on  Economy,  on  Manliness,  on  Honesty,  on 
Edigioaa  living ;  and  they  strike  to  the  heart  of  these  things,  as  few  sermons  we  have 
We  give  as  an  instance  his  views  of  Economy  : 


*!■  our  boose-keeping  safcred  and  honorable  ?  Does  it  raise  and  Inspire  us,  or  does  It  cripple  us 
loatesd? 

*  Oar  expense  is  almost  all  f<Nr  conformity.  It  Is  for  cake  we  run  in  debt ;  H  Is  not  the  intellect,  not 
the  heart,  not  beauty,  not  worship,  that  costs  so  much.  .  .  .  We  are  first  sensual,  and  then  must 
be  rich.  We  dare  not  trost  our  wit  for  making  our  house  pleasant  to  our  friend,  and  so  we  buy  ioe- 
creama.  ...  As  soon  as  there  is  (Uth,  as  soon  as  there  is  society,  comfits  and  cushions  will  be  left 
far  alavea.  Expense  will  be  inventive  and  heroic  .  .  .  Lei  ua  learn  the  meaning  of  eoonomy. 
Boonomy  is  a  high,  humane  oflloe,  or  sacrament,  when  its  aim  is  grand :  when  it  is  the  prudence  of 
simple  taslea ;  wbmi  it  is  practised  for  freedom,  or  love,  or  devotion.  Much  of  the  economy  we  see 
in  houaea  is  of  a  base  origin,  and  is  best  kept  out  of  sight  Parched  com  eaten  to-day,  that  I  may 
liava  roast  fowl  for  my  dinner  on  Sunday,  is  a  baseness;  but  parched  com  and  a  house  with  one 
apartment,  that  I  may  be  flroe  of  all  perturbations ;  that  I  may  be  serene  and  docile  to  what  the  mind 
anaD  nwfik,  and  girt  and  road-ready  for  the  lowest  mission  of  knowledge  or  good-win,  is  fhigality 
fiur  gooa  and  heroes.' 

It  may  not  be  out  of  place  here,  also,  to  transcribe  a  little  picture  he  draws  of  public 

worship: 

*I  QHCB  heard  a  preacher  who  sorely  tempted  me  to  my  I  would  go  to  church  no  more.  Mm  go, 
fhoogfat  I,  where  they  are  wont  to  go,  else  had  no  soul  entered  the  temple  in  the  afremooo.  A  snow- 
storm was  IhUing  around  us.  Thesnow-fltorm  was  real;  the  preacher  merely  spectral;  and  the  eye 
felt  the  aad  conUaat  in  looking  at  him  and  then  out  of  the  window  behind  him,  into  the  beanUfrd 
meteor  of  the  snow.  He  had  Uved  in  vain.  He  had  no  one  word  intimating  that  he  had  laughed  or 
wept ;  waa  married  or  in  love :  had  been  commended,  or  cheated,  or  chagrined.  If  he  had  ever 
lived  and  acted,  we  were  none  the  wiser  for  it.  Tlie  capital  secret  of  his  profusion,  namelv,  to  con- 
vert life  into  truth,  be  had  not  learned.  ...  It  seemed  strange  that  the  people  should  come  to 
church.  It  seemed  as  if  their  hooaee  were  very  unentertaining,  that  they  shouki  prefer  this  thoughtteaa 
clamor.  It  shows  that  there  Is  a  commanding  attraction  in  the  moral  sentiment  that  can  lend  a  feint 
tint  of  U^to  doUneaa  and  ignorance  coming  in  its  name  and  place.' 

He  deplores  the  *  decaying  of  the  church,'  as  he  calls  it,  and  concludes :  *  What 
greater  calamity  can  fall  upon  a  nation  than  the  loss  of  worship  ?  Then  all  things  go 
to  decay.    Grenius  leaves  the  temple  to  haunt  the  senate  or  the  market ;  Literature 
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becomes  frivolotus ;  Science  is  cold.  The  eye  of  youth  is  not  lighted  by  the  hope  flC 
other  worlds,  and  age  is  without  honor.^ 

Mr.  Emerson  is  frequently  charged  with  inconsistency,  and  we  certunly  shall  not 
attempt  to  deny  it.  We  believe  it  the  same  inconsistency  a  man  shows  in  an  excited 
conversation.  He  takes  one  view  of  a  subject ;  he  is  deeply  moved  by  it ;  his  wofdi 
come  fcMTth  strong  and  glowing ;  and  yet  an  hour  after  we  may  find  him  arguing  on  a 
different  side,  and  with  honesty  too.  It  is  the  inconsistency  of  excitement ;  ibe  one- 
sided view  of  truth.  We  excuse  it  in  a  talker,  but  require  something  more  complete 
in  a  writer.  Still  we  are  disposed  to  think,  if  authors  were  more  honest,  there  would 
be  far  more  inconsiBtency.  Every  man  who  thinks  must  be  conscious  of  exceedin|^ 
different  states  of  mind  in  regard  to  the  same  subjects.  There  are  timea  when  his 
metaphyseal  systems  will  melt  awsty  before  his  affections  and  hopes.  There  are  others 
when  Logic  fixes  the  cold  limits,  and  he  cannot  pass  beyond  them.  At  one  time  his 
deity  seems  hardly  anything  but  lofty  and  eternal  principles ;  at  another,  he  feels  his 
heart  close  to  a  heart  like  his  own,  only  infinite  in  its  love  and  pity.  Perhaps  this  b 
Embrson^s  self-contradiction. 

No  man  should  ever  undertake  to  defend  isolated  expressions  of  Emerson's.  -  A 
skilful  culler  from  his  writings  could  convict  him  of  blasphemy  and  nonsense  and  ob- 
scurity, without  the  smallest  difficulty.  They  must  be  taken  in  their  connexion  to  ap- 
preciate their  meaning.  And  when  thus  taken  we  venture  to  say  that,  with  but  few 
exceptions,  they  will  convey  a  deep  and  true  idea.  His  obscurity  is  angular,  ft  Is 
not  in  the  use  of  strange  or  new  conjoined  words,  like  much  of  Carltlr's.  His 
words  are  plain,  strong,  living  Saxon.  It  is  not,  as  we  think,  generally  in  vagne  thoi^t, 
like  much  in  the  mystic  writers.  It  seems  rather  to  consist  in  abrupt,  apparently 
isolated  sentences,  when  in  fact  there  is  a  true  connexion  ]  in  figures,  where  the  analogy 
is  not  at  once  clear,  except  to  those  accustomed  to  his  style ;  in  common  words,  which 
with  him  are  signs  of  many  qualities  conjoined,  or  are  particular  wwds  expressing 
general  principles.  Such  an  obscurity  may  be  an  objection,  but  it  oertaudy  is'not 
without  example  in  our  best  writers.  An  obscurity,  too,  which,  imlike  that  in  aome 
of  our  ^  best  writers,^  rewards  investigation. 

We  do  not  deny,  however,  that  there  is  in  his  writings  an  obscurity  sometimes  deeper 
than  this.  The  analogies  so  favorite  with  him  between  matter  and  spirit  seem  not 
seldom  to  lead  him  into  misty  paths.  A  neat  antithesis,  too,  occasi<maIIy  throws  » 
veil  over  the  thought.  And  there  are  passages,  beautiful  in  appearahoe,  which  no 
charitable  construction  or  close  study  can  in  any  way  explain.  We  must  oon<Mle 
they  are  those  vague  sentiments,  with  misty  outlines  of  beauty,  which  float  throii|^ 
almost  every  mind.  Mr.  Emerson  has  had  the  frankness  or  the  folly  to  express  them. 
But  however  incomprehensible  he  is  at  times,  all  must  allow  the  frequency  in  his 
works  of  those  condensed  expressions  which  contain  such  a  world  of  truth.  Yivid 
statements  of  wide-reaching  principles,  such  as  startle  us  so  often  in  Shakspiark,  or 
Goethe,  or  Ricrter.  It  is  these  compact  forms  of  truth  which  last  the  longest  in  s 
language.  Genius  alone  can  frame  them.  Emerson  has  enriched  our  language  with 
many.  This  we  have  said  of  his  prose.  Of  his  poetry  we  do  not  profess  to  judge. 
What  little  we  have  seen,  we  should  not  for  a  moment  suspect  to  be  from  EMsmsoN. 
We  would  speak  diffidently ;  but  if  nonsense  and  utter  opaqueness  show  a  want  of 
poetic  talent,  his  poems  can  claim  little.  And  yet  there  is  hardly  a  page,  of  his  prose 
but  shows  the  true  poet.  His  love  of  beaut)',  his  pure  appreciation  of  nature,  are 
wonderful.    Not  the  thread-bare,  worn-out  descriptions  of  Nature ;  of  flowing  meada 
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and  parling  streams,  and  sun-sets,  and  what  not,  which  fill  most  writers,  even  poets ; 

but  a  close,  pure;,  loving  observation  of  the  thousand  beauties  around  |dm.    Hear 

him  on  this : 

*■  Go  into  the  forest,  you  shall  And  all  new  and  ondescribed.  The  screaming  of  the  wild-geese  flying 
bv  night;  the  thin  note  of  the  companionable  titmouse,  in  the  winter  day;  ttie  flUl  of  swarms  of 
flies  in  autumn  (h>m  combats  high  in  the  air,  pattering  down  on  the  leaves  like  rain ;  the  angry  hiss 
of  the  wood-birds;  the  pine  throwing  out  its  pollen  for  the  next  century:  the  turpsntine  exuding 
fhxn  the  trse;  and,  indeed,  any  vegetation,  any  animation^  any  and  aU  are  BUKennattempted.'  ...  Or 
again:  ^llie  noonday  darkness  of  the  Anierican  forests,  the  deep,  echoing,  aboriginal  woods,  where 
the  fiving  columns  of  the  oak  and  fir  tower  up  from  the  ruins  of  the  trees  of  the  last  millennium ; 
where  ttam  year  to  year  the  eagle  and  orow  see  no  intruder;  Ute  pinei(  bearded  with  savage  moss, 
yet  touched  with  grace  by  the  violets  at  their  feet ;  the  broaiU  cold  lowlaiKi,  which  forms  its  coat  of 
▼i^MT  with  the  stiUnesB  of  subterranean  crystallization ;  and  where  the  traveller,  amid  the  repuMve 
plants  tiwt  are  native  in  the  swamps,  thinks  with  pleasing  terror  of  the  distant  town ;  this  beenty, 
naggard  and  desert  beauty,  which  the  sun  and  the  moon,  the  snow  and  the  rain,  repaint  and  vary, 
has  nevrarbeea  reowded  by  art.* 

The  religious  world  generally,  we  suppose,  look  with  suspicion  even  on  EmcRsoif^s 
moral  essays.  And  yet  u  will  be  found  his  moralinng  rests  to  a  certain  extent  tm  the 
tmly  christian  basis.  It  is  no  outward,  merely  moral  self-culture ;  no  mere  oorrect- 
ing  of  habits.  The  Heart  of  Love  is  his  great  theme.  The  purifying,  the  great 
principle  of  a  man's  life,  is  what  he  is  ever  urging.  His  political  philosophy,  too,  is 
such  as  agrees  remarkably  with  the  (so-called)  religions  philosophy  of  the  country. 
He  would  re-make  society  by  infusing  the  higher  principles :  ^  These  beneficiaries 
(the  reformers,')  he  says,  *  hope  to  raise  man  by  improving  his  circumstances ;  by 
combination  of  that  which  is  dead  they  hope  to  make  something  alive.  In  vain ;'  and 
then  he  quotes  the  expression  of  the  ^  sad  Pebtalozzi  :'  ^  The  amelioration  of  outward 
circumstances  will  be  the  effect,  but  can  never  be  the  means  of  mental  and  moral  im- 
provement.' Then  in  another  place,  in  regard  to  every  experiment  failing  that  has 
not  the  *'  moral  principle'  within  it,  he  concludes :  ^  The  pacific  Fourier  will  be  as  in- 
efficient as  the  pernicious  Nap6leon.' 

As  we  consider  the  whole  style  and  philosophy  of  these  writings,  we  are  more  and 
more  struck  with  their  peculiar  originality.  We  doubt  whether  our  literature  has 
produced  anything  more  truly  native  to  it.  Hitherto  our  authors  have,  for  the  most 
part,  held  before  them  some  foreign  model.  Their  expression  and  mode  of  thought 
have  not  been  the  natural  fruit  of  this  new  soil.  It  is  not  so  with  Emerson.  That 
ragged,  energetic  style  of  his,  softened  occasionally  by  gleams  of  wonderful  beauty, 
could  have  had  no  model.  It  seems  almost  the  reflection  of  the  scenery  in  which  he 
has  lived ;  those  gray  granite  hills,  as  they  are  gilded  by  autunm  light  or  chequered 
by  summer  shadows.  We  have  somctunes  wondered  whether  much  of  this  philoso- 
phy might  not  be  a  type  of  the  future  development  of  the  national  mind.  There  is 
just  now  peeping  up  through  the  American  people  a  '  transcendentalism'  not  unlike 
that  seen  in  these  writings.  A  tendency  to  carry  abstract  ideas  out  into  practical 
efforts ;  a  worship  of  principles,  of  theories,  no  matter  how  impracticable  at  present 
they  may  seem.  The  ceaseless  speculation,  the  fearless  research  of  that  philosophy, 
the  exalting  of  the  individual  mind,  yes,  even  the  heartiness  and  bluntness  it  would 
infuse  into  society,  we  believe  will  all  be  traits  of  our  national  character,  when  it  has 
at  length  had  fUll  play. 

Thus  fer  certainly  our  people  have  shown  little  of  the  love  of  beauty,  or  the  devo- 
tion to  truth  which  appear  on  almost  every  page  of  the  Emersonian  philosophy.  The 
last  is  a  worship  which  but  few  in  any  age  can  have  courage  to  ofier.  Perhaps  it  shall 
be  so  with  us.  But  in  regard  to  the  love  df  the  beautiful,  we  do  expect  wonderful 
results  in  the  future.  No  climate  or  country  can  show  such  varied  and  changing 
beauty  as  ours.     No  nation  has  yet  appeared  with  such  intense  activity  of  mind. 
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And  when  at  length  a  more  complete  cultivation  reaches  every  class  5  when  the  doae 
observing  power  of  our  people,  with  its  remarkable  inventive  faculty,  are  turned  to 
objects  of  beauty,  what  should  hinder  the  highest  results  ?  For  our  part,  we  expect 
throughout  our  people  then  a  love  of  nature,  a  taste  for  art,  higher  even  llum  any 
Bhebson  has  yet  shown ;  inasmuch  as  it  shall  be  more  genial  and  more  purified  by 
love  of  Hm,  of  whom  beauty  is  only  the  reflection. 

Of  Mr.  Emerson's  religious  character  we  own  we  feel  reluctant  to  speak.  Not 
that  it  is  out  of  place ;  for  it  can  never  be  out  of  place  in  a  firank  and  friendly  ntfnner 
to  speak  of  an  author's  reh'gious  views ;  but  because  in  an  author  of  his  peculiar  modes 
of  expression  it  is  very  difficult  to  determine  his  meaning  on  spoh  subjects.  The  koi- 
guage  of  any  original  mind  in  regard  to  Deity  and  its  religious  hopes  must  be  strange. 
Emerson's  words  may  express  so  much  more  to  himself  tl^  to  us ;  possibly,  too,  hit 
own  thottghti^  may  be  no  clearer  than  the  terms  which  convey  them.  Still  with  all 
this,  and  with  no  wish  to  sound  a  religious  alarm  against  him,  or  cram  our  theoilogy 
upon  him,  we  must  say  and  say,  it  sadly,  that  the  highest  principles  of  reli^^on  he  seems 
utterly  without.  A  God,  living  and  personal,  he  does  not  recognize  and  does  not  lore. 
We  own  it  possible  for  a  heart-felt  devotion  like  his,  to  the  prindples  of  Truth  and 
Justice  and  Love,  to  be  as  real  worship  of  the  unseen  One,  as  the  vague  afiectkm 
which  most  of  us  suppose  to  fill  our  minds.  Possibly  He  may  accept  it  as  such.  Yet 
the  highest  life  of  the  soul,  the  love-coniiding,  overflowing  to  a  Being,  one. who  com* 
bines  all  these  ^  principles,'  and  who  with  boundless  affection,  Un>e8  uSj  is  not  there. 
With  Emerson,  God  is  the  beauty  which  looks  down  to  him  from  the  solemn  sunset, 
or  the  law  which  whirls  the  planets,  or  the  thought  which  exalts  and  inspirits  hun. 
At  tunes  He  seems  some  strange  essence  filling  material  nature.  Then,  He  is  the  soul, 
or  the  soul  is  but  emanation  from  Him,  the  universal  principle  of  life.  We  may  judge 
harshly ;  and  there  are  expressions  in  which  Emerson  seems  bowing  his  very  soul 
with  unspeakable  awe  before  a  mysterious  Creator.  ^  Of  that  ineffiible  Essence,'  he 
says,  ^  He  that  thinks  most,  will  say  least.'  Still  that  want  of  geniality  and  hearty  love 
through  all  his  writings ;  the  little  solemnity  which,  if  we  conmder  his  works  through- 
out, life  seems  to  him  to  have  its  relation  to  an  unbounded  future ;  the  few  allnsioiiS 
to  the  infinite  hopes  for  each  individual  man  *,  the  sad,  unhealthy  views  expressed  in  s 
part  of  his  writings,  all  seem  to  declare  a  mind  not  bound  in  affection  to  an  invisible 
Father,  or  living  for  an  awful  existence  beyond.  How  sadly  in  this  he  contrasts  even 
with  Carlyle  !  Bred  under  the  shadows  of  a  creed,  which  almost  absorbed  the  in- 
dividual in  the  Infinite  One,  he  has  deified  the  soul.  It  is  infinite,  and  '  God  is  but  a 
projection  of  it.'  Living  with  men  who  would  force  upon  all  their  own  narrow  do- 
finings  of  the  mysterious  One,  he  has  rejected  all  conception  of  Him,  and  has  made 
Him  a  vague  and  changing  imagining. 

There  is  a  belief ;  no,  not  a  belief,  a  truth,  the  most  supporting,  the  most  heartHWt- 
isfying,  man  has  ever  grasped.  We  almost  hesitate  to  proficme  it  with  our  description. 
Its  divine  import  men  have  too  nearly  lost  sight  of  in  the  incessant  wranglings  over 
it.  Tet  there  have  been  many  in  every  age  and  under  various  creeds,  to  feel  it  as  the 
life  of  their  life.  It  has  been  to  them  a  sweet  comfort,  as  they  shrunk  back  appalled 
from  the  aspect  of  offended  Deity.  Without  it,  they  could  bow  in  fear  and  awe  be- 
fore the  dread  OMNirorsNT,  but  they  oould  not  love.  We  mean  the  truth,  that  throng 
a  human  hfe  of  sufiering  and  shame  the  unexplainable  Being  has  revealed  HiMnLT, 
revealed  His  love,  His  pity,  His  more  than  human  sympathies. 

Of  this  truth,  Emerson  knows  not.    Christ  to  hun  is  only  the  reformer ;  taaaoa^ 
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lovely,  but  with  the  defects  and  limitations  of  weak  human  nature.  Those  deep  teach- 
ings, which  it  seems  to  us  humanity  has  but  feebly  penetrated  •,  those  lofty  Ideals  to- 
ward which  the  ages  have  been  fruitlessly  stmggling,  he  considers  ^  imperfect  attempts,' 
steps  only  in  that  boundless  progress  before  the  human  race. 

We  have  spoken  thus  freely  of  Mr.  Emerson's  religious  character.  Posmbly  we 
may  be  wrong.  Perhaps  we  should  take  as  the  best  expression  of  his  religious  belief 
the  noble  sentiments  strown  so  thickly  through  his  writings.  Tet  we  cannot  avoid  our 
conviction  5  we  only  hope  the  good  may  overbalance  the  evil.  For  ourselves  we  have 
never  met  Mr.  Emekson.  We  live  in  another  section  of  the  country ;  we  profess  a 
different  creed ;  yet,  if  this  notice  should  ever  meet  his  eye,  we  do  offer  the  sincere 
gratitnde  of  many  whom  he  has  never  known,  for  the  aid  he  has  given  them.  His  vivid, 
earnest  thoughtahave  keptbefc^e  them  a  higher  and  truer  life,  which  they  might  reach. 
He  has  shown  them  one  man  who  could  think  freely,  though  all  men  looked  coldly 
upon  him ;  one  who  appreciated  a  nobler  and  more  generous  code  than  the  rules  of 
polished  life ;  one  who,  in  all  his  words,  and  as  we  hear  in  his  intercourse,  is  laboring 
to  make  society  real  and  life  true ;  something  worthy  of  an  earnest,  true-minded 
man.    For  this  they  do  heartily  thank  him. 

As  we  thus  set  forth  our  view  of  Emerson's  writings,  we  cannot  better,  in  condu- 
dmg,  commend  them  to  the  American  people  than  in  his  own  words :  ^  Amid  the 
downward  tendency  and  proneness  of  things,  when  every  voice  is  raised  for  a  new 
road  or  another  statute,  or  a  subscription  of  stock,  for  an  improvement  in  dress  or  in 
dentistry,  for  a  new  house  or  a  larger  business,  for  a  political  party  or  the  division  of 
an  estate,  will  you  not  hear  one  or  two  solitary  voices  in  the  land,  speaking  for  thoughts 
and  principles,  not  marketable  or  perishable  V 


Warjloa,  or  thb  Charms  or  tdb  Nils.     By  Williau  FDRKiers.     New- York:  Bakkr  akd 
BcRXBHCR,  36  Park-Row. 

'  In  the  perusal  of  this  work,'  writes  a  travelled  correspondent,  ^  we  are  at  once 
transported  beneath  the  shadows  of  the  Pyramids ;  the  imagination  feels  again  the 
awful  presence  of  that  mighty  line  of  Pharaohs,  whose  beginning  stretches  backward 
as  tar  as  the  deluge,  and  whose  dynasty,  although  interrupted  by  the  majestic  energies 
of  that  modem  Pharaoh,  Mehemit  Ali,  has  been  in  fact  restored  and  continued ; 
whose  deeds  the  stylus  of  history  has  already  engraved,  and  is  now  only  pausing  to 
record  the  completion  of  his  plans  by  his  successors.  Egypt,  great  mother  of  science 
and  of  art !  what  thinking  mind  has  not  dreamed  about  thee  I  From  true-hearted 
children  on  their  mother's  knee,  listening  with  awe  to  the  sacred  story  of  the  down- 
trodden thousands  of  Israel,  they  who  were  in  this,  their  land  of  bondage,  ^  hewers 
of  wood  and  drawers  of  water ; '  of  Moses,  their  mighty  prophet,  priest  and  law-giver ; 
of  his  entreating  Pharaoh  to  let  his  nation,  ^  the  people  of  God,'  go  free ;  of  that 
catalogue  of  wondrous  miracles  the  world  had  no  parallel,  until  the  Sacred  Advent, 
wrought  by  the  hand  of  Moses  before  the  court  and  over  the  broad  land  of  Egypt ; 
and  of  the  Eg3q>tiaQ  Magii,  by  their  surpassing  arts  working  similar  miracles  ;  of  the 
hard-hearted  Pharaoh  defying  the  visible  power  of  God,  and  choked  with  avarice, 
refusing  to  let  ^  His  people'  go ;  and  how  the  thousands  of  Israel  fled  forth  in  the 
night,  led  by  that  mighty  pillar  of  fire  *,  and  how  the  great  king,  with  his  hosts  of 
chariots  and  men  of  war,  pursued  after  them,  and  sunk  in  the  midst  of  the  sea ! 
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^  And  the  never-wearying  story  of  Joseph  ;  hi$  story  could  have  been  told  by  none 
other  than  by  Him  who  made  and  knew  all  the  fountams  of  human  feeling ;  and  the 
undying  memory  delights  to  recall  our  young  imagination's  pictures  of  the  glory  and 
splendor  of  the  palaces,  the  pomp  of  war,  and  the  majestic  monuments  of  Egypt's 
mighty  kings.  The  hosts  of  Israel  had  fled  away  into  the  wilderness ;  their  country 
of  Goshen,  though  a  pleasant  land,  was  deserted ;  yet  the  glory  of  Egypt  and  its 
Pharaohs  had  not  departed,  but  continued  to  shine  until  the  general  gloom  of  the 
mediaeval  darkness  finally  overshadowed  the  land  and  extinguished  its  splendors,  and 
the  empire  of  Egypt,  whose  foundations  were  laid  in  the  beginning  of  time,  and  which 
had  for  vast  successions  of  ages  concentrated  and  spread  forth  aU  learning  to  aQ  lands 
and  all  times,  like  a  general  mother  of  them  all,  was  subjugated  into  a  dependant 
province  of  mere  warlike  conquerors,  degraded  to  a  mere  proconsulate,  forgotten  by 
the  aspiring  Gaul,  for  whom 

*  ^  Westward  the  star  of  empire  took  its  way)* 

untQ  the  Othman  herds  of  Asia  spread  over  its  beautiful  land  and  river,  and  ascended 
the  vacant  throne  of  the  Ptolemies. 

*  Where  in  the  wide  world  can  author  or  traveller  find  a  countr}'  more  interesting 
to  visit  or  study  ?  Has  it  been  exhausted  ?  Bring  together  the  vast  library  of  volnmes 
of  learned  disquisitions  on  this  land,  past  and  present,  the  great  museum  of  collectioDS, 
and  you  will  find  that  ^  the  half  has  not  been  told  you  *,'  that  the  keen  and  persevering 
quest  of  Belzoni,  Champollion,  and  their  successors,  have  not  yet  deciphered  the 
one-half  of  its  engraved  story,  and  tliat  the  great  purpose  of  its  mighty  monoments, 
like  the  vast  ruins  of  its  deserted  cities,  are  still  an  unfathomed  mystery.  Their  lan- 
guage has  at  last  spoken  again  to  living  men,  breaking  the  silent  waste  of  ages ;  but 
we  are  yet  in  the  vestibule,  and  have  not  yet  heard  the  inmost  breathings  of  this 
mighty  oracle  and  monitor  of  all  time. 

^  The  volume  whose  title  heads  this  article  has  no  pretensions  to  reveal  the  mysteries 
of  this  adytum  of  learning.  It  is  simply  the  composite  of  the  daily  records  of  an  ii- 
tcUigent  and  tasteful  mind  wandering  upon  the  Nile,  and  with  the  lights  of  good  read- 
ing and  quick  and  steady  observation  ^  recording  the  impressions  of  each  one  of 
Eg}7)t-s  mighty  monuments ;  while  a  delightful  vein  of  personal  incident  and  adven- 
ture flows  through  all  its  descriptions.  The  best  proof  of  our  judgment  will  be  found 
in  a  disoriminatmg  perusal  of  the  volume  itself.  It  is  the  record  of  a  voyage  up  the 
Xile ;  to  which  we  may  apply  a  passage  of  *  Childe  Harold :' 

*  *  And  tliou,  exulting  and  ab6andliig  river, 

Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  Uiey  flowi 
Through  banlu  whose  beauty  will  endure  forever, 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 
Nor  its  fliir  promise  from  the  surC^ce  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  Conflict ;  then  to  bco 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waten,  were  to  know 
Earth  paved  like  heaven ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me 
Even  now,  what  lacks  thy  stream  that  it  should  Lethe  be  V 

^  The  purpose  of  this  notice  will  be  well  fulfilled  if  it  should  induce  the  reader  to 
take  up  this  book  as  an  agreeable  and  instructive  guide  and  companion  through  tliat 
land  of  wizard  wonders,  and  along  that  river  which  has  marked  the  course  of  em* 
pires.  It  D/ 
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SB  Gallery  of  Illustrious  Americans. — This  great  national  work,  lately 
rtised  on  our  cover,  the  joint  production  of  Mr.  Brady,  the  celebrated  Da- 
mn artist  (who  has  unquestionably  surpassed  every  other  rival  in  his  art,  and 
a  a  succession  of  the  most  superb  likenesses  that  have  ever  been  seen),  D'Avig- 
wbose  portraits  are  equal  to  the  very  best  that  haye  ever  been  executed  in  Paris, 
C.  Edwards  Lester,  the  editor,  has  been  received  with  a  chorus  of  applause 
I  the  press  throughout  the  country.    We  remember  no  work  whose  publication 
excited  so  much  interest  among  literary  circles  and  public  men.    It  not  only  sur- 
60,  in  its  mechanical  execution,  all  the  galleries  and  similar  publications  of  the 
I  whioh  have  appeared  before,  but  so  far  as  our  knowledge  extends,  nothing  more 
ttiful  has  been  sent  out  from  the  presses  of  Europe.    As  most  of  our  readers 
)  already,  through  other  channels,  learned  the  scope  of  the  work,  we  shall  direct 
attention  more  particularly  to  the  contents,  which  are  well  worthy  of  the  style  in 
(^  the  Grallery  appears.    It  is  a  matter  of  very  great  importance,  when  a  woi^  of 
kind  is  published — the  beauty  of  whose  typography  is  likely  to  preserve  it  for 
I— 'that  the  literary  portion  be  executed  with  corresponding  taste  and  ability ;  for 
00^  the  design  of  this  Gallery  does  not  admit  of  very  extended  or  elaborate  bio- 
>fay  of  the  illustrious  men  whose  portraits  are  given,  yet  the  Editor  has  shown,  in 
le  two  numbers,  that  the  pen  of  a  good  writer  is  equal  to  the  graver  of  the  best 
tt ;  for  within  almost  the  same  space  the  intellectual  portraiture  of  a  great  man 
be  drawn.    We  shall  make  a  few  extracts,  to  show  the  style  in  which  they  are 
tten.    In  the  ^  Salutation,'  which  is  the  introduction  to  the  work,  the  editor  says : 

Ls  the  noble  deeds  of  Its  ciUzens  constitute  the  chief  glory  of  a  republic,  so  the  most  grateftil 
looe  of  art  and  literatore  is  to  illustrate  and  preserve  their  fiame.  The  first  half  of  the  century 
low  drifted  by,  and  the  dim  form  of  its  successor  is  hastening  on,  bringing  we  know  not  what 
fertoos  chanses.  We  contemplate  the  past  with  gratitude  and  exultation,  because  it  is  secure ; 
Wi0  wish,  before  Uioee  great  men  who  have  made  it  illustrious  are  gone,  to  catch  their  departing 
If,  tbat  through  this  moniunent  of  their  genius  and  patriotism  they  may  become  familiar  to 
•  whom  they  win  never  see.  In  this  Gallery,  therefore,  will  be  grouped  tc^ther  those  Ameri- 
eiUzens  who,  from  the  tribune  and  in  the  field,  in  letters  and  the  arts,  have  rendered  tlra  most 
al  services  to  the  nation  since  the  death  of  the  Father  of  the  Republic.  As  there  is  nothing  sec- 
il  in  the  scope  of  this  work,  it  will  be  comprehensive  in  its  spirit ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  it  may 
k  an  era  in  the  projan^ess  of  Amwican  art,  ana  bind  the  Union  still  more  firmly  tc^ther.  Neither 
lor  literature  can  afford  to  give  up  to  party  what  b^ongs  to  mankind.  In  our  Judgments  of 
lie  men  we  shall  endeavor  to  anticipate  the  awards  of  posterity,  in  America,  more  than  in  any 
r  country,  death  is  needed  to  sanctify  the  memory  of  tne  great^ 

lie  following  passages  are  taken  from  the  biographical  sketch  of  General  Taylor  : 

T  Is  DO  disparagement  to  the  other  states  of  the  Union,  to  say  that  Virginia  has  been  the  mottier 
be  Gracchi  of  the  republic  The  chivalry  of  her  founder  seems  to  have  passed  into  the  soil  and 
trifled  her  flons.    From  her  generous  bosom  they  have  drank  heroism  and  love  of  country.    She 
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has  moulded  the  South,  as  New-England  has  moulded  the  North  and  tlie  Weit;  while  Ule  minclB; 
of  the  descendants  of  the  Cavaliers  ^nd  the  Pili^ms  has  shaped  the  chancier  of  the  meo  who  ■• 
now  laying  the  fuundatious  of  irrout  empires  on  the  Paciflc. 

*■  The  youth  of  a  nation  is  i  ts  heroic  age.  With  us  that  period  has  not  yet  paaaed.  The  rtite  wbkk 
hod  produced  Patrick  Hkxryi  JtrrtRaov,  Marshall,  Lkb*  Madmok,  Moiikob«  and  ttom^ 
the  greatest  and  ihe  be^t  of  men,  whose  name  embodied  so  much  of  the  fl^orj  of  the  nallOB  nd  At 
hope  of  mankind,  was  a  fit  place  to  give  exigence  and  inspiration  to  one  who  wm  to  weer  the  maadl tf 

W  ASBINOTOM. 

^His  ancestors  left  England  two  centuries  ago  and  settled  in  Virginia.  Bicbabd  TATLOiflli 
father,  was  a  Colonel  in  the  Continental  Army,  and  fought  by  the  side  of  WASHuraTOX  tai  the  hiHt 
of  Trenton.  Damikl  Boon,  the  Romulus  of  the  West,  had  explored  tho  wUde  of  MtntatkjtmA 
Colonel  Taylor  noon  after  traversed  ^the  DoA  and  Dloody  Groond,*  in  eeereh  of  •  new  hoBa.  Hi 
penetrated  on  foot  and  without  a  companion  as  far  as  New-Orioana,  and  returned  to  '^HifUa  by aa 
In  1790  he  emigrated  with  his  family  to  Kentucky,  taking  with  him  a  bor  of  six  yeani  i^  wato 
be  one  of  tho  chief  siandard  bearers,  and  a  President  of  the  Republic.  Ilie  fluniljr  hone  ^  ^' 
midst  of  hostile  tribes,  where  men  never  slept  without  fln«t  looking  at  the  prlminf  of 


He  was  raniiiiar  (Vum  hi.)  infancy  with  the  gleam  of  the  tomahawk  and  the  yol  of  ue  lavHib  Aa 
earnest  military  passion  lurkin:^  in  his  character  -was  nurtured  br  the  romance  of  ftoolkrfifeiai 
iutiamed  by  household  legend:)  of  the  Revolution.  His  oducatiOQ  was  j^iain  md  flobalHdaL  b 
llttoil  him  for  the  great  busmes.^  of  life.  ThoutzhtlUlnees.  Jndgmont,  shrewdnesa  and  ataUBqr*  wfft  a 
nia:jnuuimous  h^rt,  made  up  his  character.  The  firing  of  a  single  shot  Atna  the  Leopard  M»ftt 
fri'^te  Chesapeake,  stirred  the  heart  of  the  American  People,  and  made  a  aecond  war  with  tibe|MnM 
coimtry  inevitable.  Young  Taylor  heard  it,  and  he  applied  to  JBrraatoN  fbr  a  eomalMiaBiMd 
ontereu  the  army  in  1B07,  as  first  lieutenant  in  the  7Ch  rogimmt  of  inflmtrf.  The  young  lenriilewii 
unprepared  for  war.  Along  an  unprotected  fh>ntier,  which  stretched  from  the  tonMB  of  IfalMM 
the  Creat  Lake  a,  and  down  the  MissiHsl]>pi,  a  cloud  of  ton  thousand  oonfedented  aaTaflHiiiwn 
with  British  rifle;*,  had  gathered  under  their  great  Chief  Tecum aan,  to  born  onr  dwcffiili  wA 
Blaughter  our  people.  Tlio  lirst  l)rilllant  itceue  in  the  military  111b  of  Taylor  oiptaMBd  at  Fort  HvilHh 
a  small  and  weak  Htoccode  on  the  Wabash,  in  the  heart  of  the  Indian  country.  With  IKtrioUhB 
Lieuteiuuit  Taylor  was  commissioned  to  defend  the  pLico.  Repolwd  in  evety  atta^  ana  MMk 
every  stratagem,  tho  savages  fired  Ihe  fort  at  midnignt.  Tho  screanu  of  WMoen  and  chUdrAdv 
blood-curdling  howl  of  three  hundred  re<l  men,  and  the  desolating  flre  flaihinff  afldnik  a  IhkkftMt 


and  black  sky,  developed  the  cool  intrepidity  of  his  character.    He  exUngnlahed  the  flamea,  aad  kaU 
the  fort  till  the  shout  of  Colonel  RusskllV mounted  rangers  was  hoard  coming  thnmgh  the  f 
to  his  relief.^  ..... 

i  Hitherto  his  movements  had  influenced  the  fate  of  distrids ;  now  th^  began  to 
of  empires.    From  the  time  he  was  desimtched  to  the  south  western  nronner,  in 
Anny  of  Observation,  his  conduct  attract<!d  the  attention  of  mankind^  andhiaachli 
a  portion  of  history.    In  tliis  monumental  gallery  we  have  oalj  to  inscribe 

♦HIS     VICTORIES: 

•P\r..O  AT.TO,  MAY  8.    l^fl. 
•R-ESAPA  PR  T.A  PALM  A,  MAY  0,  IMP. 

•  Ml 'NTXREY.  8K1'TKMBER22.  ISW. 
'BUENA  VISTA,   FEBRUAU7  23.  1M7. 

*■  If  so  many  and  such  brilliant  victories  hod  been  achieved  by  a  Greek  generaly  ha  worid  hn« 

honor.   If  he  had  bona  Aaaarisof 


been  crowned  with  laurel,  and  notional  games  instituted  in  his 

the  Roman  legions  so  gallantly  and  so  far,  the  Senate  would  hare  decreed  htm  a  trtomph.  lAl  Ar 
Olympiads  are  forgotten,  and  Rome  has  no  more  victories  to  celebrate.  GiaUtadey  howefvrt  hiM 
a  national  sentiment,  and  the  honors  of  our  Olympiad  are  greater  than  thote  of  Gneoa.  Iwa  vai 
but  one  way  in  which  the  nation  could  show  its  gratitude  for  the  aw'ficea  of  tta  paMol  aoUlVt  h 
the  next  national  election  the  i>euple  of  the  United  States  confoned  apon  the  Gflnenl  tha  " 

honors  of  the  Republic,  and  by  acclamation  he  was  raised  to  *  the  Pretfldenpy." 


The  second  number  is  dedicated  to  John  Caldwell  Galbook,  one  of  At 
brilliant  men  that  have  existed  under  our  republic.  The  dagnemotype  from  lAUk 
this  engraving  is  made  has  been  one  of  the  chief  attractiona  of  Mr.  BKAST^a  CUkiy 
for  scTcral  months.  It  has  attracted  tlio  attention  of  all  penona  of  tiitrr^  and  m  be- 
lieve he  himself  regards  it  as  the  best  picture  ho  ever  made.  There  liad 
siderable  number  of  tolerable  pictures  of  General  Tatloe,  beiide  a 
number  of  caricatures ;  but  hitherto  no  likeness  of  IVfr.  Calhouh  Iuu 
has  given  tho  slightest  idea  of  tho  man.  This  one  is  pcrfoot,  and  none  of  llie 
or  beauty  of  Mr.  Brady's  picture  has  been  loet  in  paning  through  the  hnii  tf 
D'AviQNON.  As  a  likeness  and  a  picture  it  surpassca  eyeryUung  that  hw  efV  hMB 
produced  in  the  United  States.  The  editor  had  not  a  very  caay  teak  baibn  hhi  ■ 
compressing  into  two  pages  the  biography  of  this  illustriooa  man.  There  u  jnMtT 
no  other  American  statesman  of  eminence  who  has  been  moro  miar  npr  nrmtail  tr  H** 
understood  than  Mr.  Caluoun.  Gifted,  as  was  acknowledged  on  dl  aidca|  vtt  A* 
most  transccndant  ability,  chivalric  and  generous  aa  it  waa  generally  agreed,  and  1 
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withal,  even  in  what  were  regarded  aa  his  ultra-radical  vicwB,  the  philosophical  cha- 
racter of  his  genius,  and  the  subtle  tinge  of  his  mind,  made  him  one  of  the  most  dif- 
ficult of  men  to  comprehend,  and  almost  impossible  to  describe.  How  far  the  editor 
has  acoomplbhed  his  task,  we  leaye  our  readers  to  judge,  for  we  copy  Mr.  Lestbr^s 
sketch  entire : 

'  Mr.  Cjllhouii's  flUher  was  an  IrishmaD,  and  his  mother  a  native  of  Virginia.  At  the  age  of 
twen^-lhree  he  graduated  at  Yale  Ck>Uege  with  its  highest  honors,  and  entered  the  Law  School  at 
LitohnekL  In  la07  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar  in  his  native  state,  and  at  once  rose  to  eminence. 
The  Allowing  year  he  was  sent  to  the  Legislature,  where  he  served  two  sessions,  and  in  1811  was 
sleeted  to  Gonffress.  His  first  speech  brought  him  conspicuously  before  the  nation  as  a  parliamen- 
tarj  orator,  and  fh>m  that  time,  a  period  ^  nearly  forty  years,  few  public  measures  have  c(Nne  be- 
fore Ckmgreas  without  feeling  the  electric  shock  of  his  genius.  As  chairman  of  the  Committee  on 
Foreign  AflUrs  tie  reported  and  carried  through  the  bill  declaring  war  against  Great  Britain.  In 
1817,  at  the  early  age  of  thirty-five,  he  became  the  Secretary  of  War  of  MoNRoa^a  administration. 
He  fonnd  that  departmient  chaos ;  he  left  it  order.  He  adjusted  unsettled  accounts  of  fifty  millions ; 
reorganized  the  army ;  revived  the  military  academy  at  West-Point,  whose  Paliaade  cliflb,  once 
blackened  by  the  footsteps  of  the  American  traitor,  have  been  forever  redeemed  by  the  heroic  tread 
of  a  thousand  young  patriots.  He  l)egan  a  complete  system  of  mRritimc  and  fh)ntier  fortifications ; 
originated  the  Coast  Survey,  and  laid  the  foundations  of  the  Indian  Pcnralt  Gallery  at  the  Capitol, 
wlMwe  Art  has  generously  given  her  pencil  to  Humanity  to  transmit  to  posterity  the  fast-fading  traces 
of  the  red  men.  In  1835  he  was  elected  Vice-Pret»idenl  of  the  republic,  and  reelected  the  succeeding 
term.  Before  it  expired  he  resigned  his  oflSce  at  the  call  of  South  Carolina  to  become  her  Senator ; 
and  that  high  place  he  has  since  filled,  with  a  short  interval,  when  the  exigencies  of  the  government 
made  him  Secretary  of  State.  Every  session  of  Congress  has  been  signalized  by  some  speech  of 
Hr.  Calboun,  which  was  read  throughout  the  world,  and  his  great  speeches  are  imperishable.  Wu 
need  not  detail  his  public  acts,  for  they  will  be  woven  into  the  hit-tuiy  of  the  nation  by  ail  its  histo- 
rians ;  we  need  not  enumerate  his  orations,  fur  thev  have  become  a  portion  of  English  literatim;. 

*  Such  are  the  well  known  focts  of  his  life.  A  more  gratef\il  but  diflUcuIt  task  will  always  be  a 
truthful  analysis  of  his  intellectual  and  political  character.  Bom  during  the  Revolutionary  struggle, 
be  waa  taught  to  venerate  libertv,  and  that  les:*on  became  the  guide  of  his  life.  In  youth  he  laid 
himself  on  the  altar  of  the  republic,  and  his  life  has  been  a  scir-immolation.  He  has  never  shrunl: 
from  sacrificing  the  most  dazzling  opporiunities  of  preferment  to  his  judgment  and  patriotism, 
lemming  the  livery  of  all  parties,  he  has  never  stooped  for  their  emoluments.  From  tne  first  his 
creed  has  been  broad  and  clear :  embracing  well-defined  principles  on  every  subject  of  public  inte- 
rest ;  and  although  he  has  shown  the  practical  genius  of  adaptuig  himself  to  the  age  and  opinions 
through  which  he  moved,  accepting  what  was  attainable  and  waiting  for  the  rest,  yet  he  has  never 
given  up  his  obiects,  nor  changed  the  principles  or  purposes  of  his  life.  Like  the  Damascus  blade, 
gleaming,  bendmg,  cuttmg  through,  he  can  hardly  be  traced  In  the  rapidity  and  glistening  of  his 
movements.  Vigilant  of  the  integrity  of  our  ereat  commonwealth,  he  bos  always  been  jcidous  of 
Uie  corrupting  influence  of  banks  connected  with  the  state.  Hence  his  unrelenting  eflbrts  to  divorce 
the  government  from  all  banking  institutions.  He  has  always  been  the  odvocate  of  the  navy,  as  the 
protection  of  our  commerce  amoi^  distant  nations.  Out  his  unceasing  edvocacv  of  the  great  princi- 
plea  of  Qreedom  of  commerce  throughout  the  world  will  be  remembered  with  more  gratitude  by 
posterity  than  all  his  other  achievements.  The  day  is  coming,  and  he  saw  its  dawning  from  afiu*, 
when  everv  burier  which  the  inhumanity  of  other  ages  has  interposed  to  the  friendly  intercouree  of 
nations  wiU  give  way  to  the  prepress  of  light  and  the  inauguration  of  a  sentiment  of  universal  bro- 
therhood. Mr.  Calhoun  has  paid  the  penalty  always  exacted  from  men  whose  hearts  beat  for  man- 
kind and  whoee  eagle  gaze  pierces  the  future.  For  the  most  part  he  has  been  mlsrepreaented  or 
misonderatood  by  his  contemporaries.  Bacon  and  Galileo  confided  their  fame  to  after  ages ;  and 
it  Is  the  insphing  consolation  of  such  men  while  living  that  the  ftiture  is  sure  to  do  them  Justice. 

*  Ab  an  orator,  his  chief  characteristics  are  clearness  of  analysis,  simplicity,  appropriateness  and 
power  of  expression,  and  a  subdued  and  lofty  earnestness.  The  completeness  of  his  portrait  ren- 
ders it  unneceaaary  to  describe  his  personal  appearance.  In  the  tribune,  his  erect,  stem  attitude,  hia 
iron  countenance,  compressed  Up,  and  flaalung  eye,  have  often  filled  his  auditors  with  terror,  and 
made  bis  ftmillar  ftiends  almost  dread  to  approach  him.  And  yet  he  ia  the  gentlest  of  husbands, 
the  tenderest  of  fathers,  the  most  htmiane  and  indulgent  of  masters.  He  is  known  to  the  world  cnly 
aa  an  Orator  and  Statesman,  and  yet  those  who  are  admitted  fhmillarly  to  the  scenes  of  his  domestic 
Hie  forget  hia  public  achievements  in  the  qratless  purity  of  his  privste  charactw,  the  warm  charities 
of  hia  home,  and  the  Ihsdnating  gl6w  of  his  classic  conversation,  the  honors  of  the  Senate  and  ttie 
dbinet  have  never  wemed  him  from  his  eariy  love  of  books  and  rorsl  pmfSiUts.  At  every  oean- 
tion  of  his  public  labors  he  has  fled  to  his  plantation  home,  to  receive  the  tebder  greetings  of  hia 
f«ni]T  and  mends,  and  the  most  touching  demonstrations  of  gratefril  love  from  the  dependent  beings 
wlio  look  to  him  for  support  and  protection.  Letters  were  the  passion  (rf  hia  youth,  they  have  beoi 
the  embellishment  of  his  manhood,  and  they  are  the  consolation  of  his  age. 

*  Three  obetaclea  have  lain  between  this  great  man  and  the  Prosidencnr.  The  first,  has  been  the 
eameat  and  unconquerable  independence  of  his  character,  which  has  left  him  without  a  national 
party.  The  second,  has  been  the  Incorruptible  integrity  of  his  heart,  which  left  him  without  intrigue 
or  policy.  The  hist,  has  been  an  obstacle  still  more  formidable  in  this  disturbed  and  feverish  age  — 
the  philosophical  sublimity  of  his  genius.  He  was  not  made  to  sway  masses,  but  mind.  He  could 
not  carry  the  hearta  of  the  multitude  by  storm,  but  he  elecMfled  the  souls  of  the  few.  In  dragging  to 
the  dust  the  piUars  of  the  Roman  Republic,  Cjesar  heard  the  shout  of  the  mob  at  hia  heels.  Cato 
walked  solitary  through  tlie  Forum,  and  Brutus  fell  on  his  own  sword.  Bat  the  feme  of  Calbous 
baa  interwoven  itaelf  with  the  history  of  the  Nation,  and  is  therefore  immortal.  Through  good  and 
evil  report,  for  forty  years  South-Carolina  has  stood  firmly  and  confidingly  by  her  great  Statesman; 
and  such  a  Commonwealth  was  worthy  of  such  an  advocate.  The  flroeta  of  nearlv  eeventy  yean  are 
on  his  head ;  but  they  have  not  chUled  the  ardor  of  his  patriotism,  and  hia  genius  stUl  glows  as  brighUy 
aa  ever.* 
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The  appearance  of  this  work  constitatcs  one  of  the  most  mtercBting  cTcnts  in  the 
history  of  American  literature  and  American  art.  We  oonfeai  that  when  we  fint 
heard  of  its  announcement  we  had  no  very  sangame  belief  that  it  would  meet  whii  the 
success  which  would  warrant  its  completion  ;  and  it  is  with  a  great  deal  of  Mtii&O- 
tion  we  have  since  learned  that  it  has  been  so  warmly  received  by  the  pnhlio  that  it 
will  probably  be  an  exceedingly  profitable  enterprise  to  the  puUishen.  Thb  fiMt 
speaks  well  for  the  progress  of  taste  and  a  large  national  sphrit  throug^ioat  the  natioii. 
In  Europe  such  works  are  generally  published  at  an  enormous  prioe,  because  the  oilMi 
among  whom  they  circulate  must  of  necessity  be  very  limited.  The  ezpenment  hat 
been  tried,  in  this  case,  of  putting  the  work  so  low  that  it  might  be  brought  withift 
the  reach  of  almost  every  person.  We  doubt  not  this  was  good  policy,  for  it  is  better 
to  sell  ten  thousand  copies  of  a  work  at  twenty  dollars,  than  five  hundred  at  a  price 
five  times  as  great.  Nothing  is  likely  to  contribute  more  to  the  development  <rf  refined 
taste  and  a  national  spirit,  than  the  publication  of  such  works.  They  enter  <rf 
Bity,  into  the  archives  of  the  nation's  history.  They  are  so  valuable  that  they 
Heldom  destroyed,  and  they  remain  as  monuments  to  future  ages  of  the  period  whai 
they  appeared.  There  is  beside  an  auspiciousness  in  the  time,  for  the  portraits  of  m 
oonsiderable  number  of  great  men,  who  have  flourished  during  the  first  half  century, 
<>annot  now  be  obtained  in  perfection.  In  running  over  the  list  of  those  who  we  pre- 
sume win  be  embraced  in  the  Gallery,  there  is  enough  to  thrill  the  heart  and  stir  the 
pride  of  any  American.  It  is  not  the  intention  of  the  projectors  of  the  Gallery  to  go 
back  to  the  men  of  the  Revolution,  and  therefore,  Washington  and  his  great  OOB* 
temporaries  will  not  be  embraced  in  it ;  but  Clay,  Scott,  Webster,  Binton,  Wood- 
bury, and  other  distinguished  senators  will  most  likely  appear  there.  Bishop  WHm, 
the  father  of  the  Episcopal  Church  in  this  country ;  Dr.  John  Mason,  who  was  proba- 
bly the  most  eloquent  preacher  we  have  ever  had  ;  and  Dr.  Channuco,  <»ie  of  the 
finest  and  most  exalted  intellects  of  the  world,  would  not  be  ungratefully  received  fay 
the  public.  In  letters,  we  presume  that  our  great  writers  will  have  their  plaoe ;  and 
we  hope  that  the  greatest  men  New-York  has  ever  produced,  De  Wrrr  CuitTON,and 
Chancellor  Kent,  one  of  the  greatest  of  jurists,  will  not  be  forgotten.  Auduboh  is 
one  of  those  great  but  unobtrusive  names  which  is  sure  to  be  remembered  by  pos- 
terity ;  and  certainly  few  Americans  have  reflected  greater  honors  upon  the  arts  or 
sciences  of  the  times.  But  these  are  speculations  of  our  own ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  claims  of  all  the  great  men  of  the  nation  will  be  fairly  and  impartially  oanvassed| 
so  that  when  the  Gallery  is  complete  there  will  be  no  cause  for  complaint  tooching  the 
course  of  the  editor. 

It  is  a  noble  design  to  group  together  twenty-four  of  the  greatest  men  that  have 
lived  during  the  first  half  of  the  present  century,  in  a  republic  like  this.  To  gni 
upon  their  portraitB,  in  such  a  Gallery,  must  stir  the  pride  of  their  coontrjrmen ;  and 
what  nobler  ofl^ring  could  be  sent  by  this  country  to  the  nations  of  Europe  than  the 
portraits  and  biographies  of  so  many  of  our  great  citizens  7  No  portion  of  this  work 
has  been  neglected ;  nor  is  there  any  thing  in  it  which  is  left  to  desure,  except  that  it 
may  go  into  the  possession  of  every  public  library  and  institution  of  learning,  and  into 
the  hands  of  every  statesman  and  public  man ;  that  in  all  quarters  its  siknt  and  fan- 
pressive  eloquence  may  plead  in  behalf  of  the  glorious  republic  which  has  been  the 
mother  of  so  many  noble  men  ;  and  that  it  may  be  an  offering  which  will  deooend  to 
future  ages,  as  a  worthy  memorial,  erected  in  the  middle  of  the  century,  to  be  hxikitd 
on  by  coming  ages  as  a  fiur  memorial  to  genius,  truth  and  patriotism. 
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GoBBip  WITH  Readeks  AND  CoBREBPONDENTs.  —  The  topic  of  the  month  in  the 
metropolis  has  been  the  awfiil  casuaity  in  Hague-street.  No  reader  at  a  distance  <mm. 
poasiUy  ocmoeive  the  dreadful  horrors  of  the  scene.  It  chilled  all  hearts  •,  and  tears 
roDed  down  many  a  manly  cheek  from  *  eyes  unosed  to  weep.'  We  visited  the  spot 
three  days  after  the  explosion  ;  and  what  we  saw,  even  then,  has  haunted  us  eyer 
ainoe,  nor  shall  we  ever  be  able  to  drive  the  horrid  picture  from  our  mind.  We  saw 
one  man  who  had  been  taken  from  the  ruins  only  a  few  moments  before  onr  arrival 
iqpon  the  ground.  He  lay  upon  his  back,  with  a  blanket,  on  which  his  name,  written  on 
s  afip  of  paper,  was  pinned  ;  and  a  by-stander  lifted  the  covering,  and  we  saw  such 
a  si^t  as  we  hope  it  may  please  Heaven  we  may  never  see  again.  Begrimed  with 
oinders  and  dirt ;  six  wounds,  ^  each  one  a  death,'  upon  his  forehead  and  fiioe ;  his 
eyes  wide  open,  and  frozen  in  their  last  expression  of  terror,  staring  blindly  upward : 

*  DRBjLDrcLLY  stariog, 
Throu^  maddy  impurity, 
Ab  when  the  ffhuing 
List  look  of  despairiDg 
Fixed  on  Aiturity  I' 

He  was  dressed  as  when  last  at  work,  with  his  sleeves  rolled  up  and  his  boots  on. 
Near  him  lay  another  body,  also  just  removed  ;  but  it  was  burnt  to  a  crisp,  and  all 
semblance  of  humanity,  save  Ac  unconsumed  teeth  and  jaws,  was  destroyed.  *  Oh  I 
it  was  pitiful  I'  —  and  we  can  only  hope  that  the  wide-spread  suffering  to  which  this 
dreadful  event  has  given  rise  may  be  the  means  of  securing  future  guards  against  a 
calamity  so  fearful.  .  .  .  The  ^  Household  Dirge*  which  ensues  is  from  the  facile 
pen  of  our  young  correspondent,  R.  H.  Stoddaed.    It  is  alike  simjde  and  touching : 


«1  Vk  lofli mv  Utile  Mat  at  lastl 

She  perished  in  the  spring, 
VHiea  earliest  flowers  began  to  bod, 

And  earliest  birds  to  sing : 
I  laid  her  in  a  oountnr  grave, 

A  mral,  soft  retreat, 
A  marble  tablet  o^er  her  head, 

And  violets  at  her  feet. 

« I  would  that  she  were  back  again, 

In  aU  her  childish  bloom ; 
My  lev  and  hope  have  followed  her ; 

My  heart  is  in  her  tomb! 
I  kaiow  that  she  is  gone  away, 

I  know  that  she  is  fled, 
I  mifls  her  every  where,  and  yet 

I  cannot  make  her  dead  I 

« I  wake  the  dilldren  up  at  dawn, 

Aad  say  a  simple  pnwer, 
And  draw  them  round  the  morning  meal. 

Bat  one  is  wanting  there  I 
I  see  a  little  chair  apart, 

A  little  pinafore, 
And  Memory  fills  the  vacancy, 

As  Time  will —nevermore ! 


*•  I  sit  within  my  room,  and  write 

The  lone  and  weary  hours. 
And  miss  the  little  maid  again 

Among  the  window  flowers, 
And  miss  her  with  her  toys  beaftde 

Bfy  desk  in  silent  play ; 
And  then  I  torn  ana  lo^  for  her. 

But  she  has  flown  away  I 

^  I  drop  my  idle  pen  and  hark. 

And  catch  the  fointest  sound ; 
She  must  be  playing  hide«ndr«eek 

In  shady  nooks  around ; 
Shell  come  and  climb  my  dudr  again, 

And  peep  my  shoulder  o'er ; 
I  hear  a  stifled  hiagfa— butno. 

She  Cometh  nevermore ! 

*  I  waited  only  yesteMiight, 

The  evening  servioe  read. 
And  lingered  for  my  IdoTs  nas 

Before  she  went  to  bed ; 
Forgetting  she  had  gone  before, 

In  slambere  soft  and  sweet. 
A  mcmument  above  her  head, 

And  violets  at  her  feetT 


It  18  with  no  design  of  self-laudation  that  wc  present  the  following  Epistle  to  the 
Bditar  from  a  western  correspondent ;  but  we  give  it  because  we  wish  onr  readers 
to  feri  with  xm  how  pleasant  it  is  to  be  able  to  please  them : 

» Wc  an  know  that  although  mere  verbal  thanks  are  In  themselves  nothinga,  yet  they  always 
aftxd  pleasuie  to  any  one  who  oould  not  expect,  knowing  the  welflHiiwi  of  maa,  any  thing  mom 
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from  his  debtors  thiin  the  amonnt  specified  in  the  bond.  I  cannot  bat  feel  that  the  EoiTom '  wtCh 
whom  I  have  feasted,  of  whoee  bounties  f  liave  partaken,  and  in  whose  company  I  have  spent  ao 
many  happy  hoars,  is  deserving  of  more  than  the  mere  modicam  of  pay  necessary  to  Idbokb  a  oon- 
tinoance  of  year  yalaable  Joamal.  I  do  not  think  I  am  singalar  in  this  opinl<m ;  for  who  does  not 
Ami  deeply  indebted  (even  after  the  pecimiary  obligations  are  settled)  to  the  one  with  whom  fbr  ao 
many  years  he  has  canvassed  the  worlds  of  litcratare  and  art;  to  the  Editor  who  hu  so  long  toiled 
on  in  a  profession  of  scarcely-reqaitcd  8er\ices ;  to  the  one  who  in  the  dreary  winter  night,  wlnn 
the  wind  was  howling  withoat  and  the  fire  blazing  within,  has  (Vunished  him  with  so  many  of  Um) 
substantials  and  delicacies  of  the  intellect;  to  the  one  who,  in  the  lengthened  hoora'of  sicioMS, 
when  the  heart  was  (Unt,  and  the  soul  shrouded  in  sadness,  cheered  away  for  a  time  the  weary 
tbooghts,  and  placed  the  poor  invalid  once  more  by  the  bubbling  rill-aido,  or  introdaced  to  Mm  at  Ma 
bed-side  the  masterspirits  of  the  land :  led  him  into  the  realms  of  mirth  and  wit,  or  entranced  him 
with  songs  ftom  foiry-land  ?  Who  could  refuse  to  call  him  a  Mend  ?  Such  a  one  hast  thoa  been  to 
me,  friend  Kkick.  ;  my  wanderings  have  been  many  and  lonely,  but  wherever  they  have  led  me  I  have 
had  renewed  occasion  to  thank  you.  On  the  plains  of  Miraouri,  the  pridries  of  Illinois,  on  the  giant 
Mississippi  and  the  bcautifVil  Ohio,  on  the  sandy  I^fissouri,  with  its  snags,  sand-bars,  cotton-wood 
forests  and  rattlesnake  inhabitants,  and  on  the  Illinois  river,  made  classic  by  Mrs.  FAmxHAii's  de> 
scription,  your  Magazine  has  cheered  mo  when  lonely  and  cheerless,  or  heightened  the  Joys  of  some 
happy  hour. 

^  Do  not  imagine  that  I  am  endeavoring  to  flatter.  I  can  have  no  incentive  to  do  so.  Ton  are 
personally  unknown  to  mo,  although  I  have  Joyed  in  your  Joys,  sorrowed  in  your  sorrows,  and  wan- 
dered with  you  in  your  wanderings.  I  have  never  even  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yoo.  I  can 
never  ex]>ect  the  happiness  of  shaking  your  digits ;  for  though  I  am  not  a  ^  lone  cmo,'  yet  I  am  one  of 
the  many,  distinguished  for  no  brilliancy  of  intellect,  nor  notable  for  a  long  line  of  anoeetry ;  and 
more  than  all,  I  am  on  the  eve  of  departure  for  ^  sun-down.*  I  do  not  flatter ;  I  only  otter  my  hnm- 
hle  tribute  to  a  reputation  and  fame  fairly  won  and  modestly  worn.  You  will  believe  me  the  more 
readily  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have  no  random  sketches  for  your  acceptance,  naver  gave  myself  up 
to  poetizing,  and  have  never  victimized  a  friend  with  a  long  prosy  treatise  on  something  of  wlddk-I 
knew  but  little  and  for  which  he  cared  loss. 

*  At  the  present  writing  I  am  in  a  room  whose  windows  front  on  old  Lake  Erie.  A  gate  is  laddag 
its  waters  into  madness  on  the  rocks  which  lie  almost  nt  my  feet.  I  can  hear  nothing  save  the  lieaiTy 
roar  of  the  breakers,  and  the  mournful  sough  of  the  wind  as  it  rushes  past  A  black,  ogly  nifl^  la 
this  I  Nothing  can  be  seen,  save  occasionally  the  glimmering  of  a  light,  ^fiir,  far  at  sea,'  aa  some 
distant  steamer  rises  on  the  heavy  waves.  A  bright  spot  of  sky  is  once  in  a  while  to  be  seen,  and 
perhaps  then  a  star  or  two  will  peep  down  through  the  broken  clouds.  It  coiainly  moat  be  diear- 
ing  to  those  benighted  mariners  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  star  whose  golden  beams  seem  to  speak  woida 
of  comfort  to  them ;  they  teach  ua  to  look  aloft  in  the  storm ;  in  calms,  in  danger  and  in 
to  trust  the  light  from  above. 

*  God  bless  the  poor  swlor  on  that  inland  sea  this  night !  Ere  morning  breaks  there  will  be : 
saddened  hearts,  and  eyes  weary  with  watching ;  some  will  be  cloecd  in  sleep,  and  some  in  death! 
It  is  a  wild  ni^^t,  this,  on  Lake  Brie  I  How  the  sashes  rattle  In  their  casements !  —  what  a  heavy 
thundering  surf  is  breaking  on  the  shore !  —  bow  dismally  howls  the  wind  through  the  ohatierad  old 
trees  on  the  clilT!  There !  how  madly  that  gust  went  by !  God  bo  with  the  nuulner  now  t  ThoiB 
are  even  now  in  that  distant  steamer  many  a  despairing  soul,  longing  for  a  more  tranqoil  bome  and 
a  safer  pillow  than  the  wildly-foaming  waves. 

*  Dreary  is  the  appearance  of  things  outside.    That  moaning  sigh  of  the  hurt  blaat  ba 
low-apirited.    I  stoke  ap  the  fire,  so  that  with  the  cheerful  blaze  there  may  come  bappy 
but  it  win  not  do ;  finr  I  am  a  stranger,  and  my  hearth  is  a  stranger's  fireside : 

•  I  "m  very  RaJ  to-cight.  frl'^n:!  Knick.. 

A  gloom  is  on  my  brow  ; 
And  dark  th4  »ha.iown  on  tny  rouI 

Are  gathering  round  mo  mw. 
The  voices  that  in  sorrow.  Knigk., 

Once  shared,  or  joined  in  gl?»e. 
Are  hushed  :  th^lr  music's  stiU,  friond  K^mtob.. 

Or  twelli  no  more  for  me ! 

^Iliere  la  one  trait  in  your  editorial  character  which  1  shall  take  the  liberty  of  applauding.    I 
r^br  particolarty  to  the  invariably  kind  and  delicate  manner  in  which  yon  re|)eet  tlioae  fiiminiiiilwi 
tiona  which  may  be  onsuited  to,  or  unworthy  of,  your  pages.    I  can  i4>preciate  this  the  mora,  UMt  1 
have,  in  one  or  two  anguarded  momenta,  attempted  a  flight  within  the  bounds  of  poetry ;  my  boi^ 
IfaigBi  bowerer,  wore  not  R||eel6dt  from  the  (bet  that  I  waa  not  aangoine  enoogb  to  present  Ibem  Ibr 
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bfttwH.  Wen  dol  taww  the  many  heartFtliee  md  the  nuumcMng  of  braips  ibr  rtiyintoig  words ; 
fta0  8e^tfcllillgsolIt)alldtlleIIl«llyfloratehiIlg■down!~al]dtlleI^a  aU  Uiii  trouble,  tbe  thing  li 
mmial  It  iB  netual  thai  so  ooitly  a  thing  Bhould  be  prized  highly.  Yes,  I  know  all  the  dUBooltiea, 
all  the  trials  of  mechaniwJ  ingenuity,  necessary  to  prodaoe  one  of  these  poems;  of  coarse  I  mean 
the  ones  rqlected. 

*  My  Ulb  haa  been  the  eommon  story  of  nine-tenths  of  numkind ;  the  same  ooeurrenoes  have  h^h 
pened  to  me,  the  same  feelings  have  actuated  me,  that  have  been  common  to  alL  One  of  these  oo> 
enmuees,  and  the  most  natural,  but  most  remarkable,  was  that  of  flilling  in  love— yes,  Sir,in  lovel 
I  am  not  inclined  tu  describe  my  angel  (that  waa,  until  she  married  some  one  else),  neither  shall  I 
ten  you  my  sensations  when  I  Ihund  myself  ^in*  up  to  my  ears.  I  flslt  all  the  poetry,  etc ;  scribbled 
cvay,  and  the  following  was  produced  after  two  weeks*  hard  labor,  to  which  sawing  cordrwood  at 
sfady  oenta  per  day  wouki  have  been  decidedly  an  amusement.  Here  it  goes  I  Nay,  my  dear  Sir, 
yoa  pooitiTely  ahoukl  not  langh  I  -^  it  hurts  my  feelings,  even  now : 

'  Daoobrri.  witb  moat  conaummata  skill. 
Compelled  the  aun  to  do  bis  will ; 
Upon  a  plate  of  ailver  fair. 
To  draw  with  light  bis  image  there  : 
But  thou,  aweet  Katb  !  with  greater  art. 
Chose  for  the  plate  a  human  hearty 
And  bade  its  master-spirit  traoe 
In  glowing  lines  thine  own  sweet  face  : 
Thine  eyes'  deep  magic  did  the  rest, 
iind  *  fixed'  the  picture  in  the  breast. 
Take  then,  sweet  Katb  !  tho  pictured  heart 
Thou  hast  engraved  with  mystic  art ; 
For  with  thy  smile  thou  'at  placed  a  spell 
Forever  on  my  heart  to  dwell ! 

*  flbice  then  I  have  sickened  of  poetical  labors ;  but  the  above  specimen  will  show  you  that  I  hav« 
a  rifl^  to  thank  you  in  the  name  of  the  rejected  for  your  very  gentlemanly  hints  of  censure,  and 
your  oqidial,  candid  praise.  ..... 

*  SPBAKiiio  of  *  gossip,'  let  me  tell  you  of  an  occurrence  which  came  not  long  since  to  my  know* 
Tou  may  have  heard  a  *  cuf  as  *•  direct,'  but  never  (me  more  richly  deserved.    A  little,  pug> 

>  bustling  merchant,  of  a  certain  lake  village  of  old  Chatauque,  had  occasion  to  attend  court  at 
IfagfSviUe.  One  evening  he  came  into  a  bar-room  crowded  with  strangers.  After  shaking  hands 
wtlh  thooe  whom  he  knew,  the  little  man  bustled  around  and  seated  himself  in  the  only  unoccupied 
chair  In  the  room,  on  which  a  gentlemanly-looking  personage  was  leaning.  Looking  up  in  the 
ftranger^  faee,  in  a  very  patronising  manner,  he  observed :  *  Ah !  Sir,  your  foce  is  familiar  to  me : 
Ihfaik  I  have  seen  you  somewhere  before.'  The  gentleman,  looking  down  very  coolly,  remarked : 
'ITstf,  Id»iCt  care  a  d n  whether  you  have  or  not!* 

*  WoA  my  limits  are  nearly  attained,  and  I  must  bid  you  a  long  good*bye.  Before  you  print  your 
next  number  I  shall  have  roamed  over  many  a  mile  of  prairie,  and  been  tired  to  death  of  the  eternal 
pulBugsofaHissoari  steam-boat  I  shall  read  your  March  issue  on  the  plains  of  Arkansas,  or  those 
weal  of  Arkansas. 

*bi  eooduakm,  let  me  repeat  that  this  is  merely  and  solely  a  note  of  thanks :  I  have  not  written 

for  pahHcatfcm.    This  missive  has  been  penned  in  haste,  in  the  ^  still  hours*  of  a  stormy  night,  after 

oCher  Mttsn  have  been  despatched,  and  of  course  is  not  lit  tix  publication.    Let  me  afotn  thank 

yon,  and  that  too  in  the  name  of  a  number  of  warm  hearts  that  have  before  now  gathered  around 

fha  ennp^he  in  the  wildemees  to  listen  to  your  *  gossipplngs.*  I  must  now  say  with  regret,  *■  Good-bye  r 

*  Tours  truly,  •  k.  b.  •.* 

Mvtr  Crtet,  Share  of  Lake  Erie,  — 

^A  Few  Tkougkta  far  a  Young  Man^  is  the  title  of  one  of  those  striking  and 
Tigoroos  addresses  for  which  the  author,  Horace  Mann,  of  Massachusetts,  is  so  dis- 
tiiigiinlied.  We  never  take  np  one  of  the  literary  performances  of  this  gentleman 
without  bdng  profoundly  impressed  with  the  force  and  sunplicity  of  the  style  by 
whksh  he  ghres  to  the  best  of  thoughts  the  best  of  words.  We  make  a  single  ex- 
trtoty  depicting  the  effects  of  excess  and  its  oppo«te : 

*I  ASK  the  young  man  then,  who  is  Just  forming  his  habits  of  life,  or  Just  beginning  to  Indolffs 
thOBB  hsUtnsI  tnina  of  thought  out  of  which  habits  grow,  to  took  around  hbn,  and  mark  the  ex- 
awplss  whaae  foctone  ha  wouki  covet,  or  whose  fiite  he  would  abhor.  Even  as  we  walk  the  streets 
we  maet  with  exhibitions  of  each  extreme.  Here  behokl  a  putn  rch,  whose  stock  of  vigor  three- 
aoQM  yean  and  ten  aeem  hardly  to  have  impaired.    Hia  erect  form,    is  firm  step,  his  elastio  Umba, 

are  so  many  eertMaies  of  good  oondiiot;  or,  -ither,  so  many  Jewels  and 
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orders  of  nobility  with  which  naturo  has  hooorad  him  for  hia  fidelity  to  her  laws,  ffit  lUr  tm^ 
plexion  shows  that  his  blood  has  neyOT  been  cormpted ;  hia  pore  braatht  that  he  has  immn  ylaUM 
hisdigestiye  iqiparatus  tot  a  vintner's  cess-pool ;  hia  exact  language  and  keen  i4yrphaiMina,  thai  Mi 
Brain  has  never  been  drugged  or  stupefied  by  the  poisons  of  distiller  or  tobaoooniaL  Bqlogrtag  hii 
appetites  to  the  highest,  he  has  preserved  the  power  of  ei^oying  them.  Deqpite  tha  uoni  of  llifi 
sdiooHwy^s  story,  he  has  eaten  his  cake  and  still  kept  it.  As  he  drains  Ihe  tnp  ni  Uft|  tbma  wn  ■• 
lees  at  the  bottom.  His  organs  will  reach  the  goal  of  existence  togeiher.  Palnlnrty  at  a  omA* 
bums  down  in  its  socket,  so  will  he  «q;)ire ;  and  a  little  imagination  would  convert  him  kilo  imiiklff 
Enoch,  translated  from  earth  to  a  better  world  without  the  sting  of  death. 

<  But  look  at  an  opposite  extreme,  where  an  opposite  history  is  rec(»ded.  What  wnok  m  riKMk- 
ing  to  behold  as  the  wreck  of  a  dissolute  man;  the  vigor  of  lifis  exhausted,  and  yet  the  in*  alepa  ki' 
an  honorable  career  not  taken ;  in  himself  a  laaar-house  oi  disease ;  dead,  but  by  a  heattMOlsk  ow 
torn  of  society  not  buried !  Rc^^es  have  had  Uie  initial  letter  of  their  title  burnt  ii^  the  pabna  of 
their  bands ;  even  for  murder,  Cain  was  only  branded  on  the  forehead ;  but  over  the  whole  pefsoii 
of  the  debauchee  or  the  inebriate  the  signatures  of  in&my  are  written.  How  nature  brands  Idm 
with  stigma  and  opprobrium !  How  she  hangs  labels  all  over  him,  to  testify  her  disgust  at  hia  exia* 
tence,  and  to  admonish  others  to  beware  of  his  example !  How  she  loosens  all  his  Jc^ts,  seoda  tn* 
mors  along  bis  muscles,  and  bends  forward  his  frame,  as  if  to  bring  him  upon  all-fours  with  kindred 
brutes,  or  to  degrade  him  to  the  reptilc^s  crawling  I  How  she  disfigures  his  countenance,  aa  if  intent 
upon  obliterating  all  traces  of  her  own  image,  so  that  she  may  swear  she  nerer  made  him  I  fbm 
she  pours  rheum  over  his  eyes,  sends  foul  spirits  to  inhabit  his  breath,  and  shrieks,  aa  with  a  titnn* 
pet,  (W>m  every  pore  of  his  body,  ^  Behold  a  Bkast  V  Such  a  man  may  be  seen  in  the  straela  of 
our  cities  every  day ;  if  rich  enough,  he  may  be  found  in  the  saloons  and  at  the  tables  of  the  *snpi'fiBMi 
ton  ;*  but  surely,  to  every  man  of  purity  and  honor ;  to  every  man  whose  wisdom  as  well  as  whole 
heart  is  unblemished,  the  wretch  who  comes  cropped  and  bleeding  fh>m  the  piDoiy,  and  redokal 
with  its  appropriate  perfumes,  would  be  a  guest  or  a  companion  flur  less  oflbnsive  and  dlwgnstlng. 

^Now  let  the  young  mun  rejoicing  in  his  manly  proportions  and  in  his  comdinees,  look  on  tkia 
picture  and  on  this,  and  then  say  aflcr  the  likeness  of  which  model  he  intends  his  own  erect  statve 
and  sublime  countenance  shall  be  configured. 

^Society  is  infinitely  too  tolerant  of  the  roui;  the  wretch  whose  lifMong  jdeasure  it  has  been  to 
debase  himself  and  to  debauch  others ;  whose  heart  has  been  spotted  with  infhmy  so  much  that  tt 
is  no  longer  spotted,  but  hell-black  all  over;  and  who,  at  least,  deserves  to  be  treated  aa  travdlen 
say  the  wild  horses  of  the  prairies  treat  a  vicious  fellow ;  the  noblest  of  the  herd  (brming  a  compact 
circle  around  him,  heads  outward,  and  kicking  him  to  death.' 

If  this  is  not  spirited  compositioD,  wo  are  somewhat  mistaken.  .  .  .  Wb  derife 
the  foUowing  anecdotes  from  a  judicial  friend,  who  could  fill  our  pages  with  as  much 
credit  to  himself  and  acceptance  to  the  public  as  ho  does  the  high  seat  which  he  ooca- 

pies  before  the  public :  '  Baron was  appointed  by  Napoleon,  when  Emperor, 

to  the  office  of  presiding  judge  of  the  highest  court  in  France.  When  the  Tactaoj 
occurred,  three  names  were  laid  before  him,  by  the  other  judges,  for  him  to  chooie 
from.  Being  anxious  to  surround  his  government  with  as  much  of  the  old  finn^  * 
standing  as  possible,  he  chose  the  Baron,  because  he  was  of  a  family  which  for  three 
hundred  years  had  been  devoted  to  the  administration  of  justice.  To  carry  out  tiie 
style  of  the  matter,  he  ordered  a  formal  inauguration  of  the  presiding  judge  at  tbe 
Tnillerics.  At  the  appointed  time,  seated  on  his  throne,  and  surrounded  by  his  eoiort 
and  his  marshab,  the  judges  entered  his  presence,  clothed  in  their  scarlet  robes,  M 
by  the  new  president  of  the  eotn*t ;  and  then,  for  the  first  moment,  the  Emperor 
learned  that  his  appointee  was  a  very  small  man,  and  very  yoimg.  He  shoired  hb 
chagrin  by  a  very  cool  reception.  The  presiding  judge  took  no  notice  nntfl  aher  hs 
had  been  sworn  in,  and  then  he  begged  to  know  how  he  had  incurred  the  Emperor's 
disi^easure.  The  Emperor  answered :  *  To  tell  the  truth,  I  did  not  know  yon  fp«t 
so  young.'  '  True,  Sire,'  was  the  reply ;  *  I  am  no  older  than  was  your  majeflty  t^ 
the  Battle  of  Marengo !'  The  same  judge,  during  the  reign  of  Chaelks,  and  shortily 
before  the  ReTolatkm  of  July,  while  some  of  the  prosecutioas  of  Pouonac'i  •dnait- 
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were  pending  in  his  court,  was  at  a  levee  of  the  Minister  of  the  Interior. 
Tlie  minister  took  occasion  to  speak  to  him  of  the  impending  trial,  and  was  rash 
enough  to  say  to  the  judge  that  the  King  would  consider  a  proper  judgment  in  the 
«aaer  m  a  &Tor  rendered  to  the  government.  *  Sir,'  was  the  reply,  ^  my  court  renders 
judgment,  not  service !'  These  two  stories  I  heard  from  a  French  gentleman,  whose 
aoqvaintanoe  I  formed  under  these  circumstances :  One  afternoon  I  went  to  my 
^bunbers  on  some  mere  formal  matters,  and  I  found  them  full  of  gentlemen,  who  had 
made  ma  appcnntment  there  in  regard  to  a  case  of  great  interest  under  the  last  treaty 
with  Fnmoe.  I  complained  of  their  having  done  so,  because  my  time  was  so  much 
Moapied,  and  there  were  some  six  or  seven  other  judges  in  the  Hall,  who  had  much 
jnore  Insure,  to  whom  they  ought  to  have  applied.  They  listened  to  my  scolding 
with  respect,  but  in  silence,  no  one  of  them  suggesting  their  going  to  any  other  judge. 
This  fretted  me  more  yet,  and  I  scolded  still  harder  about  it.  The  same  respectfol 
dence  ensued,  until  the  French  gentleman  (and  who  but  a  Frenchman  could  have 
done  it?)  remarked  to  me,  that  *•  he  hoped  His  Honor  would  view  the  matter  in  its 
true  light,  as  a  homage  to  his  ability.  It  was  so  seldom  that  they  could  find  an  inde* 
pendent  judge !'  Could  any  thing  be  invented  more  effectually  to  disarm  a  man  in  a 
fretr  .  .  .  Thbrb  was  something  very  touching  and  most  pleasant  in  hearing 
JMt  now,  from  the  lips  of  a  dear  little  girl  —  her  soft  white  feet  buried  the  while  in 
the  fai  oi  the  doe-skin  rug  before  the  fire  —  the  following  hnee,  repeated  with  that 
kind  of  pronunciation  which  gives  to  the  language  of  little  people  such  an  inexprcs- 

dble  charm: 

*  I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 

When  Jbsub  was  here  among  men, 
How  he  called  littVe  children  as  lambs  to  his  fold, 
/  diould  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 

*  I  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 

That  his  arms  had  been  thrown  around  m«. 
And  that  /  might  have  seen  his  kind  look,  when  he  said, 
^  Let  the  little  ones  come  onto  me  ? 

*•  But  a  beautifol  place  he  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven : 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 
*  For  of  each  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.' ' 

Thanks  to  *  £.  L.  C  of  Vermont  for  his  good  opinion  and  gix)d  stories.  We  are 
proud  of  the  one  and  pleased  with  the  other :  '  I  have  been  looking  through  your 
Editor^s  Table,  which  is  just  the  thing  for  this  particularly  cold  Tuesday  eve.  I  hope 
your  friend  actually  ^  heard^  that  first  grace  of  the  new  convert ;  I  won't  say  he  did  n't ; 
of  oonrse,  ted  dubitatur,  A  quaint  friend  of  mine  heard  it  too,  and  relates  it  better. 
It  was  not  a  convert  who  was  the  ^  subject,'  but  a  wicked  scamp,  who  used  to  raise 
ptrtioalar  purgatory  about  Middlebury  College,  and  a  chum  of  the. friend  aforesaid. 
Ha  had  '  taken  a  shine'  to  the  daughter  of  a  staid  old  deacon,  who  used  frequently  to 
fatvite  ^im  to  dinner.  The  deacon  one  day  called  upon  him  to  ask  the  customary 
Uesi^ng,  and  not  wishing  to  have  it  understood  that  there  was  any  one  thing  he  could 
not  do,  he  made  the  offer.  Hastily  recoUecting  all  he  could  of  the  usual  form,  he  be- 
§ui  and  made  an  excellent  start  of  it,  but  for  his  life  could  not  tell  how  to  close  it  off. 
h  WW  easier  to  go  on  than  to  stop.  Finally,  making  a  desperate  dash  after  a  period, 
he  oloaed  off  thus :  *  In  conclusion,  my  dear  Sir,  I  remain  very  respectfully  and  truly 

your  obedient  servant !'    Ho  has  not  dined  with  that  deacon  since ! Ned  P — , 

who  is  my  authority  for  the  above,  gives  a  spicy  account  of  his  examination  in  one  of 
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the  sciences  at  the  same  nniycrsity.  The  time  usually  allotted  for  the  study  of  gecdogy 
was,  as  he  thought,  more  profitably  employed  in  hunting-expeditJons  to  Bast-G^^eky 
and  when  exammation-day  came  round,  on  this  subject  he  was  not  partioulariy  kamed. 

Professor  A looked  upon  geology  with  perfect  adoration,  and  howerer  wide  of 

the  mark  a  student's  answer  might  be,  his  grave  and  solenm  oountenanoe  gacve  no 
sign  to  the  hapless  examiner  of  the  incorrectness  of  his  response.    '  Toang  gea^ 

man,'  said  the  Professor  to  P ,  *You — will — describe — homa — Mende,'  a 

task  as  difficult  for  him  as  to  describe  the  King  of  the  Mosquitcs.  He  tried  it,  how- 
ever :  '  Homeblende  is  a  mineral,  generally  supposed  to  be  a  stone.'  Here  he  lieati- 
ted,  to  give  the  Professor  time  to  correct  him  if  he  was  wrong.  Judging  firom  hia 
unmoved  features  that  he  had  struck  the  right  vein,  he  dashed  on :  *  Of  an  animal- 
cular  consistency  and  infusorial  form*,  unctuous  to  the  touch;  tertiary  formatkm; 
slightly  femiginous ;  of  a  spotted  color ;  belonging  to  the  triaasio  system  of  oomponid 
drift ;  and  is  usually  found  just  below  the  crust  of  the  palacosoio  rooks  on  Snake 
Mountain !'  ^  Anything  more  7'  meekly  inquired  the  Professor.  No,  that  was  all 
he  recollected.  '  Well,  young  man,'  said  he,  gravely,  *  if  you  ahonld  ever  diaoover 
any  article  of  the  kind  you  have  been  describing,  you  stand  a  chance  of  hfifwaning 
very  celebrated,  if  you  will  only  make  it  known.  It  was  never  hitherto  supposed  to 
exist,  by  the  scientific  world.'    Ho  was  not  marked  higher  than  seventeen  for  tlda 

proficiency. SrEAKiNo  of  East-Creek,  perhaps  you  are  one  of  those  bloody-nuad- 

ed  men  who  sometimes  shoot  black  ducks.  If  yon  are,  leave  ^  old  Long-Island'a  sett- 
girt  shore'  and  your  friend  Herbrrt'b  fancy  guns,  and  number-six  shot  behind  ymi, 
and  go  with  me  next  August  to  East-Crcck.  You  shall  see  the  '  birds'  by  hundreds, 
tame  as  a  politician  after  he  has  lost  an  election.  Hiram  Bramble,  the  lord  of  the 
parts  adjacent,  shall  be  our  oarsman.  Hiram  has  nhot  ducks  and  fished  for  pouts  here, 
off  and  on,  for  the  last  fifty  years,  and  a  cariosity  he  is ;  wise  in  all  things  but  books; 
*  on  them  he  gives  in.'  I  was  treating  Hiram  to  a  steak-supper  after  a  hard  day's  hunt- 
ing and  harder  luck  last  autlimn,  at  which  I  noticed  he  did  sorry  justice  to  the  amo- 
king  viands.  ^  What,  Hiram,'  said  I,  *  through  so  soon  7  You  have  not  eaten  enon^ 
have  you  V  *■  Wal,'  he  replied,  *  you  have  bin  to  college  and  ort  to  know  all  abottt 
such  things,  and  I  'm  an  ignorant  man,  and  do  n't  know  but  leetle.  £f  yon  think  I 
haint  eat  enough,  I  '11  begin  agin.'  Deferential  this,  but  a  mournful  example  of  the 
ignorance  of  the  lower  classes,  even  in  this  favored  '  kedVitry.'  But  in  all  serionanew, 
leave  that  bee-hive  in  which  you  are  toiling,  with  its  smoke-dried  tnmatee,  for  a  montfi 
next  summer.  Come  up  and  spend  it  in  *  God's  first  temples'  with  some  friends  of* 
yours,  who  are  none  the  less  warm  because  they  have  never  seen  you,  and  'their  ao- 
quaintancc  has  been  only  through  ^Knick.'  It  will  add  a  year  to  your  life.'  .  .  •  ^Tki 
Dignity  of  Non-ComplainV  is  the  title  of  a  passag<^  which  we  find  copied  into  our 
note-book,  some  four  or  five  years  ago.  It  is  assigned  to  no  author,  nor  can  we  re- 
collect at  this  moment  whence  wo  obtained  it.  But  whoever  may  have  written  it,  it 
is  replete  with  true  philosophy,  and  is  expressed  with  equal  case  and  energy : 


^Onk  cannot  help  admiring  the  fipirit  of  the  man  who,  on  being  asked  if  he  had  not 
plaining  lately,  answered :  *  I  have  been  ill,  but  T  never  complain.'  It  were  of  course  too  sloleal  to 
be  amiablef  if  one  were  to  determine  never  to  complain.  Our  social  fselings  go  against  so  < 
a  rcaolutioDt  and  announce  that,  an  it  is  right  to  give  sympathy,  so  it  cannot  be  wrong,  under 
circumstances,  to  ask  it.  Bat  certainly  it  is  only  in  special  circumstances  and  relatknis  that 
plaint  is  allowable  or  politic  The  allowablenees  of  complaint  is  determined  by  drcumotanoes  sad 
rdatlcms.  We  may  oom]daln  in  the  presence  of  those  whom  we  know  take  an  interest  in  us  with  Issi 
risk  than  we  can  in  other  company.    We  may  more  alk>wab1y  comphiin  of  a  eonunoo  wo  of  ka* 
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naaity  than  of  Bonie  special  personal  evlL  A  man  would  not  care  to  firet  aboui  a  pricked  fta^^  to 
kkwifi^  while  the  savage  soflbrauniniaglnable  pains  at  the  stake  with  an nninoved countenance;  he 

*  may  not  stain  with  grief 

The  death-song  of  an  Indian  chief.* 

To  hare  been  the  Tictim  of  an  influenza  may  be  spoken  of  freely  and  dolorously,  within  iModerate 
bounds ;  but  it  is  dilferent  if  we  are  only  recovering  from  an  aJfront  or  a  slight^  where  our  own  self- 
respect  was  alone  concerned,  because  there  sympathy  comes  less  freely,  if  at  all,  or  Is  liable  to  be 
■Bixed  with  no  very  reverential  feeling.  It  is  from  a  sense  of  this  philosophy  that  those  who  com- 
plain  about  any  personal  vexation  usually  endeavor  to  take  from  its  egotistic  character  by  allying  it 
to  a  public  cause :  *  It  is  my  turn  to  be  slighted  or  slandered  to-day ;  it  may  be  yours  to-m(Mrrow.* 
QiV  *Buch  attacks,  though  I  care  nothing  for  them  myself,  are  reprehensible  on  general  grounds.* 
And  so  fiirth.  But  such  eflbrts  are  in  reality  a  confession  that  there  is  something  felt  to  be  weak  and 
vnworthy,  general^  speaking,  in  complaint.  .  .  .  Take  for  example  the  man  of  art ;  that  is,  the 
mo  who  by  the  chisel,  the  brush,  the  pen,  or  the  use  of  his  brain  and  fingers  for  the  production  of 
Biiisie,  works  out  results  for  the  gratification  and  improvement  of  his  fellow-creatures.  If  such  a 
man  finds  his  works  neglected,  will  it  improve  his  case  to  complain  ?  Assuredly  not.  lie  may  im- 
agine there  is  some  accidental  or  mischievous  cause  for  the  neglect,  instead  of  his  own  deficiency  of 
matit.  But  such  suppositions,  if  expressed,  only  bring  down  ridicule  upon  his  head.  He  may  be 
aevanely  handled  by  critics ;  but  to  complain  of  this,  or  attempt  to  put  in  something  in  arrest  of 
Judgment,  or  to  retort  upon  the  Judge,  can  only  iqjure  him  further  with  the  public 

*  Perhaps  the  ultimate  source  of  the  good  to  be  derived  from  non-complaint  is  its  convenience  to 
the  general  interest.  Every  one  has  his  own  woes ;  it  is  not,  therefore,  surprising  that  few  feel  ag- 
grfeved  by  hearing  little  of  the  distresses  of  their  friends,  however  willing  to  give  sympathy  if  com- 
|daiat  is  actuaOy  nude.  It  is,  therefore,  as  good  for  us  as  it  is  dignified  on  the  part  of  the  suflerer, 
that  l|e  should  trouble  us  as  Uttle  as  possible  with  his  distresses.  Having,  as  life  and  the  world  go, 
tu  more  need  to  be  associated  with  what  is  cheering  and  encouraging  than  with  the  reverse,  we  are 
unavoidably  attracted  to  the  train  of  the  successful  and  self-bclpAil,  the  gay  and  buoyant,  even  with- 
OHt  any  regard  to  tangible  benefits  derivable  ttom  them,  while  the  unprosperous  are  too  apt  to  be 
Wl  irfoing  in  scditudc.  It  is  human  nature  to  give  pity  and  succor  to  the  latter  when  the  claim  is 
dlractly  preeented,  but  in  all  circumstances  to  cling  fast  to  and  idolize  the  former,  as  something  good, 
tutelary  and  beautlfril.  For  such  reasons  it  must  be  that  complaint,  necessarily  associated  in  our 
Minds  with  infirmity,  never  can  produce  respect.  So  it  must  be  that  we  admire,  as  the  next  best  to 
nieeesB  and  greatness,  the  magnanimity  which  betrays  not  defeat  or  injury.  Our  thrilling  reverence 
Ibr  him  who  suffers  in  silence  is  mixed  with  a  thankfiihiess  that,  in  the  maze  of  our  own  special 
erlla,  we  have  not  the  addition  of  listening  to,  and  administering  to  his. 

*I  would  them  recommend  the  principle  of  non-complaint  as  one  which  it  is  usefril  to  foDow,  under 
eerlain  limitation.  To  shut  ourselves  up  in  a  stoical  indiflbrenco  on  all  occasions,  were  at  once  un- 
■miaWe  and  unwise.  To  consult  nothing  but  dignity  on  this  point,  were  to  become  detestable. 
Much  would  we  prefer  the  man,  weak  as  a  woman^s  tear,  to  him  who  stood  perpetually  in  a  marble- 
ttka  rigidity,  professedly  superior  to  an  grief.  The  frillest  allowance  is  to  be  made  on  that  side.  And 
particularly  would  we  insist  that,  in  the  domestic  circle  and  among  true  friends,  there  should  be  a 
tan  emnmnnion  and  frankness  on  every  passing  trouble  requiring  counsel  and  assistance.  Poured 
into  a  loving  and  kindred  bosom,  our  griefe  are  sacred ;  reposing  this  confidence,  we  ourselves  be- 
eone  olitlects  of  only  Increased  tenderness.  A  disposition  having  regard  to  the  happiness  of  oUiers 
will  at  once  perceive  where  to  draw  the  line  of  distinction  between  what  ought  and  what  ought  not 
to  be  eomplained  of;  between  what  is  a  proper  subject  for  the  condolence  of  others  and  that  which 
woold  oidy  unnecessarily  vex  and  annoy  them.  We  have  all  enough  of  sorrows  of  our  own,  with- 
OHt  bring  unduly  burdened  with  those  of  others ;  and,  depend  upon  it,  there  is  none  more  unamiable, 
or  more  generally  diunned,  than  the  fretful  and  querulous.  Of  troubles  incidental  to  all,  it  is  also  to 
be  admitted  that  complaint  is  legitimate,  so  fkr  as  it  may  lead  to  a  remedy,  or  to  a  union  of  our  com- 
■Km  bcoOierhood  in  the  bonds  of  sympathy.  But  undoubtedly,  as  a  general  rule,  apart  from  these 
wxeepdoDBt  there  ia  much  to  be  admired  in  non-complaint;  the  course  pointed  out  alike  by  con- 
atdentenees  for  others  and  respect  for  ourselves.  And  I  would  hold  this  as  an  apothegm  never  to  bo 
•werved  from ;  req)ectlng  all  egotistic  suflerings  whatever,  from  great  injustices  down  to  the  most 
petty  annoyanoes  and  incivilities,  cultivate  the  glorious  power  of  bearing  In  silence.* 

A  PLBA8ANT  *  down-cast'  correspondent  sen  ds  uu  a  '  batch'  of  legal  anecdotefi,  seve- 
ral ^  which  are  very  amusing.    We  annex  a  few :  *  Some  yean  ago  a  com  was  on 
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trial  before  the  Supreme  Court  of  Maine,  in  one  of  the  nnUiin  ooantiai,  in  which  the 
plaintiff  sooght  to  recover  compensation  for  an  alleged  injury  to  his  fiahin^prmlege, 
oooasioned  by  the  erection  of  a  mill-dam  by  the  defendanti.'  The  testnnoDy  on  the 
part  of  the  plaintiff  was  clear  and  conclusive,  and  it  was  supposed  the  oise  would  be 
submitted  to  the  jury  without  the  production  of  any  witnesses  by  defendants ;  bit 
after  some  consultation  their  counsel  finally  called  an  old  rough  westher-besten 
man,  who  was  interrogated  as  to  the  habits  of  the  salmon,  and  the  eflfoot  of  the 
He  stated  among  other  things,  that  he  had  known  salmon  to '  go  up  rl^it  over  a  dtm 
fifteen  feet  perpendicular !'  <  What  is  that,  Mr.  Witness  r  ssid  the  judge ;  •  do  lo- 
derstand  you  to  say  that  salmon  will  go  over  a  dam  fifteen  feet  perpendloakr  V  '  Wky, 
$artin  !  Tour  hcmor  do  nH  know  no  more  about  them  are  fish  than  a  ohild.  Wky 
look  here,  your  honor,  I  live  on  a  p^int  of  land  ^at  makes  eOut  intothe^mer  BO^(J 
ing  a  map  on  the  witnesscs'-box)  and,  ye  see,  the  salmon  gmng  up  have  to  go 
round  this  here  pMnt.  Wal,  your  honor,  the  fish  coming  up  the  river,  splteAd-l&s, 
when  they  get  off  ag'in  my  house,  leap  clear  across,  right  over  my  house  and  ban,  a 
hundred  and  fifty  feet  at  least,  your  honor.  I  've  picked  up  &I  ouesi  your 
heavy  to  fetch  acro8s,'many  a  time'  The  court  had  listened  in  mute 
but  the  next  moment  the  peremptory  order :  *  Mr.  Sheriff,  put  that  man  out  of  At 

house!'  was  heard  above  an  irrepressible  burst  of  laughter.' 'A  sombwhat  db* 

tinguished  advocate,  in  the  county  of  P ,  while  earnestly  presenting  Us  eass  to 

the  jury,  paid  the  following  eloquent  tribute  to  the  memory  of  SuaKaraAna :  'Oaa- 

tlcmen  of  the  jury,  some  two  or  three  hundred  years  ago  there  lired 

name  was  SuAKsrEARE.    Tou  'vc  all  perhaps  heard  of  him.    He 

man,  gentlemen,  and  he  possessed  a  deep  knowledge  of  human  nature.    Hia 

and  opinions  have  passed  into  proverbs,  and  are  in  the  months  of  all  the  peopk^al 

are  therefore  entitled  to  great  weight  with  you.    Now  SuAKSPBAaa  says : 

'Takk  mylife— my  all,  but  keep  your  hands  oat  of  my  bneehespodBaiP 

Will  some  one  find  the  passage  V Some  witnesses  come  into  oourt  wift  Ihi 

belief  that  they  are  only  bound  to  testify  to  such  facts  as  fiivor  the  party  by  whom  tky 
are  called.  A  curious  illustration  of  this  occurred  at  a  trial  in  the  eounty  of  C— • 
A  witness,  strongly  impressed  with  this  opinion,  was  under  ezaminatioB,  ThecfVt 
for  some  time  had  been  trying  to  follow  him  in  his  windings  and  donhUnga  aa  to  SMt 
mati^ial  point,  and  at  last  somewhat  impatiently  demanded  on  explanatkm.  '  Jui|B|' 
says  the  witness,  in  an  under  tone,  with  a  knowing  look,  and  a  geafare  of  caaHoa, 
*■  Between  you  and  me,  the  less  we  say  about  thai  the  better !'  ■ '  A  i.BaBimaeiM* 
seller,  who  occasionally  tried  the  patience  of  the  oourt  by  being  somewhal  dift— ^h 
opening  an  argument  before  the  late  learned  Chief  Justice  W  •— — ,  had  aililriaaiiil  thi 
spectators  in  a  rather  longer  and  more  powerful  strain  than  usual,  and  ooBoladBAbf 
saying :  ^  And  now,  may  it  please  your  honor,  I  will  proceed  to  the  merifeiof  thesMk' 

*  I  should  have  been  pleased,'  said  the  Chief  Justice,  with  a  flrown  aa  daik  aa  flildi^kt, 

*  if  you  had  done  it  half  an  hour  ago.'  .  .  .  The  following  conoeptioii  of  ^Aimmmd 
Eve* 8  First  Morning  Song^  has  been  translated  for  us  by  S.  C.  MinimaauH  bom  thi 
Swedish  of  Mrs.  Sengren.  Miss  Beembr  speaks  of  the  writer  in  tanna  of 
praise: 

*  LovBLT  in  its  new-bom  beanty  was  Nature.    The  third  day^  son  rose  up  la 
spring  sparkled  and  danced  in  gladnem,  and  tho  newly-created  fin'nish  { 
mute  wonder.    Peace  was  yet  unbroken.    Even  the  smalleat  worm  shared  In  the 
Blest  harmony  reigned  over  all,  and  its  breath  gushed  torOk  in  every 
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flnroed  npcm  the  tiger,  as  they  grazed  aide  by  aide.  The  lamb  fearlesaly  played  irith  its  king,  the 
Bon.  The  rose  was  thornleaa.  The  flower  concealed  no  poiaon.  The  apanrow  aooght  protection 
mider  the  huge  wing  of  the  eagle.  Love  actuated  all  creation.  Kindled  by  a  YucAj  emotion,  Eden'b 
angriie  pair  now  aent  up  this  first  aong  of  praise  to  Allpathbr  :  *  Thou  who  from  the  clear  height 
■boire  b^okieat  earth  as  thy  footstool,  to  Thee,  O  t  Father,  we  lift  our  eyes :  accept  our  aig^  of 
hqipineas.  Thou  who  creotest  all  beings,  studded  the  firmament  with  bright  Jewds,  and  adorned  the 
earth  with  beauty,  God  of  all  goodness,  heaven  and  earth  praise  Thkb  :  The  smallest  flower  that 
blooma  displays  thy  Almiohtt  power  in  erwy  leaf  and  bud.  The  fresh  perfVuie  of  the  fields  riaea 
op  to  Thsb  like  sweet  incense.  The  babbling  brook  and  twittering  bird  raise  their  roioes  in  thine 
honor.  The  beautiftd  flower,  the  guttering  dew,  all,  all  praise  thee,  O I  Fathcr.  And  we,  ohi  Lord* 
hi|^  exalt  thy  power  in  Creation.  Thou  hast  made  our  tongues  flexible,  and  our  voices  to  utter 
aoonds.  Where'er  our  thoughts  can  reach,  all  that  vision  can  embrace,  excites  adoration  tox  Nature^ 
great  author.  Kind  art  thou  beyond  all  thought ;  happy  and  glorious  is  our  lot;  great  is  the  power 
which  Thou  hast  given  ua  over  what  all  other  inteUigMices  possess  I  Holy  shall  be  our  aong  of  praise. 
BverlasUngly  good  is  God  I    Rocks  and  mountains  answer,  ^  Everlastingly  good  is  God.'  ' 

Wk  have  been  much  interested  in  looking  over  an  account,  which  we  have  lately 
reoeiTed,  of  the  transactions  of  several  of  the  large  English  publishing  houses.  Although 
•  many  of  our  own  establishments  may  rival  the  English  ones  in  the  number  of  their 
pmbUcations,  yet  as  we  Americans  have  the  opportunity  of  taking  up  the  best  English 
works  for  the  mere  price  of  the  copy  to  print  from,  it  follows  that  in  amount  of  capital 
invested,  the  English  publishers  are  largely  in  advance  of  our  own.  Of  the  London 
publishers  of  select  English  works,  and  of  standard  novels  and  romances,  BEFfTLST 
stands  unquestionably  at  the  head,  both  as  regards  the  variety  and  extent  of  his  pub- 
Ueations,  and  also  the  amount  of  capital  embarked  in  literary  enterprises.  Few  pub- 
liflhera  have  paid  so  high  prices  for  works  of  literature  as  Mr.  Bentley.  To  Mr. 
Waihinoton  Irving,  for  the  Alhambra,  Mr.  Bentley  paid  one  thousand  guineas, 
md  to  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton,  for  three  years*  copy-right  of  Harold,  one 
tlionsand  six  hundred  pounds.  For  the  mss.  alone  of  the  Rupert  and  Fairfi&x  publi- 
cations, Mr.  Bentley  paid  two  thousand  pounds :  this  is  independent  of  the  labors 
of  Mr.  Eliot  Warburton  on  Rupert,  and  Mr.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Bell  on  Fairfax,  so 
that  nearly  six  thousand  pounds  have  been  embarked  by  Mr.  Bentley  in  these  two 
works  alone.  Ko  English  publisher  has  brought  out  one  half  the  number  of  Ameri- 
can works ;  indeed  the  liberality  of  Mr.  Bentley  toward  American  authors  is  well 
known,  and  he  is  now  identified  with  the  literature  of  this  country.  .  .  .  Do  n't  turn 
sway  with  a  ^  pish !'  because  we  take  the  liberty  of  calling  your  attention  to  '•Ostian's 
Addre»9  to  the  Sun.^  It  is  not  new,  ccrtdnly ;  but  when  ^  old  things  have  passed 
away'  from  the  memory,  they  well  nigh  ^  become  new'  on  being  recalled  again  from 
one  of  its  cells.  And  then  the  great  beauty  of  the  excerpt  will  always  commend  it  to 
admiration : 

*0  THOU  that  roUest  above,  round  as  the  shield  of  my  fieUhers!  Whence  are  thy  beams,0  sun! 
thine  everlasting  lig^tf  Thou  oomest  forth  in  thy  awfUl  beauty  I  the  stars  hide  themselves  in  the 
sky ;  the  moon,  cold  and  pale,  sinks  in  the  western  wave.  But  thou  thyself  movest  alone ;  who  can 
be  a  companion  of  thy  course  ?  The  oaks  of  the  mountains  fldl,  the  mountains  themselvee  decay 
with  years;  the  ocean  shrinks  and  grows  agidn ;  the  moon  heneif  is  lost  in  heaven ;  but  thou  art 
Ibrevar  the  same,  rejoicing  in  tlie  brightness  of  thy  coutk.  When  the  worid  is  dark  with  tempests ; 
when  thunder  rolls  and  lightning  flies ;  then  thou  lookest  in  thy  beauty  from  the  clouds,  and  laughed 
at  the  storm.  But  to  Ossian,  thou  lookest  in  vain ;  for  he  beholds  thy  beams  no  more,  whether  thy 
jbDow  hair  flows  on  the  eastern  ckyuds,  or  thou  tremblest  at  the  gates  of  the  west.  But  thou  art  per- 
iMpa  like  me;  for  a  aeason,  thy  years  will  have  an  end.  Thou  shalt  sleep  in  the  clouds,  caielesa  of 
the  voice  of  the  morning.  Exult,  then,  O  sun  I  in  the  strength  of  thy  youth!  Age  is  dark  and  un- 
lovel]^ ;  it  Aike  the  glimmering  light  of  the  moon,when  it  shines  through  broken  clouds ;  when  the 
mist  is  on  the  hills,  the  blast  of  the  north  is  on  the  plains,  and  the  traveller  shrinks  In  the  midst  of 
hisioamey.' 
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We  have  received  a  work  entitled '  Consumption,  Us  Prttentkn  and  Cmn  hf 
the  Water-Treatment,^  by  Joel  Shew.  Wo  are  no  partisans  of  the  waler-Mre, 
preferring  when  the  time  comes  to  bo  sent  out  of  the  world  in  the  oanonical  wsjy  at 
the  hands  of  a  regular  physician.  A  coroner's  jury  might  not  pronomioe  it  a  natatil 
death,  unless  it  had  been  preceded  by  a  course  of  medicine.  There  is  somHhhig, 
however,  pleasing  to  the  imagination  in  the  idea  of  washing  away  the  oanaes  of  dSwiaw, 
in  the  pure  element  which  was  the  only  bevorago  of  Adam  before  the  fidl,  and  wluA. 
in  all  ages  has  been  to  so  great  an  extent  both  the  theme  and  the  sooroe  of  poetie  ii- 
spiration.  It  would  be  a  beautiful  illustration  of  tho  Divinb  benignity  if  It  dwrid 
prove  that  the  diseases  of  the  human  frame  can  find  theur  most  potent  remedy  in  As 
water  which  gushes  from  a  thousand  springs  at  our  feet,  or  '  fiJleth  in  the  gentle  nia 
from  heaven,'  with  an  efficacious  virtue  no  less  admirable  for  restoradon  thanforie- 
frcshment.  At  all  events,  we  can  recommend  a  large  portion  of  tho  water^nre  lite- 
rature with  a  perfectly  ck>ar  conscience.  We  have  a  good  deal  of  ftiifa  in  its  power 
as  a  preventive  of  disease,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  system  as  a  remedy.  It 
has  enlisted  the  service  of  some  of  the  fmest  minds  and  tho  most  agreeable  writencf 
the  age.  The  present  work  on  Consumption  cannot  be  read  without  decided  adviB- 
tago  by  those  who  have  reason  to  dread  the  fell  destroyer,  of  which  so  many  of  the 
loveliest  and  the  most  distinguished  are  the  victims  annually  in  this  oonntry.  It  ii 
written  in  an  easy,  direct,  flowing  Htyle,  and  without  making  any  ambitions  prctensioDi 
to  scientific  acutcncss,  (pretensions  by  the  by  which  it  is  &r  easier  to  make  than  to 
fulfil)  it  treats  the  subject  in  a  plain,  common  sense  manner,  which  cannot  fail  togiTS 
valuable  hints,  at  least,  to  all  whose  '  eyes  are  in  their  head,'  where  we  are  XM  the 
witfc  man's  should  be.  The  upshot  of  tho  whole  book  is  *  wash  and  be  dean,'  and  do 
not  think  to  drive  away  consumption  by  making  a  medicine-chest  of  your  stomadi. 
Tho  work  is  published  by  Messrs.  Fowlers  and  Wells,  Number  131  Kassan-street, 
New- York.  .  .  .  We  thank  Mrs.  Caroline  H.  Chandlee  for  the  tonching  linei, 
*A  Mother^s  Thought.^  Lot  us  hope  that  in  her  bereavement  she  may,  as  time  roOi 
on,  come  to  feel  with  Schiller,  that  *  The  cut-ofT  buds  of  earth  will  find  aome  sCoa 
upon  which  they  will  be  engrafled,  these  flowers  which  fold  themselves  to  sleep  in  the 
morning  hour,  will  find  a  morning  sun  to  awaken  them.'    It  is  *  well  with  the  child  :* 


*  WHK!f  thou,  dear  childf  wrapt  in  anooneclooa  deep 

Within  my  circUng  arms  thy  form  did*8t  lay* 
From  troubled  rr«t,  f  oft  woald  start  and  weep, 


And  droom  eorao  power  had  borne  thee  ftv  away. 
Pale  with  affiigfat,  and  trembllog  with  my  feaftt 
I  woke,  to  find  the  Numbering  on  mv  heart, 
*  And,  with  a  gush  uf  warm  and  grateful  tean* 

I  bade  the  visionary  dread  depart. 

*  But  now,  when  sinking  to  my  lonelv  rest^ 

Brooding  o'ur  memories  of  thine  inDuit  cbarmsi 
In  my  false  dreams  I  lull  thee  on  my  breast. 

And  fold  theis  soft  and  warm,  within  mine  arms. 
Who  then  shall  tell  the  anguish  of  my  souI,1 

When  the  chill  morning  oom«th,  bwak  and  lone 
When  the  sweet  spell  which  o*er  my  senses  ilok). 

Hath  vanished,  and  I  wuko — to  find  thee  gone  V 

'  Wi  have  a  good  story  in  this  neighborhood,'  writes  a  western  IHend, '  in  r^gvl 
to  the  approaching  season  of  Lent.  Perhaps  you  may  think  it  good  enom^  to  oB- 
balm  in  your  Editor's  Table.  A  devout  but  rather  simple  Episcopalian  notid|d  dvhf 
the  season  of  Ijcnt  that  tho  church-bell  was  rung  every  day,  and  not  nnderaBodingiti 
he  turned  one  day  to  a  brother  in  the  church,  and  asked  him  what  their  beQ  mnof 
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for  80  often.  Why,  said  bis  friend :  ^  It  is  Lent'  With  charming  simplicity,  he  re- 
plied ^Ltnt  !  —  who  has  horrowed  it  7'  .  .  .  Ws  have  to-day  receiyed  the  foUowing 
*  Ke-awd'  from  otir  contemporary  of  '  The  Bonkun  Flag-StafF :' 

A    K  E  A  R  D.  LttUfRock,  JSrkMumig, 

Thk  Editor  c^  ^Tke  Bunkum  Flag-Stag  respectlTely  infonns  his  fHends  and  patroons  thai  he  has 
come  to  Arkanaaftse  in  the  fUr  West  to  see  his  brother,  wlio  has  been  sick  for  some  time  ollhe  brofwn 
creetnrs,  and  feered  he  M  die  ef  I  did  nH  come  to  cmoe-t  We  are  happy  to  inform  oar  adwertiaing 
Net  thai  he  is  now  better,  and  coming  to  New  York  with  a  woolen  tippit  about  his  neck  to  git  Doetor 
Fkost  to  swab  out  his  throat  with  nntritiTe  silver;  arter  that  gaess  helldoweQ.  If  he  don*i,IleIl 
htm  he  done  all  he  coold.  This  sockiunstans  will  delay  onrissoo  for  Uie  past  month.  Bat  our  paper* 
makor,  roUer4)oy,  Mr.  Thomas,  and  readers  will  please  be  in  readiness  for  as  ag'in  we  reiam.  This 
is  a  good  ked*ntry,  but  the  streets  not  half  so  strafi^t  as  they  are  in  Bunkum,  and  the  mud  abundanoei 
Diey  got  a  new^Niper  here,  but  ttoxn.  his  editorials, he  canH  write:  he  dono  how  to  handle  the  pen. 
How  hard  it  is  to  write  good  I  We  always  had  a  werMtillty  at  writin*  flrom  our  youth  up.  A  taipper 
into  VbB  hotel  wanted  me  lart  ni^i  to  go  with  him  way  down  south  arter  buJIUo,  but  although  I  'd  like 
akin  or  two  for  slaying-time,  I  told  him  not  I  ^m  wonnerful  feered  of  Ingens.  I  do  think,  should  I 
see  a  live  Ingen  attackt  me  in  the  middle  of  a  parayrie,  for  to  kill  me,  I  should  sink  right  deown  and 
gl*n  up  without  strikin^  a  blow,  though  in  genneral  brave.  But  I  canH  help  it  Some  men  is  afoerd 
of  a  eat  I  do'nt  care  for  squaws.  I  seen  some  pretty  hanaomo  squaws  in  my  day.  But  enough  at 
tkis  time  firom  your  aflbctiooate  broths,  *  waostajv.* 

Reader,  did  yon  never  think  the  thoughts  so  beantifnlly  embodied  in  the  following 
lines  ?     We  have  had  such  thoughts  a  thousand  times : 

*  Whkrk  are  the  birds  that  sang 

A  hundred  years  ago? 
The  flowers  that  all  in  beauty  sprang 
A  hundred  years  ago? 

The  lips  that  smiled. 

Hie  eyes  that  wild 

In  flashes  shone 

Soft  eyes  upon : 
Where,  O  where  are  lips  and  eyes, 
The  maiden's  smile,  the  lover's  sighs. 

That  were  so  long  agof 

*  Who  peopled  all  the  dtv's  streets 

A  hunored  years  aso? 
Who  filled  the  church  with  (hoes  meek 
A  hundred  years  ago  ? 

The  sneering  tale 

Of  sister  flraSl, 

The  plot  that  worked 

Anotnor*shurt: 
Where,  O  where  are  plots  and  sneers,  '^ 

The  poor  man's  hopes,  the  rich  man*s  (ban, 

That  were  so  long  ago? 

^  Where  are  the  graves  where  dead  men  dept 

A  hundred  vears  ago? 
Who,  while  living,  ofl-timea  wept, 


A  hundred  years  ago  ? 
>tnerm 
ley  I 
Their  lands  are  tilled. 


Bv  other  men 
They  knew  not  then 


Their  homes  are  filled : 
Yet  nature  then  was  Just  as  gay. 
And  bright  the  sun  shone  as  to-day, 

A  hundred  years  agol 

The  following  anecdote  of  'Dr.  Maginn  at  the  Tomb  of  John  Bunyan*  is  firoui 
*TA<  Presbyterian^  weekly  journal :  'Bunyan  was  buried  in  Bunhill  Fields,  where 
his  tomb  is  often  visited.  Not  long  ago  a  funeral  took  place  there,  which  was  attended 
among  others  by  the  celebrated  Doctor  Maginn,  for  a  long  time  one  of  the  most  bril- 
liant writers  for  Blackwood's  Magazine.    As  soon  as  the  ceremony  was  over  the 
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Doctor  said  to  the  sexton:  *  Grave-digger,  show  me  the  tomb  of  JoBW  BomtamI' 
The  grave-digger  led  the  way,  and  was  followed  by  Maoihii,  who  leeiiied  dMplj 
thoughtful.    As  they  approached  the  place  the  Doctor  stopped,  and  tonobuig  Um  on 
the  shoulder,  said :  *  Tread  lightly.'    Maoinn  bent  over  the  grave  for  aome  time  m 
melancholy  mood,  deeply  affected,  and  at  length  exclaimed,  in  solemn  tones,  as  be 
turned  away :  *  Sleep  on !  thou  prince  of  dreamers !'    Tlie  *  dreamer'  luid  brin  tboe 
one  hundred  and  fifty  years,  but  no  lapse  of  time  has  destroyed  the  apdl  whiob  be 
still  holds  over  the  strongest  minds/    .    .    .    This  is  something  in  the  style  of  phth 
nographical  reporting :  ^  f1  nu  whr  t  fnd  th  gntlmn  t  whm  th  ndid  nt  a  dnd,  i*d  ■! 
t  {rihwth,  z  t  ma  bV  vtl  mprtns.    Fu  pblsh  ths  knmkshn,  pis  dnt  m  mi  mn.'    h 
other  words :  '*  If  I  knew  where  to  find  the  gentleman  to  whom  the  enoloaed  note  is  ad- 
dressed, I  would  mail  it  forthwith,  as  it  may  bo  of  vital  importanoc.    If  yon  pab&b 
this  communication,  please  do  nH  use  my  name.'    Our  esteemed  friend  snd  eom^ 
pendent.  Dr.  BETmj.NB,  relates  an  amusing  instance  of  a  phonographbs  blunder.    Bnd- 
ing  one  morning  a  report  of  one  of  his  discourses  of  the  day  before,  lie  foond  the  re- 
mark, *  And  the  Adversary  came  among  them  and  sowed  tares,'  printed  as  foDowi: 
*  And  the  Adversary  came  among  them  and  tawed  tree* ."    The  miitike  aroae  fai 
transcribing  from  the  clipped  words  ^  sd  trs.^    ...    It  is  related  of  a  member  of  ths 
Methodist  Episcopal  Church  *■  away  down  east,'  that  being  on  a  visit  to  a  nei^iboiiiig 
town,  one  of  the  brethren  asked  him  how  the  society  to  which  he  was  aittabhed  was 
getting  on.     *  O  pretty  well,'  said  he ;  '  but  just  at  present  onr  precise  elder  and  dreoi- 
preacher  arc  both  absent,  and  we  have  to  get  along  with  our  locus-preaeher  and  ei- 
haustcrs!'    .    .    .    ^Jlfr.  6t6«on  anci  Ai«  Bn<2«  o<  JViiagara' made  ns  laugh '  sooiedefe.' 
^  Mr.  Gibson,'  says  our  northern  correspondent,  *  is  a  Sootohman,  widi  hair  ao  flaniai 
red,  and  a  complexion  so  bright  and  ruddy,  that  he  is  always  called  Rurua  Guaoa. 
lie  was  married  three  years  ago  last  November  to  a  delicate-oomplexioiied  Pemii|l- 
vanian  ;  and  they  are  now  a  very  happy  couple,  notwithstanding  their  married  life 
began  under  a  cloud ;  nay,  under  a  very  water-spout.    With  better  taste  than  is  gw^ 
rally  manifested  on  such  occasions,  tliey  resolved  to  retire  from  the  pnblio  gaaa  dniiqg 
the  honey-moon ;  and  in  a  conveyance,  hired  for  the  purpose,  ihey  determined  to  milBB 
a  fortnight's  tour,  beginning  with  a  visit  to  the  Falls  of  Niagara.    They  were  married 
early  in  the  morning,  sent  their  carriage  on  board  an  Albany  boat,  and  arriTed  In  thit 
city  about  five  in  the  afternoon.    Like  all  judicious  tourists,  Rurua  had  laid  downs 
well-digested  plan  of  the  length  of  his  doily  drives,  and  the  plaoea  of  hia  nightly  so* 
joum.    His  first  afternoon's  drive  was  to  bring  them  about  twenty-dx  mOea, 

Albany  to  the  village  of  C ,  at  which  place  he  knew  they  could  obtain 

accommodations.  But  Mr.  Gibson  was  not  able  to  achieve  that  distanoe  the  aiae 
day ;  for  before  they  had  gone  ten  miles  the  evening  began  to  dose  in ;  and  mmy 
patches  of  dark  gray  clouds,  which  all  the  afternoon  had  blotched  the  aky,  acted  aa  if 
they  had  appointed  the  intended  restmg-place  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  GnaoN  for  tActr  pboe 
of  rendezvous  also.  The  first  privy  counsel  which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  GnaoN  held  waa  oaM 
on  the  existing  state  of  things ;  and  the  unanimity  with  whksh  they  decided  augured  weB 
for  domestic  harmony  thereafter.  It  was  carried  nem,  eon,  that  thnr  intantioii  of  pro- 
ceeding that  evening  to  C would,  if  persevered  in,  prooure  then  a 

drenching,  and  must  therefore  be  abandoned ;  and  that  the  first  avwlaUe 

they  could  attain  to  should  bo  their  stopping-place  for  the  night    Tlieir 

decidedly  of  the  same  opinion,  and  Mr.  Gibson's  arm  was  already  tired  with  wUpfiiV 

him,  for  we  have  already  said  he  was  a  hired  one,  and  showed  hia  bonea  rather  than  Ui 
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*•  oats.'    Time  and  trotting  brought  them  to  a  road-nde  tavern ;  a  mean-lookmg  story- 

and-half  house,  unpainted  and  not  quite  completed,  for  the  scaffolding  yet  remained 

against  it.    Nevertheless,  they  were  in  good  humor  with  each  other,  and  agreied  to 

'rough  it*  contentedly : 

*  A  pair  of  cbickens  died, 
A  dozen  eggs  were  fried ;' 

and  there  was  nothing  in  the  supper  to  disturb  the  flow  of  spirits  they  seemed  to  vie 
with  each  other  in  manifesting,  at  being  placed  in  so  comical  a  predicament.  Their 
prospect  however  for  a  lodging  was  not  so  promising.  The  best  chamber  they  could 
obtain  was  one  in  the  gable-ond,  with  about  three  feet  of  wall  on  two  sides ;  and  un- 
hewn, unceiled  rafters  over  head ;  and  shingles  alone  between  them  and  the  sky. 
The  bedstead  had  four  tall  posts,  which  in  some  by-gone  time  had  supported  the  firame 
work  of  a  canopy,  but  of  that  no  trace  was  left ;  but  what  alarmed  them  most,  was  the 
insufficiency  of  the  roof  to  keep  out  the  rain,  that  just  then  began  to  rattle  on  the 
shingles,  like  peas  on  a  glass  window.  Still  Mr.  Gibbon  was  determined  to  sustain 
the  part  of  the  laughing  philosopher,  and  his  bride  took  the  cue,  and  acted  in  a  manner 
worthy  the  wife  of  such  a  Democritus.  It  was  in  this  pleasant  vein  that  Rufus 
moved  the  bed  from  place  to  place,  till  he  found  one  over  which  only  one  leak  was 
running,  and  under  this,  adopting  a  suggesiicm  of  the  landlady,  he  proceeded  to  sus- 
pend a  resevoir,  capacious  enough  to  contain  all  that  could  possibly  run  through  before 
morning.  It  was  a  goodly  sized  wash-tub,  with  a  stout  cord  passed  through  each  han- 
dle, and  secured  round  two  of  the  rafters :  the  scheme  seemed  to  promise  success  to  a 
Boarvel,  and  they  bade  the  world  good-night,  to  the  soft  melody  of  ^  drops  of  water.' 
But  better  devised  schemes  than  Mr.  Gibson's  have  fieuled  before  now.  He  had  made 
one  mistake.  The  cord  which  was  quite  strong  enough  to  bear  the  empty  tub,  was 
wholly  inadequate  to  sustain  the  same  tub  when  it  was  full  oi  water  y  and  it  gave  way 
about  the  time  the  little  hours  were  growing  bigger ;  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  received  its  whole  contents  in  a  perfect  deluge !  We  wiU  drop  the 
curtain  upon  the  scene  which  followed  *,  nor  state  in  detail,  how  Rufus  laid  aside  the 
character  of  the  '  laughing  philosopher,'  and  indeed  of  any  philosopher  at  all  \  how, 
when  he  recovered  his  breath,  he  raised  an  alarm  of  ^  fire ;'  and  how  they  both  sat 
shivering  till  day-light  in  the  eating-room,  in  a  corner  of  which,  on  a  '  shake-down,'  lay 
a  couple  of  drovers,  snoring  a  diapason  worthy  of  the  Harliem  organ.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Gibson  now  reside  in  the  west,  and  Rufus  has  many  friends ;  but  among  them  all, 
there  is  not  one  hardy  enough  to  ask  him,  if  he  has  ever  visited  the  FdlU  of  Ni' 
agora  I  .  .  .  ^Tke  Christmas  BeW  was  the  title  of  a  neat  little  sheet,  issued  oooa- 
aionally,  devoted  to  the  ^Ladies''  Fair  for  the  House  of  Protections^  recently  held  at 
Constitution  Hall  in  Broadway.  It  contained  many  very  clever  things,  both  in  prose 
and  verse ;  and  we  know  at  least  one  rare  wit  who  had  a  hand  in  supplying  the  mate- 
riel for  its  columns.  '  The  Resolute  Sexton^  is  a  capital  poetical  elaboration  of  an 
actual  occurrence.    The  following  explains  the  great  advantage  of  advertising : 

^  Last  Wednesday  we  inaerted  tbe  following  adyerliBenient  for  a  young  man,  and  on  Thnisday 
the  situation  was  ably  filled  by  a  professional  gentleman  of  unquestionable  ability,  every  way  qoat 
Ufled  to  bold  so  important  an  office : 

*■  TXT  ANTED.  —  A  young  man  who  has  received  a  classical  education  and  can  play  the  €!ennan 
yy    flute,  to  circulate  this  paper.   No  compensation  for  the  first  we^.    Apply  at  the  oflloe.' 

Hear  Napoleon  Buonaparte  upon  Long  Noses :  *■  Strange  as  it  may  appear,  when 
I  want  any  good  head-work  done  I  choose  a  man,  provided  hia  ednoation  has  beoi 
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niitable,  with  a  long  noee.  His  breathing  is  bold  and  free,  and  his  brain,  as  wall  as 
his  lungs  and  heart,  oool  and  clear.  In  my  observation  of  men  I  have  almost  inva- 
riably found  a  long  nose  and  a  long  head  go  together.'  Here  are  some  amnsing  ex- 
amples of  ^  Neglecting  the  Antecedent ;' 

*  Some  very  whimsical  instancos  of  this  occur  continually,  ciipeciallj  in  the  answera  of  witnowei 
when  given  literollv  as  they  spoalL  In  a  late  assault  case  the  prosocutor  swore  that  *tlie  prisoner 
struck  him  with  a  broom  on  his  head  till  ho  broke  the  top  of  it!*    In  narrating  an  Incidobt  some 


time  since,  it  was  stated  that  a  poor  old  woman  was  run  over  bv  a  cart  aged  tixtg.  So  in  •  esse  of 
supposed  poisoning :  *  He  had  something  in  a  blue  paper  in  his  hand,  ana  I  saw  him  put  his  head 
over  the  pot  and  put  it  in  V  Another,  swallowing  a  base  coin :  *■  He  snatched  the  lialf«n>wn  fhm 
the  boy  which  he  swallowed  ;*  which  seems  to  moan  the  boy,  not  the  money ;  but  still  the  senlenoe 
is  correct.  An  old  fellow  who  for  many  years  sold  combustible  matches  in  Ixmdon,  had  the  (bi- 
lowiug  cry :  ^  Buy  a  pennyworth  of  matches  of  a  poor  old  man  made  of  foreign  wood  ? 

The  ^  Bell'  went  in  for  '  Fashionable  Intelligence^  also ;  as  its  opera-reports  suffi- 
ciently evince.     Voila  : 

^  Our  reporter  having  been  despatched  yesterday  to  distribute  the  paper  among  the  uptown  sab- 
scribers,  in  the  absence  of  the  boy,  had  the  impudence  not  only  to  go  to  the  opera  witnoot  leave, 
but  to  fbmish  the  following  account  of  what  he  heard  and  saw.  N.  B.  We  dismiseed  him  flrom  tJm 
office  ipso  focto : 

*  The  opera  was  brilliantly  attended  last  evening  to  hoar  Bertucca  in  the  r/Ke  of  *■  Lucia.*  We 
have  but  one  fiiult  to  And  wiUi  this  inimitable  artist :  a  want  of  crescendo  in  the  stMcato  movemenla, 
by  which  she  falls  two  bars  short  of  her  cantabUe  in  the  Pizzicato  notes  running  flrom  H.  to  L.,  thereby 
)«&ving  the  tdlerretio  ham  and  unsupported  bv  hor  appoggio,  Fobti  and  Benevkntamo,  ever  great 
in  their  respective  t^Vm,  were  only  surpassed  by  the  prompter.  We  never  heard  this  glorious  artist 
to  more  advantage ;  his  rougli,  stentorian  notes  swuing  above  all  others,  kept  up  the  pieaalng  dels* 
sion  of  a  drunken  man  in  the  pit,  and  tVequently  suggested  to  vou  the  inhospitable  exchunation  of 
'  Turn  him  out  r  .  .  .  Spa onoletti,  the  other  day,  in  speaking  of  his  first  viola  player,  dedared 
that,  both  as  a  man  and  musician,  ho  was  most  praiseworthy  ;  as  u  man,  for  the  tenor  of  his  eonducw 
as  a  musician,  for  the  conduct  of  his  tenor.' 

Among  the  smaller  excerpts  we  learn  ^How  to  kick  a  Man  with  Impunity :'  *  Two 
gentlemen  were  walking  together  in  Paris.  '  I  will  engage,'  said  one  to  the  other, 
*  to  give  the  man  before  us  a  good  kicking,  and  yet  he  shall  not  be  angry.'  He  did 
as  he  had  undertaken  to  do :  the  man  turnctl  roimd  and  looked  astonished.  *  I  beg 
your  pardon,'  said  the  kicker  *,  ^  I  took  you  to  be  the  Duke  de  la  Tremouillk  !' 
The  duke  was  very  handsome,  the  kicked  man  very  plain  ;  he  was  gratified  by  the 
mistake  imder  which  he  believed  ho  had  suffered,  shook  himself,  smiled,  bowed,  and 
went  on  his  way.'  The  following  is  very  curious :  '  There  was  a  man  once  imprisoned 
in  a  very  high  tower,  and  how  do  you  suppose  he  got  down  ?  By  his  hair  !  It  had 
grown  long  during  the  period  of  his  captivity ;  he  cut  it  off,  and  uniting  one  hair  with 
another  by  a  little  knot,  he  Ut  down  the  gossamer  luie  into  the  ditch  of  the  tower, 
where  a  friend  of  his  tied  a  line  silken  end  to  it.  Ue  drew  it  up,  and  to  the  end  of 
the  silk  was  tied  a  thread,  to  the  thread  a  piece  of  twine,  and  finally  a  good  strong 

rope,  by  means  of  which  he  reached  the  ground.'    .    .    .    Xo,  friend  *  S ,'  it  is 

not  so.  Let  the  Law  lay  its  hard  cold  hand  upon  a  man  ;  let  him  go  to  prison ;  let 
his  bearing  be  downcast,  his  appearance  hirsute,  his  garments  awry,  and  smelling  of 
his  cell,  and  even  his  friends  distrusting  and  estranged ;  and  do  you  think  *  tho  nuMs' 
then  will  pity  him  ?    Not  a  bit  of  it !  —  No,  Sir  : 

*  Rather  believe  the  sea 

Weepe  for  tho  ruined  merchant  when  ho  roars; 
Rather,  the  wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  sails 
When  the  strong  cordage  cracks  r 

AU  this  may  be  wisely  ordained  as  one  of  the  added  penalties  of  crime ;  but  the  fiKA 
is  so:  and  yet  it  is  oU  wrong — waoNo !  ...  In  order  to  send  tho  present  num- 
ber to  our  English  agents  by  *  Tho  Europa,'  which  sailed  on  the  twentieth  of  Fdm- 
ary,  we  wei>e  oompelled  to  go  to  press  by  the  sixteenth ;  omitting,  in  the  oonseqnent 
harry,  notices  of  many  new  works,  Huntington's  admirable  collection  of  paintmga 
(which  the  town  reader  must  not  fiiil  to  visit),  together  with  otiicr  artistioal  and  lite- 
rary matters,  whk^  shall  reoeive  due  attention  in  our  next 
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EDMOND  CHARLES  GENET. 

The  recent  difficulties  between  the  present  administration  and  Mr. 
Poufisin  has  called  forth  many  editorials  in  this  country  and  Europe,  re- 
flecting upon  the  character  of  one  long  since  called  to  his  final  resting- 
place.     His  dust  commingles  with  that  of  his  adopted  country.     The 
hand  which  once  wielded  an  eloquent  pen  is  powerless ;  the  heart  which 
sympathized  with  the  oppressed,  palpitates  no  more.     He  who  once 
{beaded  the  cause  and  defended  the  rights  of  France,  slumbers  under  a 
monumental  stone,  which  tells  the  passer-by  that  Genet  is  no  longer  able 
to  repel  the  attacks  of  calumny  which  have  been  crowded  upon  his 
character.     He  has  departed  from  that  world  in  which  he  met  with  so 
many  and  grievous  nusfortunes ;  he  is  no  longer  a  member  of  that 
conmiunity,  the  members  of  which,  for  so  many  years,  seem  to  have 
united  for  the  purpose  of  loading  his  name  vnth  disgrace,  of  denying 
him  even  the  privilege  of  self-justification,  and  of  rendering  his  name 
hateful  to  succeeding  generations.    He  has  been  accused,  ana,  unheard, 
has  been  deemed  guilty  of  the  blackest  crimes,  of  the  most  inconsiderate 
temerity,  of  the  most  shameless  ingratitude ;  and  the  whole  community 
seem  to  have  acquiesced  in  the  righteousness  of  the  decision.     As  is 
often  the  case,  after  the  suffering  object  of  all  these  calumnies  is  at 
length  secure  from  farther  trials ;  after  Death,  kinder  than  his  perse- 
cutors, has  at  last  permitted  him  to  exchange  his  residence  in  that  world 
from  the  enjoyment  of  which  its  inhabitants  seemed  eager  to  exclude 
him,  for  a  state  of  existence  where  sorrow  shall  be  no  longer,  and  where 
every  man's  true  motives  are  understood  and  allowed,  some  inquiry 
seems  to  be  manifested  whether  in  all  cases  justice  had  been  done  him ; 
whether  the  violence  of  party  spirit  has  not  cast  upon  him  imputations 
which  he  did  not  deserve.     In  preparing  the  following  sketcn  of  this 
eminent  man,  dates  and  facts  of  his  early  Hfe,  before  his  history  became 
interwoven  with  that  of  our  own  country,  with  much  information  in 
relation  to  his  pursuits  since  he  retired  nrom  public  life,  will  be  accu- 
rately related. 

There  are  perhaps  few  individuals  in  the  United  States  who  are 
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fully  aware  of  the  high  estimation  in  which  Mr.  Genet  was  deaeiTedly 
held  in  his  own  country,  and  of  the  numerous  and  responsible  offices 
which  he  there  filled.  Fewer  still  are  acquainted  with  nis  high  stand- 
ing among  the  distinguished  literati  of  his  land,  of  the  extent  of  Ik 
acquirements  in  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  of  the  early  age  at  whidi 
his  brilliant  and  precocious  genius  was  developed.  It  was  truly  faid 
of  him,  by  one  well  acquainted  with  his  life  and  character : 

<FoR  at  thy  birth  did  bri^t-ejred  Genlosoome, 

Her  wreath  of  glory  round  thy  brow  to  twine, 
And  from  that  hour,  till  summoned  to  the  tomb^ 

Thou  wert  her  chosen  one,  and  she  was  thine :  j 
Philosophy !  that  soar^st  amid  the  skiest 

Or  carth*8  profoundest,  darkest  deptha  explores ; 
That  6*er  oacn  mute  or  living  region  nies, 

And  flings  her  ehmce  to  earth's  remoteirt  tboicsy 
She,  too,  beheld  thy  blooming  youth  with  J<^, 

In  thee  her  child  of  promise  did  alio  half; 
Nor  did  the  rising  glones  of  her  boy 

In  manhood's  ripened  odor  fluie  or  fUL' 

Mr.  Genet  was  a  member  of  one  of  the  first  fiumliea  in  Franoe. 
.  His  father,  Edmond  Jacques  Genet,  was  a  native  of  that  country,  but  xa- 
ceived  part  of  his  education  in  England,  whither  he  went  as  secreCaiy 
of  legation  in  1763.    He  was  at  the  head  of  the  Department  of  For* 
eign  Affairs  for  forty-five  years,  was  a  man  of  very  distingiiislied  takmi 
and  learning,  a  member  of  the  Academy  of  Sciences,  was  the  warmeA 
fnend  America  had  in  France,  and  probably  did  more  for  the  caose  of 
this  country  than  any  other  person  there.     He  married  a  la^  of  Ae 
family  of  De  Quay,  of  Holland.     Their  eldest  daughter  was  Madiiss 
Campan,  the  devoted  friend  and  first  femme-df -cfaamfare  of  the  unfile 
tunato  Mario  Antoinette,  and  so  accomplished,  that  at  the  age  of  fin^ 
teen,  speaking  and  understanding  several  languages  perfectly,  sbe  wis 
appointed  reader  to  the  daughters  of  Louis  Sie  FifteenUi*    Their 
second  daughter  was  Madame  Anguie,  one  of  the  most  beautifiil  Wh 
men  of  the  court  of  France,  and  mother  of  the  wife  of  Marshal  Nflft 
and  of  the  unfortunate  Madame  la  Marchallede  Broc,  who  met  with  st 
untimely  a  death,  accompanying  the  Queen  Hortense  across  a  faridgak 
Holland.    Madame  Rousseau  and  Madame  Pannelier,  two  other  dnj^ 
ters,  (sisters)  occupied  honorable  stations  at  court     The  latter*  ihe  fait 
of  the  family  in  France,  has  deceased. 

Edmond  Charles  Genet,  the  principal  subject  of  this  axtide^  ^m 
the  youngest  child  of  his  parents,  and  was  bom  January  eighth*  1761 
He  received  his  education  from  approved  instructors  in  hisftther'shooM^ 
and  was  remarkable  for  the  early  and  precocious  development  of  intal* 
lectual  powers.  At  twelve  years  of  age,  he  received  a  beantifhl  nUi 
medal,  accompanied  by  a  very  flattering  letter  from  Gostaviu  the  Thndl 
for  a  translation  of  the  history  of  Eric  the  Fourteenth  into  the  Swedidi 
language,  with  historical  remarks  by  himself.  This  tranalatioD,  wai  • 
treatise  on  the  affinities  of  the  Greek  and  Finlandish  langiiages,  pie- 
cured  his  admission  as  a  member  of  the  societies  of  Upeafana  Stock- 
holm. Both  his  father  and  himself  were  members  also  of  the  F^—ch 
Academy  of  Sciences.  His  own  extraordinary  worth  and  talgn^ft  aal 
the  high  favor  which  his  family  enjoyed  at  the  court  of  Louis  tha  Sil^ 
teenth,  procured  for  him  at  an  early  age,  hitherto  unprecedeoted*  maij 
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ofBces  of  honor  and  trust.  At  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  admitted  as 
one  of  the  secretaries  in  his  father's  office  in  the  Department  of  Fo^^eign 
Afiairs,  and  soon  after  was  appointed  interpreting  secretary  to  Mon- 
sieur, eldest  brother  of  Louis  the  Sixteenth,  and  since,  Louis  the 
^Eighteenth.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  the  king  gave  him  a  commission  in 
tbe  corps  of  dragoons.  He  was  afterward  attached  to  the  first,  and 
then  to  the  second  regiment  as  captain,  tmder  the  command  of  the 
Duke  de  Luynes.  At  the  age  of  sixteen,  he  was  sent  to  Brest  to  share 
in  an  expedition  which  was  preparing  for  the  *  United  States,'  but 
which  did  not  take  place. 

By  the  request  of  the  Count  de  Vergemus,  minister  of  foreign  af- 
fairs, he  was  sent  to  the  University  of  Geissen,  to  acquire  a  perfect 
knowledge  of  the  German  language,  and  became  a  member  after  one 
year's  residence.  In  1780  he  was  sent  to  Berlin,  attached  to  the  em- 
bassy of  the  Count  de  Pons.  He  then  accompanied  the  Baron  de 
Beteuil  to  Vienna,  as  Secretary  of  Legation,  from  whence  he  returned 
in  1788,  to  stand  by  the  death-bed  of  his  revered  and  justly  beloved 
&ther.  He  had  previously  visited  England  on  the  occasion  of  the 
peace  of  1783,  as  acting  Secretary  of  Legation  to  the  Count  de  Mous- 
quier.  On  the  decease  of  his  father,  the  king  was  induced  by  the  repu- 
tation and  acquirements  of  young  Genet,  to  preserve  for  him,  at  the  age 
of  eighteen,  the  important  posts  which  the  father  had  occupied  in  the 
Departments  of  Foreign  Afiairs,  of  the  Navy  and  of  War.  But  on 
the  approach  of  revolutionary  troubles,  his  office  was  suppressed,  and 
he  was  allowed  a  pension.  He  then  accompanied  the  Count  de  Legen 
to  the  Court  of  St.  Petersburgh,  as  first  secretrry  of  that  embassy. 
He  soon  became  Charge  d'Afiaires,  and  remained  in  Russia  in  that  capa- 
city for  the  term  of  five  years,  on  the  expulsion  of  Louis  the  Sixteenth 
from  the  throne  of  France  in  1793.  Mr.  Genet  was  notified  by  the 
Empress  of  Russia  to  leave  her  dominions,  against  which  he  made  an 
eloquent  protest,  which  was  the  cause  of  his  being  received  at  Paris  by 
the  council  of  government  in  the  most  flattering  manner.  He  was  im- 
mediately appointed  Minister  Plenipotentiary  to  Holland,  and  Adjutant- 
General  of  the  Armies  of  the  Republic,  and  was  sent  to  the  Army  of 
Montesquieu,  charged  with  a  mission  from  the  government.  On  the 
supposition  that  Mr.  Genet  would  be  more  useful  in  America  than  in 
Holland,  he  was  sent  to  this  country  as  Minister  Plenipotentiary  and 
Consul- General.  Madame  Roland,  in  her  appeal  to  posterity,  speaks  in 
the  following  manner  : 

'  The  choice  of  an  envoy  to  the  United  States  was  conducted  witli 
wisdom.  Briss6t  was  actuated  by  no  personal  interest ;  he  weis  the  last 
man  in  the  world  to  be  so  influenced ;  he  mentioned  Genet,  who  was 
just  returned  from  Russia,  and  who,  beside  being  conversant  with  diplo- 
matic afiairs,  possessed  all  the  moral  virtues  and  all  the  information  that 
could  render  him  agreeable  to  a  serious  people.  That  proposal  was 
wise ;  it  was  supported  by  every  possible  consideration.  I  saw  Genet ; 
I  desired  to  see  him  again,  and  should  always  be  delighted  with  his 
company.  His  judgment  is  solid  and  his  mmd  enlightened ;  he  has 
as  much  amenity  as  decency  of  manners  ;  his  conversation  is  instruc- 
tive and  agreeable,  and  equally  free  from  pedantry  and  from  affectation ; 
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gentleness,  propriety,  grace  and  reason,  are  his  charaeteriatiGS ;  and 
with  qU  this  merit  he  unites  the  advantage  of  speaking  English  wok 
fluency.  Let  the  ignorant  Rohespierre  and  the  extravagaiit  Chabot 
declaim  against  such  a  man,  hy  csdling  him  the  friend  of  BrissdC;  kt 
them  procure,  hy  their  clamors,  the  recall  of  the  one  and  the  tzkl  of 
the  other ;  they  yn\\  only  add  to  the  proo&  of  their  own  Tillany  ni 
stupidity,  without  hurting  the  fame  of  those  whom  they  may  find  mem 
to  deprive  of  existence.* 

Wc  have  now  arrived  at  a  most  important  period*  not  ovd^  in  thefife 
of  Citizdh  Genet  but  in  the  history  of  the  Umted  States,  U  is  notonr 
intention  to  recount  minutely  the  events  of  this  interesting  period; 
neither  time  nor  space  vsrill  allow  of  such  a  course.  Every  one  iAd 
reads  this  sketch  is  doubtless  acquainted  with  the  relations  of  our  Ui* 
torians ;  and  it  would  be  useless,  even  if  it  were  conyenienty  to  recnilii- 
late  at  length  the  events  which  occurred  while  Mr.  Genet  was  minsier 
from  France.  Our  only  object  will  be  to  consider  and  refiitethe  motf 
flagrant  charges  which  have  been  laid  to  his  account  Bb.  Genet  wai 
without  doubt  by  nature  endowed  with  an  ardent  temperamenL  Uiged 
on,  as  he  was,  both  by  his  natural  disposition  and  by  the  support  of  a 
lai'ge  and  respectable  party,  and  encouraged  by  manv  of  me  pnni- 
nent  men  who  contributed  to  the  acquirement  of  the  American  Inde- 
pendence, combined  with  the  positive  instructions  of  his  grovemmflBl; 
tie  may  have  been  imprudent ;  he  may  have  used  langfuage»  the  tefr 
dcncy  of  which  was  rather  to  widen  the  breach  than  to  affect  a  naioa 
between  the  two  countries ;  but  that  he  ever  intentionally  went  cautiary 
to  the  authorities  of  our  coimtry,  we  do  not  believe.  He  mig^  hifs 
erred ;  he  could  not  have  been  criminal,  for  that  is  the  part  of  viBaiBlt 
and  a  more  generous,  a  more  philanthropic  man  than  Citizen  Genet 
perhaps  never  existed. 

Mr.  Genet  was  a  stranger :  he  had  been  accustomed  to  look  to  oar 
country  as.  the  great  fountain  head  of  liberty,  from  which  Btreani 
might  and  ought  naturally  to  flow  to  refresh  and  eladden  the  hearts  of 
tlie  benighted  of  other  nations,  who  were  gropme  after  the  wa;r  to 
political  salvation.  Naturally  enthusiastic,  he  was  disposed  to  funt'J*^ 
the  loud  manifestations  of  joy  at  his  arrival,  the  feasts,  the  iUiuninatioai 
which  followed  that  event,  as  expressing  the  feelings  of  the  whole  cobb- 
munity.  Every  where  as  he  passed,  he  was  surrounded  by  crowds  oad 
greeted  with  acclamations,  and  imiorant  of  the  state  ofpartieBv  igno- 
rant of  the  difibrent  states  of  feelmg  which  existed  indiflnrent  sotUow 
of  our  vast  country,  ho  was  inclined  to  attribute  the  same  opinions  to 
the  whole  body  of  the  people. 

When,  then,  he  found  our  government  so  fermal,  after  expeodbg  to 
And  it  sharing  in  the  same  enthusiasm  with  its  citizens ;  so  reJoctsrit 
after  expecting  to  find  it  eager  to  assist  her  old  bene&ctor  in  the  strag- 
gle for  freedom ;  no  wonder  he  was  deeply  chagrined ;  no  wonder 
that  his  disappointment  found  a  vent  in  expressions  only  to  be  eqinaDed 
by  the  disappointment  he  experienced.  We  believe  that  we  have 
stated  the  case  with  a  strict  regard  to  truth.  We  betiere  that  no  con- 
sideration could  have  induced  him  to  violate  the  laws  of  troth  and  jus- 
tice. 
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As  to  the  intemperate  language  which  he  made  use  of  in  his  diplo- 
matic communications,  it  may  be  urged  with  great  reason  that  such 
language  was  only  a  part  of  the  temperature  of  the  times,  and  the 
result  of  his  own  enthusiastic  notions  of  liberty,  and  his  disappointment 
at  not  finding  them  participated  in  by  the  then  authorities  of  the  country. 
But  the  tone  of  his  communications  was  not,  could  not  have  been  the 
only  cause  of  his  embroilment  with  the  government,  for  every  reader 
of  history  knows  that  M.  Adet,  subsequently  Minister  from  France, 
was  equally  ardent  in  his  views,  and  in  his  communications,  used  ex- 
pressions far  more  exceptionable  than  any  that  can  be  found  in  the  let- 
ters of  Genet.  Yet  this  did  not  give  rise  to  any  request  for  the  recall 
of  that  mmister.  Far  from  it ;  it  was  then  the  policy  of  our  ffovem- 
ment,  on  perceiving  that  the  rising  republic  was  likely  to  subdue  her 
enemies,  and  unaided,  thi*ow  off  the  Bourbon  yoke,  to  receive  with 
more  condescension  the  advances  of  France,  and  she  was  accordingly 
inclined  to  put  the  most  favorable  construction  upon  his  motives. 

But  it  has  been  said,  and  repeatedly  said,  and  the  assertion  has  been 
adopted  by  all  our  historians  as  an  undeniable  fact,  that  Mr.  Genet  made 
a  threat,  and  announced  his  intention  since  our  government  would  not 
come  to  his  terms,  to  appeal  from  the  President  to  the  people ;  to  reject 
the  decision  of  the  constituted  authorities,  and  submit  the  merits  of^his 
case  to  the  citizens  at  large.  Now,  Mr.  Genet  was  well  aware  that  the 
only  agent  with  whom  he  could  legally  treat  in  relation  to  the  subjects 
of  his  mission,  was  the  Executive  audiority,  to  whom  the  people  had 
confided  this  important  trust.  To  apppal,  or  attempt,  or  threaten  to 
appeal,  therefore,  from  the  decisions  of  that  authority  to  any  other  tri- 
bunal, would  have  been  not  merely  improper  but  criminal ;  a  violation 
of  a  fundamental  principle  of  the  law  of  nations.  It  is  a  serious  alle- 
gation, and  if  established,  must  materially  afiect  the  character  of  Mr. 
Genet  in  the  minds  of  all.  It  becomes  us,  therefore,  with  a  corre- 
sponding spirit  of  candor,  to  examine  the  foundation  of  so  serious  a 
charge,  and  discover  whether  there  exists  sufficient  evidence  to  wax- 
rant  an  unfavorable  verdict.  It  is  an  important  principle  in  law  to 
consider  every  man  innocent  till  the  contrary  is  proved;  but  in  Mi'. 
Grenet's  case,  the  commimity  has  reversed  this  piinciple,  and  has  suj^ 
fered  an  unfavorable  imputation  to  rest  upon  him  because  he  has  not 
taken  it  upon  himself  to  prove  its  injustice. 

The  origin  of  the  report  was  first  fixed  upon  Mr.  Jefiferson,  who 
denied  it  in  an  official  memorandum.  It  was  then  attributed  to  Mr.  A. 
J.  Dallas,  the  secretary  of  Governor  Mifflin,  who  was  understood  by 
certain  persons  to  assert  that  Mr.  Genet,  in  a  private  conversation  wiA 
him,  had  made  the  threat  so  often  alluded  to ;  but  upon  Mr.  Dallas  being 
questioned,  he  would  not  state  that  Mr.  Genet  had  made  the  threat  im- 
puted. 

Now  wo  appeal  to  any  intelligent  man  to  say  how  much  he  would 
suficr  such  testimony  as  this  to  weigh  on  his  mind  were  he  a  juror,  or 
to  any  judge,  to  tell  us  what  sort  of  a  charge  he  would  deliver  on  the 
effect  of  such  evidence.  It  may  be  asked  if  the  evidence  of  the  fact 
was  so  slight  as  is  here  represented,  how  came  it  to  be  so  generally  be- 
lieved ;  how  did  it  happen  that  we  have  it  recorded  in  all  our  histories 
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as  an  undoubted  fact.  Two  causes  may  be  ascribed  fbr  tbe  geueni 
adoption  of  this  opinion.  The  first  is,  the  care  which  was  takeii  b^die 
members  of  that  party  whose  interest  it  was  to  destroy  tJbe  goodopuuoB 
which  the  people  had  formed  of  Mr.  Genet,  and  to  render  him  goie- 
rally  obnoxious,  to  spread  abroad,  as  indisputable,  the  truth,  not  of  what 
Mr.  Dallas  actually  did  say,  but  of  what  these  gentlenien  un$ked  him 
to  say,  and  to  keep  in  the  back-ground  the  slender  gnmnda  which  thej 
had  for  the  circulation  of  the  report.  Messrs.  J^m  Jay  and  Rnfiv 
King,  arriving  in  the  city  of  New- York  from  the  seat  of  govemiMUt, 
not  content  with  strengdiening  the  rumor  which  had  preceded  them, 
and  which  there  as  elsewhere  produced  the  greatest  excitement,  in 
private  conversation,  appeared  in  the  morning  papers  as  the  waJhaad 
the  following  certificate : 

*  MKISR8.  Prikters  :  Certain  late  publications  render  it  proper  (br  as  to  Mrihorln 
the  public  that  a  report  liaviug  reachra  tbis  city  fh>m  Pbilaaelpnia.  tlMt  Mr.  GbiibTi  I 
inter,  hod  said  ho  would  appeal  lo  the  people,  fh)pn  cen&in  decisions  of  tbe  Frssidi 
atdEcd  on  our  return  Trom  that  place,  whether  he  Had  made  socb  a  dedaratloii  ?  Wi 
he  hod;  and  we  also  mcntioncci  it  to  others,  anthoriziug  them  to  say  thai  we  htdlBftmaeill 

(Slgoed«)         Jo«»  Jail 

The  disingenuousness,  to  use  the  softest  term  of  this  advertiseiDeri; 
must,  I  think,  appear  evident  to  every  candid  mind.  To  what  do  these 
gentlemen  certify  ?  not  that  Mr.  Genet  did  threaten  to  appeal  to  the 
people,  for  they  did  not  hear  him ;  not  that  any  person  tola  diem  dot 
he  heard  Mr.  Genet  make  this  remark,  for  such  was  not  the  fact:  diej 
only  say  that  they  have  said  that  Mr.  Genet  made  this  threat^  wiAoat 
referring  to  the  evidence  on  which  they  relied  to  establish  the  tmdi  of 
their  report,  and  without  saying  that  any  evidence  did  exist. 

By  coming  before  the  public  m  this  manner,  they  prodooed  genenDf 
upon  the  minds  of  the  great  mass  of  the  people  the  same  unttTOTSiUe 
opinions  toward  Mr.  Genet  as  they  would  had  they  certified  that  dm 
actually  heard  that  minister  make  the  offensive  ren)ark ;  whilOt  it  wu 
be  seen,  they  were  themselves  careful  to  avoid  the  responsibility  of 
making  such  an  assertion.  Mr.  Genet  had  a  right  to  complain  otdlB 
manner  in  which  he  had  been  treated.  And  he  did  complain ;  he  tp- 
pealed,  not  to  the  people,  but  to  the  proper  authority :  the  laVr  of  ne 
land.  He  instituted  an  action  of  libel  against  Messrs.  Jay  and  Khig; 
and  here  we  come  to  the  second  cause  of  the  general  belief  in  die  trom 
of  the  allegation. 

Before  the  trial  came  on,  and  soon  after  the  arrival  of  his  snccfwr» 
M.  Fauchet,  in  this  country,  Genet  withdrew  his  complaint,  without  tf- 
signing  any  reasons.  Because  no  reasons  wore  given»  it  was  presomad 
that  none  existed ;  and  the  fact  of  this  vnthdrawal  was  at  once  dedavsd 
to  be  prima-facie  evidence,  nay,  a  voluntary  confession  'of  gnilt;  fav 
were  he  conscious  of  the  justice  of  his  cause,  would  he  be  unwiDiiqp 
to  have  it  investigated.  But  we  consider  this  an  unfidr  conchision. 
He  might  have  had  reasons  for  what  he  did,  which  it  would  hate  been 
highly  improper  to  disclose ;  and  if  a  sense  of  justice  would  not  hats 
taught  us  to  have  withheld  our  decision  while  there  was  a  probabiEtjt 
or  even  possibility,  of  innocence,  that  charity  which  we  are  commanded 
to  extend  to  all  our  fellow-beings  most  certainly  should.    But  fiyitanatelj 
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Mr.  Grenet  has  not  left  his  reputation  dependent  upon  the  charity  of 
mankind,  for  that  were  indeed  a  slender  foundation.  Before  his  death 
he  detailed  at  large  to  a  number  of  his  family  the  circumstances  of  an 
interview  which  took  place  between  himself  and  his  successor,  and 
"which  resulted  in  the  withdrawal  of  the  prosecution.  This  conversa- 
tion was  immediately  committed  to  writing,  and  corrected  by  himself 
It  is  well  known  that  France  was  desirous  to  effect  an  accommodation 
with  the  United  States  at  any  rate.  She  had  been  led  to  believe  that 
her  interests  had  been  injured  by  Mr.  Genet,  and  on  recalling  him  she 
sent  M.  Fauchet  to  this  country  to  endeavor  to  persuade  our  govern- 
ment to  recognise  the  principles  which  Mr.  Genet  had  supported.  It 
was  doubtless  a  part  of  his  instructions  to  inquire  into  the  conduct  of 
Mr.  Genet,  which  had  .been  unfavorably  represented  at  home.  He  did 
flo,  and  the  result  was  honorable  to  both  parties.  He  was  persuaded 
of  the  innocence  of  his  predecessor ;  immediately  obtained  an  inter- 
view with  that  gentleman ;  stated  the  result  of  his  inquiries,  and  his  de- 
termination to  represent  to  his  government  the  good  conduct  of  Mr. 
Grenet  in  such  a  manner  as  should  secure  him  a  favorable  reception  on 
hie  return.  But  he  continued :  *  My  country  has  one  cause  to  be  dis- 
pleased with  your  conduct.  You  must  remove  that  cause,  and  thereby 
ahow  yourself  a  true  friend  of  France.  You  must  withdraw  your  suit 
against  Messrs.  Jay  and  King ;  the  former  is  chief  justice  of  the  United 
States,  the  latter  one  of  her  senators  in  Congress,  and  they  are  two 
prominent  supporters  of  the  present  administration.  Your  perseve- 
rance in  this  suit  will  have  a  tendency  to  irritate  the  President  and  his 
cabinet,  and  to  frustrate  the  hopes  I  now  entertain  of  effecting  the  ob- 
jects of  my  mission.'  Mr.  Genet  indignantly  refused  to  leave  his  cha- 
racter undefended  in  the  hands  of  his  enemies ;  never  would  he  con- 
sent to  such  a  step.*  But  a  farther  trial  awaited  him :  Fauchet  knew 
his  man ;  he  was  evidently  well  acquainted  with  human  nature.  He 
produced  four  letters  to  Mr.  Genet ;  one  from  each  of  his  three  sisters 
and  one  from  his  aged  mother.  He  represented  to  Genet  that  these 
individual,  so  dear  to  him,  and  who  had  hitherto  escaped  unscathed 
amid  the  horrors  of  that  bloody  period,  were  by  a  law  of^  revolutionary 
France  held  responsible  for  his  good  conduct ;  that  should  he  comply 
with  the  requisitions  of  government,  they  would  remain  untouched  j 
but  should  he  continue  obstinate,  it  was  not  to  be  presumed  that  they 
would  escape  from  the  operation  of  the  general  law.  This  was  too 
much  for  the  firmness  of  Genet ;  his  own  life  he  would  willingly  have 
adventured  for  the  preservation  of  his  character ;  but  that  of  his  mother, 
his  sisters,  he  had  no  right,  no  wish  to  do.  He  withdrew  his  suit,  as 
would  any  man  of  common  feeling,  if  placed  under  similar  circum- 
stances. 

Mr.  Dallas,  on  the  seventh  of  December,  1793,  nearly  four  months 
subsequent  to  the  advertisement  of  Messrs.  Jay  and  Ring,  says  in  a 
letter :  '  I  am  apprised  that  soon  after  the  transaction  of  the  report 
that  Mr.  Genet  had  used  the  expression  in  question,  when  it  was  re- 
ported to  have  been  used  by  him  in  his  conversation  with  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son, and  Mr.  Jefferson  thought  proper  to  remove  impressions  made  by 
that  circumstance  in  the  report,  he  stated  in  an  official  memorandum 
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that  Mr.  Genet's  declaration  to  appeal  from  the  Preaideiit  to  the  people 
was  not  expressed  to  him,  but. to  mo.  Whether  Mr.  Jefienon  em- 
ployed the  language  of  his  own  inference  from  my  recital  on  the  oc- 
casion, or  adopted  the  language  of  the  current  rumor,  I  will  not  attempt 
to  say.  I  now  most  solenmly  say,  that  Mr.  Genet  never  did,  in  bis  con- 
versation with  me,  declare  tliat  he  would  appeal  from  the  Preaident  Co 
the  people,  or  that  he  would  make  any  other  appeal  which  convejed 
to  my  mind  the  idea  of  exciting  insurrection  or  tumult' 

We  think  enough  has  been  said  to  show  the  utter  want  of  evidence 
on  which  to  rest  the  charge  against  Mr.  Genet  of  threatening  to  appeil 
from  tho  decisions  of  the  executive  to  the  people ;  and  by  tJbe  pnncir 
pies  of  common  justice,  this  is  sufficient  to  prove  him  innocent.  Bat 
we  have  the  direct  assertion  of  Genet  himself)  and  that  too  at  &  period 
of  life  when  ago  must  have  softened  feelings  of  indignation,  andfubn 
calm  reflection  must  have  usurped  the  place  of  political  xeaL  A  Saw 
weeks  before  his  death  ho  wrote  a  letter  expressly  for  tbe  purpoie  cf 
contradicting  the  errors  in  relation  to  himself)  whidi  bad  firand  j^aoeiB 
the  histories  of  the  day.  In  ii;  he  says  expressly :  '  Mr.  Oenet  denei 
having  threatened  to  make  an  appeal  to  the  people  against  the  sjBten 
of  neutrality  adopted,  and  at  last  abandoned,  by  the  federal  gevem- 
mcnt.'  We  leave  it  to  a  just  public  to  say  whetner  his  assertion  ehd 
not  be  believed  when  put  in  competition  with  a  second-band  report, 
founded  on  doubtful  testimony.  But  it  is  said  that  Mr.  Genet  was  not 
faitliful  to  his  own  country,  and  by  misrepresenting  her  interests  ex- 
cited the  indignation  of  his  government  to  so  great  a  degree  thit  he 
dared  not  return  home.  Now  if  liis  honest  zeal  for  his  conntry'B  cause 
had  induced  him  to  threaten  an  £^peal  to  the  people  in  ber  bebslf^  be 
would  have  been  much  more  excusable  than  it  he  had  turned  traitor  to 
his  government,  and  injured,  instead  of  defending,  her  interests.  Jfit* 
representation  did  render  his  government  for  a  time  diapleaaed  with  bii 
conduct,  but  the  inquiries  of  his  successor  resulted  so  rar  to  bis  booor 
as  entirely  to  reverse  this  opinion,  and  change  displeasure  into  warm 
commendation.  As  a  sufHcient  refutation  of  this  groundleaa  cbaige^ 
take  tlie  following  letter  of  Talleyrand's  to  Mr.  Grenet : 

*l>an>,  Sevrnth  Fnutidor^  year  strenth  of  the  Republic^  one  and  htdivuiiUf  LAtrtff  ITfgH^  M» 
temitjf.    The  Minister  of  Foreign  Affaire  to  Citiun  Oenet : 


*  I  n AVK  much  ploasare,  citizen,  to  infonn  yoii,  that  the  Execntf  Te '. 
seventh  of  thin  month,  by  which,  after  having  orefied  dcflnitirely  ycior  Danu}  ftoni  fte  Bit  of  < 
p^rants,  it  prcflses  you  to  roentcr  tho  territory  of  the  Republic  I  eongnUalale  uawlf  vUh  hnlM 
contributed,  an  ranch  as  depended  on  me,  to  a  determination  that  all  the  txQAftrUMi of  BlNrtlvfMM 
yon  have  Monod  with  ho  much  zeal,  desire  to  see  taken.  You  wiU  see  In  the  deeraai  ttaM  tta  D^ 
rectory  imposes  on  von  the  obligation  of  returning  within  the  three  months  wtaleii  rinB  iBHoir  !■ 
noUflcation  of  this  decree.  Tu  AiUU  in  this  respect  the  intenticms  of  the  gOTonnmealt  I 
Rosier,  Consid  at  New- York,  to  tnuutmit  to  you  an  express  of  the  decrae»  mid  to  fnlbna  ■•  if  i 
day  when  it  shall  have  reached  you,  that  I  mav  inform  the  Ikllnister  of  Polloe  of  tt. 

*  ilealth  and  brotherhood :  Ti 


It  will  be  seen  by  this  letter  that  those  charitable  indmdiiab  were 
very  much  in  error,  who,  because  Genet  did  not  return  to  Franes^ 
presumed,  as  a  natural  inference,  that  ho  did  not  dare  to.  For  ov 
own  part,  we  should  have  been  willing,  without  this  document,  to  bate 
received  as  sufficient  proof  Mr.  Genet's  own  account  of  bis  motiTes  ftff 
remaining  in  this  country,  which  he  gives  in  the  letter  heretofore  qnotedi 
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in  the  following  words:  'And  he  denies  also  having  been  afraid  after 
the  termination  of  his  mission  to  return  to  France,  from  whose  various 
governments,  since  the  fall  of  the  bloody  Robespierre,  who  granted  his 
recall,  Mr.  Grenet  has  received  the  most  flattering  marks  of  approba- 
tion and  esteem,  as  proved  by  the  official  documents  in  his  hands.  Mr. 
Genet  has  remained  in  America  because,  being  a  sincere  republican,  he 
preferred  it  to  Europe  /' 

We  have  also  the  views  of  Messrs.  Monroe  and  Thiers  in  relation 
to  the  acts  of  the  French  ministers  and  the  American  government 
during  the  French  Revolution.  In  Theirs*  history  we  find  the  follow- 
ing, voL  4th,  page  103  : 

'  Clouds  had  arisen  between  Franco  and  America.  The  United  States  behared  toward  as  with 
•Qual  injustice  and  ingratitude.  Old  Wabbinotoh  had  suflbred  himself  to  be  drawn  into  the  partgr 
or  John  Adams  and  the  English,  which  was  dedrous  of  bringing  America  back  to  the  aristocratic 
•ad  monarchical  state.  The  ii\|arfe8  snffered  from  cntain  priyateers,  and  the  conduct  of  the  agents 
of  the  committee  ofpabllc  welfhre,  served  them  for  a  pretext;  a  pretext  very  IMounded,  for  the 
wrongs  done  by  the  Ejiglish  to  the  American  Nary  were  of  a  fiir  more  serioos  nature ;  and  the  oon- 
doet  of  our  agents  was  censored  at  the  time,  and  ought  to  be  excused.  These  fltTorers  of  the  English 
party  alleged  that  France  meant  to  obtain  from  Spain  the  cession  of  the  Floridas  and  of  Louisiana ; 
that  by  means  of  those  provinces  and  of  Canada  she  would  encompass  the  United  States,  sow  demo- 
cratic principles  In  them,  successively  detach  all  the  States  fltnn  the  Union,  thus  dissolve  the  Ameri- 
can Federation,  and  form  a  vast  democracy  between  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  lak^  There  waa 
not  the  slightest  foundation  for  the  rumor,  but  these  falsehoods  served  to  heat  minds  and  to  make 
enemies  to  France.  A  treaty  of  commerce  had  Just  been  concluded  with  England ;  it  contained 
itipulations  which  transferred  to  that  power  advantages  formerly  reserved  for  France  alone,  and  due 
lo  the  services  which  she  had  rendered  to  the  American  cause.  In  the  French  government  thwe 
were  persons  in  finvor  of  a  rupture  with  the  United  States.  HoMaoi,  who  was  Ambassador  to  Paris, 
gave  the  Directory  the  moet  prudent  advice  on  this  occasion.  *  War  with  France,'  said  he,  ^wlD 
force  the  American  government  to  throwitself  into  the  arms  of  England,  to  submit  to  her  infloenoe; 
aristocracy  will  gain^preme  control  in  the  United  States,  and  liberty  will  be  compromised.  By 
patiently  enduring,  on  the  contrary,  the  wrongs  of  the  present  President,  you  will  leave  him  without 
excuse ;  you  will  enli^ten  the  Americans,  uid  decide  a  contrary  choice  at  the  next  election.  All 
the  wnmgs  of  which  France  may  have  to  complain  will  then  be  repaired.*  This  wise  and  provident 
advice  had  its  eflbct  upon  the  Directorv.  Rbwbbi.,  Barras,  Larkvbillakb,  had  accused  it  to  be 
adopted  in  opposition  to  the  opinion  of  the  systematic  Carnot,  who,  in  general  disposed  to  peace, 
inaiked  on  the  cession  of  Louuiana,  with  a  view  to  attempt  ttie  establishment  of  a  republic  there.* 

We  have  now  arrived  at  the  close  of  Mr.  Genet's  political  life,  and 
in  reviewing  its  varied  scenes  we  have  endeavored  to  adhere  strictly 
to  the  &cts  as  respects  all  parties :  our  aim  has  been  answered  if  we 
have  succeeded  in  satisfactorily  vindicating  his  memory  from  unjust 
imputations. 

In  1794,  Mr.  Genet  was  married  to  Cornelia  Tappan,  daughter  of 
the  patriotic  George  Clinton,  then  Gt)vemor  of  New- York,  and  after- 
ward Vice-President  of  the  United  States.  They  settled  on  a  farm  at 
Jamaica,  L.  I.  In  March,  1810,  his  wife  died,  at  the  age  of  thirty-five, 
after  which  event  he  resided  principally  at  Greenbush,  engaged  in  de- 
vising various  schemes  for  public  improvement 

In  1814  he  was  married  to  his  second  wife,  Martha  Brandon  Osgood, 
daughter  of  the  late  Samuel  Osgood,  formerly  one  of  the  Commissioners 
of  the  Treasury,  and  the  first  Post-Master  General  under  the  constitu- 
tion. This  lady  still  survives.  In  1816  he  removed  to  New- York, 
but  returned  to  his  farm  in  Greenbush  in  1818,  and  resided  there  until 
his  death.  Mr,  Genet  was  taken  unwell  on  the  third  of  July,  1834,  in 
consequence  of  exposure,  bv  riding  twelve  miles  to  attend  a  meeting 
of  an  agricultural  society,  of  which  he  was  president,  and  before  which 
he  was  appointed  to  deliver  an  address,  and  returning  the  same  even- 
ing.    His  illness  increased  until  the  fourteenth  of  die  same  month. 
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when,  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  evening,  having  taken  leave  of  his  difltrened 
family,  he  died. 

The  private  character  of  Edmond  C.  Grenet  cannot  be  too  nMh 
praised.  His  disposition  was  very  lively,  and  with  true  philosophy  lie 
endured  all  the  ills  of  life,  of  which  he  received  a  large  share,  with 
the  most  perfect  and  unaffected  fortitude  and  resiffnation.  His  con- 
versation was  full  of  instruction,  as  well  as  entertaining,  not  only  ibr 
his  children,  but  for  all  who  listened ;  and  he  was  in  the  habit,  at  hk 
family  meals,  and  on  other  occasions,  of  drawing  largely  from  the&nd 
of  knowledge  and  amusement  which  the  experience  of  his  varied  lift 
had  enabled  him  to  accumulate.  He  has  never  solicited  or  held  any 
office  of  political  honor  or  trust  in  this  country,  although  the  strong  in- 
terests which  he  took  in  matters  relating  to  agriculture  and  the  arts  and 
sciences  was  the  cause  of  his  frequently  accepting  offices  in  sodedei 
formed  to  promote  these  objects. 

Although  not  employed  in  any  public  situation,  Mr.  Genet  has  fre- 
quently wielded  his  able  pen  in  the  cause  of  philanthropy  and  liberty, 
and  in  the  support  of  sucn  men  and  measures  as  he  considered  wodd 
be  best  calculated  to  promote  the  true  interests  of  his  adopted  country. 
Ho  was  the  author  oi  the  law  for  the  abolishment  of  imprisonment  &r 
debt  in  New- York,  and  the  law  for  the  equity  of  redemption.  By  hk 
untiring  perseverance,  and  without  assistance,  against  violent  opposi- 
tion  for  several  years,  he  at  length  procured  the  passage  of  the  law  of 
equal  taxation,  which,  beside  its  own  intrinsic  merits,  is  worthy  of  es- 
pecial remark  as  being  the  means  of  adding  a  vast  sum  of  money  to 
the  annual  revenue  of  the  state.  He  was  the  founder  of  the  school  of 
Mines,  and  of  other  works  of  public  utilitv  in  France.  He  has  endured 
much  ridicule  for  so  zealously  endeavoring  to  procure  a  ship-canal  to 
be  constructed  around  the  obstructions  in  the  Hudson  at  Albany;  a 
measure  the  necessity  of  which  every  year  demonstrates*  and  whiA 
must  finally  be  carried  into  effect,  as  he  said, '  when  I  shall  be  forgotten 
as  the  author  of  it.* 

In  1825  he  published  a  work  entitled  <  A  Memorial  on  the  Upward 
Forces  of  Fluids,  and  their  applicability  to  several  Arts  and  Sctencet 
and  Useful  Improvements.'  For  the  discoveries  contained  in  this  work 
he  obtained  a  patent.  In  1814  he  discovered  a  method  and  made  veiy 
successfiil  experiments  in  the  rectification  of  musty  flower ;  seven! 
years  afterward  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  made  the  same  discovery,  and 
published  an  account  of  it  m  England.  Genet  made  a  very  successfiil 
experiment  in  New- York  in  1825,  in  presence  of  the  wardens  of  the 
port  and  others,  to  prevent  a  boat  from  sinking,  by  means  of  tubes 
tilled  with  air,  on  the  plan  of  his  patent.  A  square  hole  was  cut  in  die 
bottom  of  the  boat,  which  was  very  small ;  it  was  then  filled  with  stones 
and  three  men  stood  upon  it,  yet  it  floated  with  ease  and  bouyancy. 
The  same  principle  can  be  applied,  with  little  expense,  to  the  laigeit 
vessels. 

Another  plan  which  occupied  his  attention  very  much  was  that  of 
steering  balloons ;  the  practicability  of  which  has  been  admitted  bj 
Mr.  BoUon,  with  whom  Mr.  Genet  formed  an  intimate  acquaintance 
during  ils  residence  in  London.     But  to  enumerate  aU  his  projects  of 
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public  utility  would  swell  this  sketch  to  a  volume.  Enough  has  been 
written,  we  jtrust,  not  only  to  give  our  readers  better  views  in  relation 
to  the  political  life  of  this  man»  but  c^o  to  give  them  much  information 
in  relation  to  his  private  worth  and  personal  good  qualities. 


LONOING       FOR       SPRING. 


BT     4    VBW    OOXTSXStrrORt 


Whcic  trcm  a  sunnier  land  than  oon 
WOl  come  the  gentle  Spring  again, 

With  verdant  fields  and  glowing  flowers 
And  song  and  beaaty  in  her  train? 

When  win  the  sunahine,  glad  and  warm, 
Set  the  imprisoned  waters  free, 

And  smile  npon  the  frowning  8t<»in, 
And  calm  the  icy,  foaming' seat 

Within  these  narrow  walls  I  pine 

Out  on  the  sunny  hills  to  go. 
Where  the  wild  flower  and  running  vine 

And  the  green  grass  are  wont  to  grow. 

I  kmg  to  tread  the  fields  alone,    / 
W^ere  g^dmg  streams,  willi  voices  wM^ 

Murmur  for  aye  the  quiet  time 
That  thrilled  me  even  when  a  child. 


I  long  to  roam  the  pathless  woods 
Where  all  day  long  the  shadows  lie ; 

To  shout  within  their  solitudes. 
And  hear  the  fiunttng  echo  die : 

Or  lie  upon  some  rocky  steep, 
And  linger  in  the  shining  sun 

liOng  hours,  within  the  valleys  deq>, 
To  hear  the  laughing  waters  run. 

But  more  than  all,  I  long  to  guide 
The  ploughshare  in  the  fra^grant  soQ, 

And  feel  once  more  the  joy  and  pride, 
The  jocund  .health,  of  peaceful  toiL 

I  heed  the  Summer's  beauteous  bloom, 
And  Autumn's  gorgeous  ofi*ering. 

And  Winter  pale  with  storm  and  gloom ; 
But  most  I  love  the  gentle  Spring  I 
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COLLEGE       FRIENDS. 


BT    WIC.   B.   OZ.ASXBB. 


Whbn  Day's  lost  glances  fe^Uy  fall  adaat  me, 

When  gathcreth  the  twilight's  tender  gloooi, 
Dear  old  companions !  then  yonr  fooes  hrant  mOy 

Then  do  your  memories  pervade  the  room ; 
I  seem  borne  back  on  swift  and  shadoiwy  pinioiM 

Into  the  region  of  the  golden  Past; 
I  feel  onoo  more  the  rapturous  dominion 

Of  Youth  and  Passion  o'er  my  q>lrit  east 


zx. 


We  were  a  band  as  joyous  and  true-hearted 

As  ever  sailed  upon  Life's  summer  aoa ; 
We  knew  no  griefs  for  gorgeous  hopes  departed. 

We  shed  no  tears  o'er  some  iad  memory ; 
The  world,  a  fairy  land,  was  all  before  us, 

Arrayed  in  hues  like  those  of  sunset  skies ; 
The  unquenchcd  stars  of  Passion  trembled  o'er  ns, 

Luring  and  lovely  to  our  tearless  eyes. 


zxz. 


Then  were  our  restless  hearts  forever  yearning 

To  pierce  the  veil  that  o'er  the  future  hung, 
Then  wrought  in  words  most  passionate  and  tramiiig 

Our  glowing  day-dreams  tromUed  on  each  tongoe 
Of  Fame,  whose  topmost  heights  should  be  aioeMed, 

Of  lavish  wealth,  of  power  and  place  of  nrido ; 
And  with  theso  visions  there  was  ever  blended 

The  Angel  of  Existence  by  our  side. 


XV. 


Udhw^a,  {Maim.) 


Oh,  sunny  dreams !  how  have  yonr  gioriea  Med  L 

Oh,  youUiful  hearts !  false  prophets  that  ye  were ! 
To  some,  the  future  still  with  clouds  is  shaded, 

To  some,  the  past  is  but  Hope's  sepulchre; 
And  like  the  banners,  purple  decked  and  tnuling, 

Which  Sunset  flaunts  before  Day's  closing  eyo. 
We  sadly  saw  Love,  Wealth,  Ambitkm,  palhig, 

As  Sorrow's  night  crept  darkly  down  Life's  dcy. 


Is  Uiere  no  rest  for  hearts  worn  out  and  broken? 

No  subtle  anodyne  to  soothe  their  pain  T 
Those  gentle  accents  by  the  Saviour  spdceiu 

^  My  peace  I  give  you,'  were  they  breathed  in  vaint 
No,  not  in  vain !  —  the  sighs  wrung  out  by  Somnr 

Are  calmed  by  thoughts  of  childhood's  linleM  years ; 
From  that  sweet  source  the  saddest  heart  can  borrow 

Relief  f^om  anguish,  and  a  balm  for  tears. 
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HOW     TO     BE     HAPPY. 


BT   A.    B.    JOBKBOV. 


The  learned  are  continually  vTitnessing  tlie  explanation  of  so  many 
mysteries,  and  the  development  of  so  many  wonders,  that  they  know 
not  what  to  disbelieve ;  wnile  the  unlearned  are  so  frequently  compelled 
to  believe  what  they  cannot  explain,  and  to  witness  performances  which 
they  have  deemed  impossible,  that  they  believe  almost  any  thing.  These 
are  the  classes  of  society  who  became  ready  victims  sotne  few  years 
since  to  the  '  moon  hoax  of  Locke,'  and  who  crowd  the  lecture-rooms 
of  animal-magnetizers  to  ascertain  whether  men  can  really  be  made  to 
see  without  the  agency  of  eyes ;  and  who  submit  their  heads  to  the  ex- 
amination of  phrenology,  for  the  purpose  of  learning  the  extent  of  their 
own  sagacity.  But  between  these  extremes  of  knowledge  and  ieno- 
ranee,  are  foimd  a  vast  multitude  of  people,  who  err  on  the  side  of  in- 
credulity, and  sturdily  reject  every  assumption  that  conflicts  with  their 
personal  experience.  They  seem  to  have  no  poetry  in  their  organiza- 
tion, and  life  is  to  them  nothing  but  a  routine  of  common-place  occur* 
rences.  They  are  the  men  who  in  the  days  of  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver, 
the  great  early  discover  of  unknown  coimtries,  disbelit^ved  his  narratives, 
though  we  are  now  enabled  by  a  most  fortunate  accident  to  render  tardy 
justice  to  that  much  abused  navigator ;  so  far  at  least  as  relates  to  the 
country  of  the  Houynhnms,  and  the  intellectual  intelligence  of  its  quad- 
ruped inhabitants.  Some  twenty-three  years  ago,  a  Nantucket  whaler 
fell  in  with  the  coast  of  those  people,  and  the  captain  saw  on  the  beach 
what  he  supposed  to  be  a  mare  with  two  very  young  colts.  He  natu- 
rally inferrea  that  the  country  was  inhabited,  and  hoping  he  might  pro- 
cure from  the  inhabitants  some  fresh  provisions  of  whidi  he  was  much 
in  need,  by  reason  that  some  of  his  men  exhibited  symptoms  of  scurvy; 
he  ordered  a  boat  to  be  lowered  from  the  ship,  ana  proceeded  with  it 
to  the  beach.  The  moment  he  landed  and  approached  within  a  shcnt 
distance  of  the  mare,  he  became  satisfied  that  he  was  in  the  country  of 
the  Houynhnms ;  &r  the  mare,  instead  of  fearing  the  approach  of  the 
stranger,  trotted  up  to  him  in  the  mpst  aristocratic  manner,  with  the 
unmistakeablo  intention  of  seizing  him,  and  probably  transporting  him 
into  the  interior,  where  he  would  have  been  neld  in  bondage  to  horses 
for  the  remainder  of  his  life.  AVlio  can  blame  him  when  under  such 
circumstances  he  drew  from  his  belt  a  large  double-shotted  pistol,  and 
killed  the  assailant,  amiable  and  respected  though  she  may  have  been 
among  her  own -people.  The  colts  were  too  young  to  understand  the 
inseparable  loss  which  they  had  sustained,  and  qmetly  permitted  the 
captain  and  his  boat's  crew  to  take  them  on  shipboard,  whence  they 
were  eventually  carried  to  Nantucket  and  sold  to  a  fkrmer  of  the  inte- 
rior, who  treated  them  kindly  though  he  was  ignorant  of  their  real 
character.    They  soon  themselves,  lost  all  distinct  recollection  of  their 
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origin,  though  an  observer  who  knew  the  stock  firom  which  they  Bprang, 
could  easily  have  discovered  that  they  were  not  cominozi  horsee ;  bat 
evidently  communed  together  in  language  intelligible  to  themselveB. 

The  colts  were  unbroken  and  lived  in  a  fine  fresh  ck)yer  pafltnre 
which  yielded  them  an  abundance  of  juicy  food;  though  they  kept 
cropping  it  night  and  day  ajs  if  they  were  trying  for  a  wager  whedier 
they  could  not  eat  faster  than  nature  could  replenish.  One  cahn  sum- 
mer morning,  the  sun  was  just  peering  above  the  horizon^  the  birds  of 
the  neighborhood  were  just  commencing  the  labor  of  htmting  fir 
breakfast,  and  the  spiders  on  the  fences  and  grass  were  repairiDg  their 
webs,  which  had  been  injured  by  the  dews  of  the  past  night;  and  all 
were  working  with  the  activity  that  results  from  pleasant  anticipation 
that  the  dawning  day  was  to  be  prodigal  of  vivaci^  and  sport.  The 
colts  also,  had  just  arisen  from  their  grassy  beds,  and  were  shaking  the 
dust  from  their  smooth  sides  preparatory  to  the  commencement  of  any 
frolic  that  should  occur,  when  suddenly  a  small  dog  bounded  over  the 
fence  into  the  pasture,  and  ran  furiously  toward  the  colts  with  open 
mouth  and  shrill  bark,  as  though  ho  intended  nothing  lees  than  to  eat 
them  both  up  when  he  should  arrive  near  enough,  or  at  least  inflict  on 
them  some  grievous  bodily  injury.  The  colts,  in  all  the  hilarity  of  un- 
tamed youth  and  high  spirits,  pomtcd  at  him  their  long  flexible  ears,  as 
though  they  were  much  alarmed,  and  wanted  to  be  fully  acquainted 
with  the  whole  extent  of  their  danger.  They  permitted  him  to  approach 
sufficiently  near  to  make  him  yelp  fearfully  in  repentance  of  his  temerity, 
when  they  snorted  loud,  turned  short  about,  throw  their  heels  at  him 
high  into  the  air ;  and  then  relieved  the  little  braggart's  fears  by  bound- 
ing forward  across  the  field  like  a  shadow. 

But  the  dog  portended  something  more  than  the  colts  imagined. 
He  was  but  the  precursor  of  his  and  their  master,  who  soon  appeared 
in  person,  and  authoritatively  calling  back  the  dog,  chid  him  fi>r  his 
currish  interference  with  what  he  was  not  bidden  to  intermeddle  with. 
The  colts  stood  still  to  admire  this  new  incident,  and  to  enjoy  the  fim 
of  seeing  their  petty  assailant  sneak  slowly  toward  his  master,  with  half 
bended  knees  and  imploring  eyes  as  though  some  invisible  spell  which 
he  could  not  resist,  was  dragging  him  reluctantly  forward  to  expected 
punishment.  The  moment  of  triumph  is  of^en  the  moment  of  danger; 
and  the  colts,  who  now  felt  that  they  had  been  abundantly  revengedt 
and  might  seek  some  new  sport,  soon  found  that  the  man  had  also  a 
mission  for  them,  and  that  he  was  not  to  be  bafiled  as  the  dog  had  been. 
They  had  hitherto  known  men  only .  as  admirers,  and  who  in  that 
character  tolerate  all  manner  of  antic  tricks ;  but  now  they  were  re- 
quired to  know  man  as  a  master ;  a  change  which  alters  his  oondoet 
considerably,  as  yoimg  ladies  often  discover  as  well  as  colts.  In  vain 
they  dodged  in  every  direction  as  the  owner  approached ;  they  wen 
eventually  driven  into  a  short  comer,  where  escape  became  impracticar 
bio,  and  both  were  finally  bitted  and  bridled. 

AVhen  the  colls  looked  at  each  other,  and  saw  the  curious  head-dreas 
with  which  they  were  ornamented,  each  neighed  with  mirth  at  the  gro- 
tesque appearance  of  the  other ;  but  when  the  owner  intimated,  by 
gently  pulling  at  the  bndles,  that  he  vrished  the  colts  to  fellow  hinit  they 
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began  to  think  the  sport  had  proceeded  far  enough  ;  and  that  the  time 
was  come  for  them  to  assert  their  disinclination  to  proceed  with  it  any 
further.  This  attempt  at  resistance  in  the  commencement  of  their 
bridle  career,  reminded  the  master  rather  facetiously  of  something  that 
be  had  once  experienced  in  another  capacity,  when  he  commenced 
house-keeping  in  days  long  passed ;  and  being  prepared  for  the  con« 
tingency,  he  drew  fix>m  under  his  coat  a  switch  which  he  had  heretofore 
politicly  kept  concealed,  and  gently  applied  it  to  the  flanks  of  the  horse 
that  seemed  the  most  unruly. 

When  Black  and  Grey  thus  found  that  resistance  was  productive  of 
only  pain,  they  gradually  acquiesced  in  the  wishes  of  then*  master,  and 
penmtted  him  to  lead  them  out  of  the  pasture,  ^md  down  a  long  lane 
mto  a  large  building  that  was  used  as  a  bark-mill;  and  in  which 
grinding  was  performed  daily  by  horses.  A  long  pole  ran  through  the 
centre  of  an  upright  shaft,  and  a  horse  Was  to  be  harnessed  to  eadi  end 
of  the  pole.  The  horses  walk  in  a  circle  and  thus  keep  the  shafl  turn- 
ing ;  and  the  shaft  moves  wheels  that  grind  the  bark. 

The  colts  felt  as  boys  feel  when  they  first  enter  a  school-room ;  and 
like  them,  viewed  with  a  wondering  stare  the  various  new  objects  with 
which  they  were  surrounded,  and  of  whose  use- and  intent  they  had  not 
the  remotest  conception.  They  admired  in  particular  the  collars  and 
other  harness,  that  dangled  firom  the  ends  of  the  pole,  and  with  which 
Ned  the  owner's  foreman,  was  busily  investing  their  necks  and  bodies. 
He  finally  completed  the  equipment  of  Grey  by  placing  over  his  eyes 
a  pair  of  leather  blinders  which  create  no  pain,  but  while  they  are  on 
a  horse  he  is  prevented  from  seeing.  Ned  attempted  next  to  place  a 
similar  pair  over  the  eyes  of  Black,  who  felt  no  inclination  for  the  ac- 
coutrement, and  evidently  began  to  think  as  many  philosophers  have 
thought  before  him,  that  if  one  will  not  resist  encroachments  on  his 
liberty,  he  will  soon  have  no  liberty  left  to  be  encroached  on.  But  Ned 
was  not  the  man  to  be  controlled  by  a  colt,  so  he  raised  his  whip,  and 
after  inflicting  a  few  switches.  Black  concluded  to  submit ;  while  Ned 
exclaimed, '  You  fool,  can  you  not  as  well  submit  before  a  whipping  as 
after  V  Ned  seemed  to  think  the  colt  ought  to  know  this  alternative 
intuitively,  forgetting  that  he  had  learned  it  himself  by  only  sad  and 
repeated  experience. 

AU  the  preparations  being  completed,  and  the  colts  harnessed  se- 
curely to  the  pole ;  Ned  gave  an  intimation  of  his  wishes,  and  forward 
plunged  and  pranced  the  colts.  He  knew  that  the  hamesss  was  suffi- 
ciently strong,  so  he  permitted  them  to  bound  onward  in  any  way  they 
should  prefer,  as  Providence  permits  man,  knowing  that  by  the  organi- 
zation of  the  machinery,  they  must  work  out  the  design  of  the  mill. 
In  a  little  time  hoftrever,  they  were  fain  to  remit  their  caprioles  and 
caracoles,  their  animal  spirits  being  much  exhausted,  and  they  began 
to  be  disciplined  by  affliction,  and  to  walk  forward  as  decently  as  their 
predecessors  had  walked.  Exceedingly  home-sick  were  they  both  not- 
withstanding ;  but  Grey  being  a  wise  little  horse  and  somewhat  of  a 
philosopher,  gradually  resolved  that  as  he  could  not  make  his  condition 
confi>rm  to  his  feelings,  he  would  try  and  make  his  feelings  conform  to 
his  condition.    His  eyes  being  covered  he  could  not  see ;  but  as  the 
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ground  over  whicli  he  was  walking  seemed  soft  and  coa]»  he  dioii^ 
he  must  be  rambling  over  some  fields  as  beautiful  probftUj  as  Ub  owb 
pasture.  He  heard  curious  noises  around  him,  but  as  tfaey  profed  to 
be  harmless,  he  began  to  find  them  amusing,  and  to  imagine  tlMt  tbaj 
must  be  the  music  of  birds  of  a  larger  species  than  those  of  Us  oM 
clover  fields ;  and  possibly  of  a  more  beautiful  phunagSt  anoe  dMV 
were  of  larger  dimensions.  The  smell  of  the  tan  Dark  was  at  fint  dt- 
fensive  to  htm,  but  the  good  humor  into  which  he  had  reasoned  hhmdC 
like  the  effect  of  religious  faith  which  makes  man  see  fotnre  good  k 
present  evil,  induced  him  to  convert  the  smell  into  a  savory  odor ;-  aad 
as  he  was  by  this  time  ravenously  hungry,  he  thought  the  odor  matt' 
proceed  from  some  new  species  of  clover  as  gigantic  probabir  as  As 
birds ;  and  much  he  should  have  liked  to  be  cropping  u.  Amd  disiB 
aCTeeable  reflections  he  was  stopped,  and  a  pail  of  water  was  Sfbed  to 
his  mouth.  He  was  never  before  so  thirsty,  and  this  gave  to  the  wator 
a  relish  which  made  it  surpass  in  flavor  all  the  water  he  had  erer  tafltod; 
and  fullv  confirmed  him  in  the  conclusion,  that  his  new  resid^hce  wai  a 
ten-estnal  equine  paradise,  where  every  thing  was  as  much  increand 
in  zest,  as  enlarged  in  dimensions. 

After  driving  around  some  time  longer,  the  colts  were  stopped  fer 
the  day.  The  blinders  wero  removed  nrom  their  eyes,  and  tfaej  woe 
delighted  to  find  themselves  in  each  other's  company ;  for  thej  knsv' 
they  had  started  in  opposite  directions,  and  the  expectation  of  new 
meeting  together  again,  had  harrowed  tho.feelings  of  Blacky  and  gxeai^ 
exasperated  his  ideal  sufferings.  The  colts  were  also  surprised  at  fiikh 
ing  themselves  in  the  same  spot  from  which  they  had  commenced  their 
journey ;  but  being  too  much  rejoiced  that  the  adventure  was  thus  tai^ 
minatcd,  to  care  much  by  what  means  the  results  had  been  prodnoejt 
they  quietly  permitted  themselves  to  be  unharnessed  and  turned  loots 
once  more  into  clover. 

Being  lefi  alone  and  at  liberty,  their  first  care  was  to  satisfy  die  crar- 
ings  of  hunger  by  a  copious  repast  and  then  lying  down  near  eadi  olhSTp 
they  were  in  a  favorable  condition  of  mind  and  body  to  narrate  toeadi 
other  their  several  adventures.  Black  was  all  sorrow  and  comnUnto; 
he  spoke  mournfully  of  the  stripes  which  he  had  received*  and  ftr  bo 
fault  of  his  ;  but  to  gratify  the  malignant  tryanny  of  that  *  Jack  in  oBoB^ 
Ned.  He  remembered  having  heard  other  colts  remark,  that  Ned  was 
a  bad  fellow ;  and  he  found  that  the  half  had  not  been  told  which  oii|^ 
to  bo  known  on  the  subject.  He  affirmed  that  after  they  had  parisd 
company  in  the  morning,  he  was  driven  all  day  amid  the  most  baaih 
nent  perils  from  trees,  which  were  continually  falling  and  craahing  aroaad 
him ;  and  fi*om  which  his  escape  with  whole  bones  was  almost  a  ninp 
cle.  The  road  too,  must  have  been  an  arid  sand,  for  &e  dust  stiflBmsiwil 
him ;  and  possessed  beside  an  intolerable  and  pesdlential  odor.  'Baft  - 
more  cruel  than  all,  was  the  stagnant,  fotid  water  that  had  been  aeea* 
mulated  in  some  hollow  log,  and  that  he  was  compelled  to  drinik  or  dn 
of  thirst. 

At  these  misadventures  of  poor  Black,  Grey  felt  almost  SORJ  enoil|^ 
to  cry,  for  he  was  a  compassionate  little  horse ;  and  much  he  hoped  thift 
if  they  should  ever  chance  to  be  again  the  victims  of  Ned's  ezpsri- 
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mentSy  tliat  diey  both  might  travel  amid  the  delightful  scenes  and  over 
the  pleasant  ground  that  had  fortunately  been  allotted  to  him.  All  he 
regretted  was  that  he  hud  been  denied  the  privilege  of  inspecting  with 
unblinded  eyes  the  good  things  with  which  he  was  surrounded ;  but 
possibly,  who  knows  1  the  blindness  was  imposed  for  some  good  pur- 
pose raiher  than  hr  evil.  He  had  once  heard  a  sermon  on  such  a  sub- 
ject. Little  comfort,  however,  yielded  these  remarks  to  Black,  who 
insisted  that  he  never  would  submit  again  to  the  impositions  of  Ned 
or  any  other  biped,  but  defend  his  rights  as  tf  horse  ought,  vrith  all  the 
powers  that  nature  had  given  to  the  noblest  quadruped  that  trod  the 
earth.  In  pondering  on  uiese  chivahrous  resolves  and  abstract  rights 
of  horses,  he  neglected  the  practical  duty  of  sleeping  while  he  might, 
and  kept  awake  3ie  opreater  part  of  the  night ;  while  Grey,  who  troubled 
himself  but  little  with  metaphysics,  slept  comfortably  and  dreamed  of 
the  delightful  odors  and  delicious  fountains  of  the  preceding  day. 

The  next  morning  the  sun  rose  just  as  bright  as  before,  and  the  birds 
and  spiders  began  me  day  as  memly  and  busily  as  they  had  commenced 
yesterday.  The  frogs  in  an  adjoining  marsh  began  tuning  their  matin 
orisons,  like  chanting  boys  in  a  large  cathedral,  when  the  colts  arose 
also,  and  shook  their  sides  as  usual.  Grey  cropped  his  breakfkst  with 
a  good  appetite,  but  Black  was  not  hungry,  nor  was  he  pleased  to  find 
that  surrounding^  objects  were  not  as  gloomy  as  he  was.  For  the  first 
time  in  his  life  he  bought  the  sun  looked  brazen  and  too  garish ;  nor 
did  the  gayety  of  the  ioJbabitants  of  the  pasture  betoken  the  sympathy 
which  he  felt  due  to  his  wounded  feelings.  *  Why !  to  look  around  us,' 
said  Black,  *  one  would  suppose  nothing  unusual  bad  happened  yesterday. 
I  begin  to  find  out  the  noUowness  of  the  world,  of  which  I  had  only 
heard  before.'  He  would  probably  have  continued  his  lamentations, 
had  not  Ned  appeared  to  again  summon  them  to  the  mill.  Grey 
yielded  without  a  struggle,  and  Black  had  to  yield ;  but  not  till  he  had 
been  soundly  whipped  for  his  refractory  propensities.  Again  they  were 
harnessed  to  the  pole,  again  they  wore  blinders,  and, again  moved  for- 
ward in  opposite  directions.  In  the  evening,  when  they  were  unhar- 
nessed and  unblinded,  they  were  again  surprised  at  finding  themselves 
in  each  other's  company ;  and  while  again  reclining  in  their  pasture  at 
night,  and  recounting  dieir  adventures.  Grey  was  found  to  have  been 
as  much  favored  as  before,  while  Black  had  again  met  with  nothing  but 
his  former  horrors ;  aggravated  by  the  reception  duripg  the  journey 
of  several  beatings  for  apparently  no  cause  but  the  attenmt  to  assert 
his  rights.  The  same  adventures  recurred  during  several  successive^ 
days ;  and  what  seemed  peculiarly  among  the  inscrutable  mysteries  of 
Providence,  and  hard  to  bear,  Black  was  always  driven  over  the  dreary 
road  and  Grey  over  the  pleasant  one.  Grey,  accordingly  became  plump, 
sleek  and  happy,  while  Black  became  lean,  irritable  and  miserable ; 
and  had  horses  possessed  lunatic  asylums,  Black  would  have  been  a 
very  suitable  subject  for  the  skill  of  some  veterinary  Brigham  or 
Perkins. 

The  colts  were  at  length  so  far  subdued  and  accustomed  to  theii* 
daily  business,  that  Ned  one  morning  left  their  eyes  uncovered ;  and 
hence,  to  the  utter  astonishment  of  both  horses,  they  discovered  that  in- 
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Stead  of  travelliiig  over  different  roads  and  throngli  di£farent  toenei, 
they  bad  always  travelled  the  same  circuit,  and  encoimtered  the  sams 
incidents.  Black  cried  all  that  day  and  the  succeeding  niglity  far  here- 
tofore he  had  possessed  the  hope  tnat  fintune  would  at  laat  be  tired  of 
persecuting  him,  and  that  he  should  at  least  occasional^  be  driven  of«r 
the  pleasant  route  that  Grey  was  accustomed  to  traveL  Ghrey,  on  die 
contrary,  only  laughed  at  the  discovery,  for  said  he, '  dear  Black,  joa  find 
now,  from  my  experience,  that  happiness  depends  not  on  die  road  we 
travel,  nor  on  the  incidents  we  encounter,  but  on  our  own  reflecdoni 
thereon.  Rebel  not,  therefore,  at  your  labors  and  trials,  which  are  be- 
yond your  control ;  but  improve  your  reflections,  wbich  are  within  yovr 
control.' 

We  are  not  informed  of  the  effect  which  this  advice  had  on  Bhck, 
nor  is  the  information  of  much  consequence.  No  medicine  can  poaees 
any  efficacy  except  to  those  who  will  take  it ;  and  Black  may  have  been 
VTrong-headed  enough  not  to  take  the  moral  dose  prescribed  by  Greyi 
who,  however,  took  it  himself,  and  prospered  on  it,  beoosninff 


contented  and  happy ;  and  when  he  di^,  which  happened  m  a 
old  age,  instead  of  being  unmoumed,  as  he  would  have  been  had  he 
made  himself  querulous  and  miserable,  like  some  men  and  women  who 
cause  all  connected  with  them  to  be  continually  uncomfeitable,  he  wv 
buried  and  mourned  muck  like  a  christian ;  and  this  memorial  has  bees 
penned  to  transmit  with:  honor  his  example  to  all 
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The  air  is  warm  as  Summer's  air,         j 

The  sky  hath  a  mellow  blue,  | 

A  slumberous  breeze  floats  every  where,  • 

And  the  clouds  are  soft  and  few ; 
But  the  trees  are  bare  as  Winter-trees,  i 

They  cast  a  skeleton  shade ; 
We  wonder  that  it  does  not  freeze 

With  doubt  each  budding  blade. 
Tet  sea-like  murmurs,  deep  and  low, 

From  the  bare  woods  rise  and  foil ; 
Tou  seem  to  feel  the  ebb  and  flow 

Of  the  solenm  heart  of  all.  i 

The  home-like,  joyous  birds  are  here, 

Mid-June  hath  none  so  sweet ; 
Blithe  prophets  of  the  dawning  year, 

Young  IIopo's  apostles  meet, 
now  can  ye  sing  your  summer  lays 

In  boughs  so  brown  and  dry  ? 
*  Come  f^om  the  heart  the  hymns  we 

They  seem  to  make  reply.       [raise,* 
Beyond  the  empire  of  the  plough. 

Close  to  the  leaning  wall, 
White  blooming  stars  are  rising  now. 

At  Springes  creative  call. 
Ay,  many  flowerets  come  to  shame 

The  naked  forest  limbs, 
MarDay,  1848. 


Whose  dun  life  seems  to  hig  the  MBM, 

At  Beauty's  hoes  and  hymns. 
O  trees !  ye  oannot  long  reasi 

The  warm  embiraoe  of  eprhif  , 
Not  long  by  fareeae  and  MuriuBeUas 

To  death  and  bomcM  oUqg. 
If  stingleas  winds  and  plo— at  nin, 

And  the  dariinff  litlie  floinen, 
Bring  not  penuMi  in  their  tnia, 

Te  are  no  km  of  oars. 
Beneath  yoor  rugged  vest,  1  wees, 

The  new  life-^ii  Celt, 
Where  mild  as  violeta,  hut  amMB, 

Tour  hearts  of  rteor  meh. 
Then  let  no  softer  oUld  of  Mmj, 

In  briefer  beaa:^  drwscd, 
Murmur  against  yonr  long-  detagr  • 

Ye 'U  flourish  with  thehHt 
The  birds  shall  nig  the  early  dirge 

Of  blooms  that  mook  yon  aov, 
Bathed  in  the  green  u  ' 

Of  many  awuTe-Uke  bough; 
And  earth  shall  feel  a  fr«riier  bi 

From  woody  vide  and  hiDy     [4iA 
Where,  kog-time  Imed  ia  mm'  ^ 

The  Spri]^  flnt-bon  »u  atOL 
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X. 


It  was  a  wfld  tempefltaoiu  nieht : 

The  stormy  douos  were  gi^tering  fiist, 
And  in  their  dark  and  maruialled  might, 

Swept  on  before  the  angry  blast. 
The  wind  with  sad  and  solemn  moan, 

In  midnight  black  arose  and  fell, 
And  ocean's  depths,  in  dismal  tone, 

Rolled  up  a  wQd  fonereal  kneU. 


XI. 


The  fearful  nighinrtorm  had  set  in : 

The  dark  sea  trembled,  as  on  high 
The  whirlwinds  shrieking,  and  the  din 

Of  tempests  meeting  in  the  sky. 
like  shontinff  armies  in  fierce  war. 

With  sounds  of  wo  and  sad  distress, 
O'er  ocean's  caverns  moaning  far, 

Shook  aU  his  watery  wilderness. 


xxz. 


Through  the  wild  tumult  of  the  night 

A  proud  ship  swept  al<»ig  the  sea  \ 
Daring  the  ocean  in  his  might, 

It  scorned  the  whirlwind's  masteiy. 
Through  battle  and  through  storm,  her  tars 

In  every  clime,  on  every  wave. 
Had  borne  aloft  ibe  stripes  and  stars, 

That  banner  of  the  tree  and  brave. 


IT. 


Around  her  deck  her  gallant  erew 

Feared  not  the  sounds  of  wild  alarm, 
And  laughed  to  see  the  white  sea-mew 

Lead  on  the  legions  of  the  storm. 
They  watched  his  glancing  wings  before, 

In  nights  as  gloomy  and  as  dark. 
And  heard  as  fearful  tempests  roar : 

But  well  they  knew  their  gallant  iMffk. 


And  so,  while  ocean  raged  around. 
And  while  the  stars  went  out  above, 

Their  voices  rose  with  cheerfhl  sound. 
Or  trolled  some  merry  song  of  love : 
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Or  whifpered  Mme  old  ooen  tatef 

Of  dariiur  oftptare,  leader  lawfe, 
Or  weary  <£a8e  of  aomeatnngttMay 

A  pirate  on  the  la^Uan  wsva. 


And  the  laboring  aeamen  at  the  wheel, 

Who  feh  the  bOlow'B  fieroeat  foroe, 
SmOed  at  the  aong,  and  aeemad  to  ImI 

A  joy  in  their  oareering  coorae. 
They  met  the  ware  with  oareleai  jeat, 

And  lan^nng  hanled  the  tilkr  bittk : 
All  tfaronffh  the  ahip,  no  aailor'ii  bfeaat 

Heaved  aadder  that  the  ni|^  waa  Uaok. 

▼xz* 

And  what  if  they  had  known  that  deadly 

Wa9  ratOing  in  the  thnnder*a  OK«ah ! 
Or  ooming  in  ttie  tempeat'a  breath. 

Or  apeeidinff  on  the  lightning'a  flaah ! 
What  if  they  heard,  from  ooean'a  oavea| 

A  sommona  from  their  nnknown  doepa, 
Where  the  longoOTal  wfflow  warea, 

Above  the  auor  while  he  rieepa. 


TXZX. 


No  Tokse  perohanoe  had  trolled  aaoiigy 

The  head  and  heart  in  pn^or  wonU  bofw ; 
Bat  Death  had  been  their  mate  too  long, 

To  acare  them  with  hia  i^oomy  brow : 
And  bravely  would  they  meet  tne  Ibe, 

The  only  one  at  whoae  oommaad 
They  atrike  their  conntry'a  banner  low. 

And  yield  to  hia  uncomqiiered  hand. 


tx. 


Tet  atill  vnhanoed  awept  on  the  ahip, 

like  monarch  of  the  aorffing  aea, 
And  atill  broke  forth  from  leyomlqi 

The  merry  jeat  of  thon^^Btteaa  g^ee. 
And  proudly  wonld  their  noUe  b«k 

Iti  gallant  crew  trimnphant  borne. 
And  mrongh  that  night  ao  wild  and  datk 

Bode  aafely  to  the  breakSqg  mom : 


But  from  agathered  ckmd  overhead, 

Which  long  had  nratterad  aonnda  of  wnth, 
-Ita  aoapeleaa  telt,  the  lightning  aped, 

RemoraeleaB  in  ita  fiery  pau : 
It  atmck  the  ahip  and  tore  ita  atnngth 

like  fraileat  workmanahip  awigf| 
And  atrewed  at  wide  and  aeatteradhngth 

Ita  timbera  on  the  angry  apray. 
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A  moment  ere  the  thnnder's  roar 

Had  died  away  in  ooean's  moan, 
The  momitaln  billows  gathered  o'er 

The  crew,  and  claimed  them  for  their  own  1 
The  waves  seemed  stmcgling  for  their  prey, 

And  foaght  in  their  Sesid  rivalry ; 
Proud  in  their  arms  to  bear  away 

The  lightning's  olFering  to  the 


xzx. 


Ko  more  across  the  wave-wreathed  main 

The  Hornkt's  dancing  keel  shall  glide ; 
The  lightning  and  the  hurricane 

Have  won  her  swiftness  and  her  pride. 
Ia  ocean's  caverns,  deep  and  dim, 

Her  gallant  sailors  lifeless  sleep, 
While  die  low  winda  with  constant  hymn 

A  vigil  o'er  their  slmnbers  keep. 


xin. 


The  rippling  keel  and  sailor's  song 

Their  requiem  and  their  dirge  must  be ; 
Their  funeral  torches,  heaven's  bright  throng 

Of  stars,  fat  glancing  to  the  sea. 
Proud  sepulchre  from  whence  to  rise, 

When  the  archangel's  trumpet  dread, 
Resounding  through  the  trembling  skies, 

Calls  upon  Ocean  for  her  dead. 


XX-7. 


O I  many  a  maiden's  eye  grew  dim. 

Watching  the  wide  sea  for  the  lost, 
And  many  a  mother  looked  for  him. 

Whose  form  the  careless  bOlows  tossed. 
In  many  a  winter  evening  lone, 

When  the  fierce  wind  was  shrieking  unld. 
Warm  prayers  went  up  to  God's  high  throne, 

That  he  would  guard  the  ocean  o^d. 


XV. 


And  yet  the  years  passed  on ;  the  maid 

Grew  old  in  sorrow,  or  forgot. 
The  mother  in  the  tomb  was  laid. 

But  still  the  lost,  long-lost  came  not ; 
But  with  the  beautifol  and  brave, 

Of  many  an  age  forever  o'er, 
Their  home  is  now  beneath  the  wave, 

Till  earth  and  sea  shall  be  no  more. 
UUnois,  Feb^  1850. 


^^f^^^^^mm 
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THE     MYSTERIOUS     PYRAMID. 


BT  axamr  9.  saaw. 


*  Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction/  for  who  coaU  have  iiiYantod  d» 
Arabian  Nights'  Tales,  those  veritable  narratiyes  of  oonjagal  confiAiiBi 
and  credulity  ?  Who  afi;ain,  may  I  ask,  would  ever  have  dreamad  rf 
*  Robinson  Crusoe/  that  island-story  of  the  &r-off  Pacific  Seai»  imlaB 
there  had  been  truth  at  the  bottomi  Aladdin's  lantern  waaatna 
story,  as  every  body  who  has  travelled  in  Eastern  landa  can  teatify; 
and  *  Poor  Robinson  Crusoe'  was  no  &ble,  &ir  he  did  live  and  didhm 
a  home  on  his  rocky  island,  and  his  tomb-stone  ia  now  to  be  aeen  iad» 
eastern  section  of  Scotland;  a  time-stained  and*bioaa-ooveced  noa^ 
,  ment  of  a  man  who,  when  living,  was  not  more  aUve  than  be  la  bdV| 
that  his  bones  are  by  themselves  solitarily  crombling  in  tbeir  tonk 

Did  not  Numa,  the  moon-lover  and  the  nymph-believer*  go  inao  Ui 
cavern  and  hold  converse  with  Egeria,  the  Roman  atateaman-milt 
And  did  not  the  sybil-books  inculcate  firom  knowledge  gained  in  d» 
spirit-land  wisdom,  and  breathe  prophecy  to  the  hardened  city-bniUi^^ 
wolf-bred  Romans  ?  Out  upon  incredulity ;  for  where  ia  tbe  biatiuiiM 
who  has  not  made  manifest  the  fact»  that  the  great  ateepla  rhaaWj 
Quintus  Curtius,  leaped  alive  into  the  yawning  pit  of  tbe  aevcDbilU 
city,  that  craved  and  hungered  for  an  honeat  manf  Out  tbeOt  I  a^i 
upon  incredulity,  and  let  us  stick  to  our  belief  in  tfainga  ibat  are  SamM 
upon  facts. 

History  is  made  up  of  events  that  tell  of  other  mattera  tban  Art 
Xerxes,  the  groat  mihtia-general  of  Persia,  invaded  GhreeoOy  and  an 
the  Leonidas  of  Patriotism  at  the  pass  of  Thermopylaa.  Hjatocy  ia  rib 
with  the  undercurrent  of  events  that  concern  more  tbe  ^^T^lg^^al^^1r 
than  the  legal  and  moral  impressions  of  our  nature ;  and  while  I  laal 
a  willing  ear  to  the  stories  of  Philip  and  Alexander,  bia  comiaariag 
heir,  I  turn  no  deaf  or  unbelieving  organ  to  the  wondrooa  atory  of  Aa 
Pythoness,  and  believe,  ay,  religiously  believe,  that  Ja^ter  waa'a  go^r 
and  high  Olympus  was  his  throne. 

Therefi>re,  without  multitudinous  words  and  endleaa  pi 
let  me  proceed  to  my  story.  There  reigned  in  die  d^ 
Egypt's  existence  a  king,  who  is  described  as  being  a  mi 
history  relates  of  him  that  his  portrait  was  engraved  upon  tbe  ObaU 
of  Luxor,  that  now  stands,  and  which  I  have  often  aeen  ■liMMliiHf,  xftm 
the  Place  de  la  Concorde  at  Paris,  a  city  still  in  a  flourisbmg  ooiimtienia 
France.  You  will  believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have  ofken  guti 
upon  the  venerable  but  rather  Shylockish  countenance  of  tbia  wadf 
monarch,  as  sauntering  down  the  Champs  Elya6e»  I  have  alotyeJ  rt 
the  base  of  the  column  of  granite,  that  immortal,  ahnoat  etennd  ma 
ment  of  the  arts  and  literature  of  the  land  of  the  Nile. 

The  King  it  seems  wore  a  crown,  one  compoaed  apparendj  of 
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iron  circle,  studded  with  brilliants.  His  forehead  is  low,  and  avarice 
has  set  its  seal  upon  his  nose.  It  shoots  out  from  his  profile  like  a  rag- 
gatherer's  hooky  find  seems  ever  on  the  alert  to  smell  out  hidden  money, 
whether  its  proprietor's  own  or  cmy  body  else's. 

It  shows  an  advanced  state  of  the  arts  in  Egypt,  this  portrait  of  the 
Kin^  of  Mummidom ;  and  grateful  am  I,  and  so  should  others  be,  to 
the  mgenious  limner  who  stamped  the  poitait  of  his  master  upon  the 
everlasting  granite.  Little  did  that  venerable  ruler  or  that  mspired 
aotist  dream  that  they  should  help  to  adorn  the  city  of  barbarous  Gaul, 
or  that  an  outside  barbarian  of  a  new  world  would  print  them  in  care- 
dispelling  Knickerbocker. 

The  king  was  a  miser,  and  ordered  a  stone-mason  to  build  him  a 
small  pyramid,  a  sort  of  stone  purse,  in  which  to  lock  up  his.euormous 
wealth.  Money  was  not  loanea  out  at  interest  in  tl\ose  days,  and  Wall- 
street  was,  happily  for  those  simple  people,  undreamed  of.  So  the 
worthy  king  had  a  pyramid  built,  and  during  a  long  winter's  night  he 
had  his  hordes  quietly  carted  to  his  treasury.  By  breakfast  time,  as 
the  king  was  eating  his  dog-meat  sausage,  his  factotum  reported  to 
him  that  the  deposit  had  been  made,  and  lo  I  and  behold  the  key ! 

'  Saddle  me,^  cried  the  king,  dropping  bis  Bologna, '  and  quickly,  my 
chesnut  mare, '  The  Desert' ' 

The  slave  bowed  his  head  low  and  reverentially,  and  in  a  few  seconds 
the  neigh  of  a  caparisoned  steed  was  heard  at  the  palace  gate. 

He  is  mounted,  he  of  the  deep  copper-colored  face,  he  of  the  chif- 
fennier  nose,  and  with  the  speed  of  the  electric  telegraph  he  is  scour- 
ing the  plain.  A  cloud  of  dust  obscures  the  horizon,  and  when  an  in- 
fltant  after  the  veil  of  uplifted  sand  has  been  removed,  no  eye  can  dis- 
cern the  king,  for  he  has  entered  his  pyramid  and  his  horse  is  hitched 
m  the  shade  on  the  other  side.  I  dare  not  enter  there,  for  the  king 
has  locked  himself  in,  and  doubtless  is  gloating  over  his  enormous  and 
dazzling  store.  Diamonds,  rubies,  charmed  bracelets,  antique  rings, 
worn  before  and  after  the  flood  by  Noah  and  his  family,  stufi»  and  rich 
drugs,  goldeJl  candlesticks  and  pearl-headed  canes,  and  images  in  gold 
of  crocodiles  with  emerald  eyes,  amber  full  of  flies,  silver  lizards  and 
bronzed  serpents,  and  countless  other  objects,  rare  and  miraculously 
formed. 

The  king  has  left  his  golden  bower  and  is  at  dinner.  Egypt  had 
its  cooks  and  its  kitchens,  and  its  kings  and  rulers  dined,  and  dined  well. 
From  a  palace  let  us  walk  into  an  humble  house ;  the  house  of  the 
stone-mason  who  had  built  the  pyramid. 

He  is  stretched  upon  his  couch ;  he  is  drawing  his  breath  feebly,  and 
the  doctor  has  shaken  his  perfumed  curls,  and  waved  an  everlasting 
adieu.  In  fine,  the  good  old  gentleman  is  about  dying,  and  dying  too 
of  a  very  severe  and  dangerous  illness.  The  to-be  widow  is  leaning 
over  his  couch.  She  is  sad,  and  has  a  crocodile  squint  in  her  left  eye 
that  is  tearful.  Her  right  eye  is  out  and  does  nodiing.  Two  youths 
stand  also  by  the  bedside  of  the  departing  Egyptian,  the  soon-to-be 
mummy.  They  are  his  sons,  two  idle  boys,  who  had  done  nothing  to 
earn  a  living  save  by  holding  horses  and  sweeping  the  crossings  of  their 
native  town.     The  stone-mason,  having  been  the  architect  of  the  King's 
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treasury,  had  nothing  to  leave  to  his  children  save  a  secret  md  abloB- 
ing.  What  he  had  put  up  he  could  pull  down ;  and  as  Us  bOl  6r 
work  at  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents  a  day  nad  not  been  paid  by  Ub  tors- 
reign,  he  had  no  compunctions  of  conscience.  He  beckoned  to  Bafat- 
Bebi,  his  eldest  and  laziest  son,  to  draw  near.  The  jpouth  db^ed. 
'  I  have  a  secret/  said  the  father, '  and  befiire  I  die  I  will  tell  it  to 


you.'  It  was  a  fortunate  thing  he  thought  of  telling  it  befim  he 
because  afterward  it  was  very  probable  he  would  not  be  aUe  to  do  hk 
This  reflection  is  made  not  by  me,  but  by  liistoriBns.  '  I  buill^  yoQ 
know,  the  pyramid  ht  that  old  curmudgeon,  King  Thi^NhThepii.  He 
has  got  all  his  treasure  in  it,  and  he  goes  there  ni^idy  to  see  it  When 
he  leaves  he  locks  the  door  and  puts  his  seal  upon  it,  so  tint  if  any  one 
gets  in  they  have  to  break  the  wax,  and  the  King  will  find  Urn  oat 

'  There  are  no  windows  to  the  pyramid,*  condnoed  that  most  sscel- 
lent  of  parents, '  and  therefore  there  is  but  one  way  of  seCtinff  in,  md 
that  is  throueh  the  door.'  Here  old  Tekel-Bebi  gave  a Imownig  look 
at  his  son,  who  winked  away  a  tear  and  then  was  all  attentiop.  'Per* 
haps  there  is  another  way  of  getting  into  that  stronff  box,  and  jMrii^v 
there  is  a  stone-mason  who  knows  it  By  the  tail  of  tbe  holy  ooeodile 
there  is !  Four  blocks  up  on  thei  side  fronting  the  east  there  is  a  Staee 
that  turns  upon  a  pivot  The  eye  of  a  holy  Ibis  might  seardi  In  nis 
to  find  it,  but  it  is  there.  It  is  ft>ur  stones  up  finom  tlie  li^it  eoner 
looking  to  the  east.  Touch  it  where  you  see  a  rude  and  Tocy  smd 
mark,  as  if  made  by  the  slip  of  the  chisel,  and  lo !  you  can  get  in.  Then 
is  a  corresponding  mark  on  the  inside,  so  that  by  presfldng  it  jo«  en 
get  out.'  And  thus  finishing  the  thread  of  his  disooorse,  ha  leeoiB* 
mended  his  bronze-colored  soul  to  the  protection  of  the  facdy  eroeodSB 
and  Ibis,  and  took  his  departure  for  the  catacombs  of  Egypt 

If  the  worthy  Tekel-iuene  was  not  embalmed  in  the  memoty  oF  Ini 
surviving  widow  and  children,  he  was  certainly  embalmed  in  die  swil- 
ling clothes  of  the  tomb,  as  any  imbelieving  skeptic  can  prove,  by  IMp- 
ping  down  to  Bamum's  Museum,  who  has  his  remangs  uiessttA 
They  can  be  seen  at  any  time  of  the  day  or  night,  Engfisa  gisnft  is- 
cluded,  for  two  shillings,  children  half  price. 

Well,  old  Tekel-Bebi  being  dead,  his  heirs  looked  around  dieB  sal 
bethought  of  the  pyramid.  The  widow,  too  proud  to  take  in  wIbii^ 
and  too  old  to  think  of  marriage,  entered  her  right  of  dower  to  ne 
Hecret,  and  edged  on  her  hopeful  offipring  to  the  venture  of  a  midnli^ 
visit  to  the  treasury  department  During  the  day  it  was  bnt  nttnd 
that  the  sons  of  the  lamented  Tekel-Be)>i  should  walk  nrouad  Ae 
pyramid.  It  was  their  father's  work,  and  they  felt  a  natoivl  pride  is 
this  monument  of  his  skill  and  genius.  They  said  and  dioariit  Issi  of 
his  roguery.  They  easily  discovered  the  accident  that  bad  iHmsned 
to  the  chisel,  and  they  took  a  note  of  it  What  worthy  sons  to  vafff 
thus  near  the  slightest  trace  of  their  father's  labors ! 

That  night  the  toilette-table  of  Mrs.  Tekel-Bebi  sparkled  with  a  ftir 
rare  stones  of  some  nameless  value,  but  to  be  had  at  half  priesb  •>! 
tlie  dining  hall  displayed  a  sumptuous  supper.  Money  is  a  gtMt  piD* 
curer  of  good  things,  and  the  widow  and  her  sons  were  happy  nSDr 
for  they  had  their  fill  of  meats  and  drinks. 
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It  is  not  mentioned  how  often  these  children  of  want  visited  the  hall 
of  plenty,  hixt  it  is  known  that  they  made  frequent  incursions  into  the 
hoards ;  ay,  even  to  such  an  extent  as  to  puzzle  and  bewilder  old  and 
worthy  Thapa-Thepis.  His  gods  were  leavine  his  heaven.  Not  singly 
but  handfiilly  his  coins  were  winging  their  flight.  His  crocodile  had 
its  eyes  picked  out,  and  his  mythology  was  orbless.  Even  his  coral 
monkey  had  lost  all  its  front  teeth  of  gold.  Where  was  this  to  end, 
and  who  had  besun  it,  and  who  the  unknown  evil-spirit  that  was  to 
finish  it  and  himi  In  vain  he  searched  with  his  hooted  nose  among 
his  chests  and  boxes ;  the  round  comers  of  his  mine  were  examined, 
but  all  in  vain*  No  red-gnome  or  spirit-bat  was  found  tucked  beneath 
a  rubv,  or  crouching  in  the  shady  side  of  a  diamond.  Amazement 
seized  the  king,  despair  the  miser.  Two-fold  emotions  took  posses- 
sion of  the  two-fold  man. 

He  had  entered  his  treasury,  and,  as  usual,  the  sacred  seied  of  his 
father's  was  imbroken.  He  tapped  upon  the  walls ;  it  was  like  striking 
upon  a  skull ;  a  dead  sound  was  the  only  answer.  Poor  king,  you  have 
been  robbed,  and  robbed  vilely,  and  the  deuce  of  it  is,  you  can't  find 
out  the  robber !  Poor  old  king !  ay,  go  tottering  out  of  the  cell  of 
countless  wealth.  Why  not  take  it  with  you,  and  cast  it  far  and  wide 
over  those  Lybian  sands  that  stretch  westward  and  southward  from  your 
regal  home  ?  Grive  it  to  the  cut-purses  of  the  desert ;  build  churches 
to  your  birds  and  beasts ;  crown  your  queen  with  a  diadem,  whose 
wealth  could  buy  a  continent,  and  whose  Hght  would  make  her  dusky 
beauty  shine  like  a  star  over  the  dim  mountains  of  the  moon.  Take 
it  with  you.  Oh  king !  for  if  you  leave  it  in  this  dark  vault,  its  glory, 
shedding  lustre  round  the  sombre  walls,  will  light  the  bandit  to  its 
hiding  place ;  and  afier  all,  in  your  old  age  you  will  be  thrown  upon 
die  parish,  and  finally  die  in  a  poor-house !  The  king  does  not  as  I 
would  have  urged  him  to  do,  but  he  locks  the  iron  door,  and  like  the 
jailor  at  our  Tombs,  he  bolts  the  useless  prisoners  in.  Oh  Thapa- 
Thepis,  I  pity  you !  Old  Shylock  of  the  Nile,  you  are  nearly  a  rui^d 
man. 

The  king  ate  no  supper  that  night,  and  his  chocolate  and  oiled  toast 
lefb  his  breakfast-table  untouched  next  morning.  Has  Thapa-Thepis 
been  drinking,  that  his  eyes  are  so  red,  his  rag^picking  nose  so  blue, 
and  his  steps  so  unsteady  ?  He  mounts  his  desert-mare  and  flies  around 
the  sacred  depository  of  his  tin.  No  bird  has  lit  upon  the  apex  of  the 
edifice ;  no  serpent  coiline  through  the  blazing  sands  has  wriggled  its 
way  to  cool  its  scaly  skin  m  the  obrk  shadow  of  the  walls.  The  wind 
from  the  lone  lands  of  Africa  has  hidden  the  footsteps  of  the  mason's 
sons,  and  all  is  mystery  and  all  is  dim,  and  Silence  and  its  sister  Safety 
reign  supremely  still  over  the  hidden  treasure  of  the  miser-king. 

A  storm  gathers  in  the  Afiic  air ;  the  dial  in  the  palace  court  has 
been  rendered  useless,  for  the  day  has  fled,  and  night,  the  murderer's 
friend,  is  abroad  in  the  city  of  Cheops.  Loud  howls  the  blast,  and  the 
mysterious  Nile  chafes  against  her  reedy  banks.  The  monstrous  deities 
of  her  flood  seek  safety  in  their  muddy  shrines  and  listen  to  the  rattling 
thunder  of  the  skies.  Gloom  and  darkness  were  abroad  that  night, 
with  tempest  and  storm.    Once  more  the  brothers  leave  their  home  for 
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their  Egyptian  California.  The  stone  turns  on  ilB  pivot  and  Aey  enlBr ; 
a  luciier  match  sets  fire  to  a  slow-burning  torch;  the  torck  is  itnick 
into  the  ground,  and  Baba-Bebi  and  his  brother  pick  their  way  in  qoeit 
of  the  choicest  stores.  Baba-Bebi  has  lifted  mm.  an  opened  box  a 
bracelet  that  was  worth  a  battle  between  nations.  Hifl  brother  stans 
on  the  sparkling  eyes  of  an  ivoiy  god. 

'Hist!  what  noise  at  the  door  f  The  wax  is  being  broken  I  Qnickl 
fly  V    It  is  the  younger  who  speaks. 

A  gleam  of  a  sword  and  the  deed  is  done.  Baba-Bebi  has  sercnd 
his  younger  brother's  head  from  his  body.  He  seizes  the  goty  head; 
he  flies.  The  quick  revolving  stone  allows  him  to  escape.  He  is  free ; 
he  is  outside  of  his  brother's  tomb,  with  his  brodier^s  head  in  his  hand 
The  king  is  inside,  with  his  brother's  lifeless  trunk  befinre  his  ejea 
Baba-Bebi  flies.  Thapa-Thcpis  cannot  move.  A  bnxning  tOKch  be- 
fore him;  a  fresh-bleeding  carcass  on  the  floor;  a  trunk  without  a  head; 
the  seal  of  the  door  unbroken  before  he  broke  it;  what  niylwyl 
Where,  oh !  where  the  police  ? 

Is  Thapa-Thepis  in  a  dream  ?  Have  the  gods  given  him  over  to  the 
hands  of  conjurers  ?  Thapa-Thepis  does  not  know,  and  if  he  stays  al 
night  long  in  that  vast  room,  with  that  queer  trunk,  he  never  can  find 
out.  He  drags  the  body  to  the  door ;  he  drags  it  over  the  tfareahold; 
he  leaves  it  for  a  moment  on  the  sands.  He  reenters ;  he  eztingoiabes 
the  blazing  torch,  and  flies  to  his  palace.  The  guards  are  oornmsnded 
to  fetch  the  dead  man's  headless  body  frt)m  the  pyramid;  and  then  the 
king,  astounded,  puzzled,  worried,  fretted,  and  frightened,  begins  to 
form  his  plans  ror  the  morrow.  Wrapt  in  his  curessing-ffown  end 
thoughts,  let  us  leave  the  royal  presence,  and  for  a  moment  breathei 

W^Y  did  Baba-Bebi  kill  his  brother  by  cutting  off  his  head  t  Sinh 
ply,  to  save  his  own.  Any  reader  of  sense  will  perceive  the  fivoe  vt 
the  argument,  and  will  acquit  Baba  of  premeditated  murder.  Hal 
they  both  been  detected,  both  would  have  been  destroyed ;  andto'pK» 
vent  the  secret  being  discovered,  Baba  removed  the  only  evideooe  Ait 
could  speak  against  him ;  his  brother's  speechless  head. 

The  king  was  in  no  humor  to  be  humbugged ;  that  is  the  last  thing 
that  kings  and  governors  and  mayors  and  maeistratesy  and  other  {Mllies* 
o£Bcers,  allow ;  so  he  was  busy  that  morning  m  iasuinff  an  edict  Tint 
edict  commanded  that  every  inhabitant,  from  the  ol&st  down  to  As 
youngest,  of  his  city  and  the  neighborhood,  should  pass  beftne  a  giUMt 
on  which  was  to  be  exposed  the  body  of  the  unfortunate  ihieC 

There  was  wit  in  the  policy  of  Thapa-Thepis,  Ring  of  Egypt 

Soldiers  were  placed  near  the  gibbet,  whose  duty  it  was  to  tti?ni!iHPlf 
the  face  of  every  person  who  passed  by,  to  see  if  they  could  trace  a^f 
expression  of  recognition.  It  was  the  only  course  to  be  adopted  ia 
the  absence  of  Fouchc  and  Hays.  By  ten  o'ck)ck  the  pubHe  sqam 
was  crowded  with  the  dusky  people.  They  passed  on  wonderiiKi  bit 
not  recognizing.  None  knew  die  mason's  soiv  If  any  one  £sto 
this  &ct,  let  hun  cut  ofi*  a  neighbor's  head,  and  then  see  if  maj  ew 
wiU  be  able  to  identify  the  individual.  Samson,  we  are  to]d»  dew  s 
host  with  the  jaw-bone  of  an  ass.  The  ass  Mras  verified  by  die  joh 
bone ;  a  good  precedent  of  anatomical  precisiony  which  seems  to  have 
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been  well  dumffbt  of  in  the  Parkman  case,  where  the  entire  body  of 
the  Doctor  was  Known  throudb  the  agency  of  a  dentist  who  had  ope- 
rated  upon  his  grinders.  However,  people  are  very  curious  about 
these  matters,  and  some  I  have  known  who  could  not  even  recognize 
an  old  friend  of  whom  they  had  once  borrowed  money.  It  is  true, 
nevertheless,  that  the  mason's  son  was  not  known  to  anv  of  that  vast 
throng  who  passed  in  solemn  review  before  him.  Wiw  not  one  had 
he  upon  that  melancholy  occasion  even  a  speaking  acquaintance. 

In  Egypt  death  was  looked  upon  as  a  peculiar  institution  of  nature, 
and  great  care  was  paid  to  the  bodies  of  the  departed.  Without  burial 
they  could  not  pass  the  gulf  that  separated  mortality  ficxnn  immortality, 
and  an  unattended-to  mummy  was  no  mummy  at  all,  and  was  excluded 
finom  that  Paradise  whose  highest  enjoyment  was  a  free  apd  social  in- 
tercourse with  the  crocodile  and  the  ibis  and  the  bulL 

'  Bury  your  brother  you  must !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tekel  Bebi  to  Baba- 
Bebl 

'  How  can  I V  replied  the  son. 

'  Burv  your  brother  you  must !'  again  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bebi,  with 
eniphasis,  adding,  '  if  you  do  not,  I  will  tell  Thapa-Thepis  all  about  it !' 

£aba-Bebi  left  the  room,  and  proceeded  to  saddle  the  widow's  don- 
key. In  the  panniers  of  impervious  leather  he  poured  wine,  in  the 
wine  he  poured  a  poisonous  opiate,  and  in  the  saddle  he  deposited  his 
person,  and  made  nis  way  toward  the  public  place. 

The  sun  was  about  setting ;  tower  and  steeple  glowed  in  his  ruddy 
splendor,  and  afar  off,  over  the  illimitable  sands,  the  virind  berai  its 
mooming  wail ;  but  onward  in  the  deepening  twilight  jogged  me  firar 
tricide. 

The  people  had  obeyed  in  awe  and  silence  the  dread  mandate  of  the 
law,  and  had  withdrawn  to  their  different  homes  to  gosnp  over  the 
wonders  of  the  adventure.  The  guards,  with  their  white  shawls 
folded  over  their  heads,  and  armed  with  spears  and  heavy  stone  ham- 
mers, were  grouped  around  the  base  of  the  gidlows.  They  were  tired 
with  the  weary  and  so  far  useless  ordeal. 

Baba  dismoimted  from  his  donkey  and  carelessly  approached  the 
^roup.  He  was  the  only  civilian  with  the  soldiery.  It  was  but  an 
mstant's  work  to  prick  a  hole  in  one  of  the  panniers  and  let  the  wine 
flow  out.  Speedily  it  was  observed  by  the  tired  guard.  They  rushed 
to  the  wine-sacks ;  they  filled  the  hollows  of  their  hands ;  they  presMd 
their  mouths  to  the  aperture ;  they  laughed  at  Baba-Bebi's  weU-a£fected 
grief  '  It  was  not  his  wine ;  it  was  not  theirs.'  '  What  was  that  to 
them  ?'  And  they  drank  it,  those  un-Father-Matthewed  men,  and  not 
tardy  was  the  wine  in  its  potent  effect  Through  the  brain,  through 
the  marrow  of  the  bones,  tnrough  the  arteries  of  the  heart,  it  flew  like 
molten  quicksilver,  and  worse  than  the  arrows  and  the  spears  of  the 
sand-enveloped  Bedouin,  it  killed  the  life  within  them,  ana  they  were 
stretched  one  and  all,  the  captain  and  his  men,  upon  the  ground ;  and 
with  all  the  dead  about  him,  m  the  now  thick  gloom  of  the  evening,  he 
tore  his  brother's  body  from  the  gibbet,  and  fled ;  fled  to  his  mother's 
house,  and  was  safe. 

Has  Thapa-Thepis  been  drinking  again,  that  his  eyes  are  so  red,  his 
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chiSbimier-nose  so  blue,  and  his  steps  so  tottering?  Haplen  King  of 
Egypt !  His  treasury  invaded,  his  guards  murdered«  the  Dody  rescuedy 
the  culprit  fled,  and  worse  than  aS  of  these,  the  secret  of  me  myBta- 
rious  entrance  into  his  pyramid  unravelled.  Up  to  this  moment  he  had 
acted  like  a  king ;  he  had  acted  aboveboard ;  there  was  no  guile  in  all 
or  any  of  his  acts ;  but  still  my  old  friend  was  a  diplomatiBt ;  in  &ct, 
he  was  tricky.  He  feigned  wonder,  admiration,  at  the  devemeBS  of 
the  mysteries,  and  forthwith  he  published  the  following  brief  exposi- 
tion of  his  royal  views  and  intentions : 

*  To  OUR  BKLOVKD  Slavks  :  Thapa-Thkfis,  Grkktuio  : 

*  Slavbs  op  Cbbopi  !  be  it  known  that 
ApiB  and  the  Water^od  of  the  Nile,  am  i 
colfera,  who  baa  killed  a  part  ot  my  bold 

ripened  (hiit ;  and  I  not  onW  pardon,  but  inyite  him  to  come  forward  on  the  flraith  daj  of  the  i 
moon  and  stand  before  mj  daughter,  the  Princees  Eppkrnizida.  who  will  be  fbODd,  oo  the  dur  albn- 
aaid,  seated  in  the  great  Hall  of  Whispers,  in  my  palace  of  GoUtoa  Grapes,  in  thismy  eityof  uuom 
my  ancestor;  and  if  he  wiU  then  recount  to  her  and  move  that  he  is  tne  pefBon  who  has  perfbnnad 
the  late  wonders,  and  show  how  he  did  them,  he  shdl  have  the  hand  of  my  batofwl  <l«ighiw  ta 
marriage,  as  a  reward  of  his  illustrious  and  astounding  acts. 

t  In  the  name  of  the  Crocodile.  Signed, 

*  SnnNXVM  Phocok,  Prim*  MkdtUr. 


( By  command  of  His  M^lMiyt 


^THAFA-nuna,'  elCn  ete. 

This  proclamation  had  a  wonderful  effect  The  Princess  Eflfeminda 
was  lovely  among  women ;  lovelier  but  not  whiter  than  the  lotus  of  the 
Nile,  and  heiress  to  the  large  estates  of  the  monarch.  It  would  fill  a 
library  were  I  to  undertake  the  recital  of  all  the  wild  stories  that  were 
told  to  the  princess,  as  she  sat  in  the  Hall  of  Whispers,  by  the  gallants 
of  the  city  of  Cheops.  Hope  inspired  them  with  wit,  and  their  tongues 
were  eloquent,  but  none  could  account  for  the  mystery  of  the  pyramid. 

The  princess  was  patient.  Tree-like  flowers  exhaled  then:  loaded 
sweets  upon  the  air  of  the  capacious  hall ;  wondrous  birds  fluttered 
from  branch  to  branch  of  this  wilderness  of  shrubbery ;  and,  chained 
by  a  golden  link,  a  huge  crocodile  spread  his  flabby  ieet  in  a  bath  of 
marble  inlaid  with  gold  and  precious  stones,  and  siehed  occamonaDj 
for  a  freer  bath  in  his  beloved  and  native  river.  The  G^od  of  EgypC 
was  a  prisoner  in  the  bower  of  the  Queen  of  Beauty.  Music  ever 
and  anon  floated  on  the  scented  air  from  unseen  instrumentSt  and  filled 
the  space  with  melody,  and  breathed  voluptuous  languor  through  the 
rootQ. 

Effemizida  listened  to  the  recital  of  the  gallants  of  her  &tl^t 
court  amid  this  scene  of  inspiration,  but  none  could  win  a  smile  of 
credulity  from  her  roseate  lips.  Like  the  image  of  Silence  and  of 
Thought*  the  Sphynx  of  the  Sand,  she  heard,  but  she  answered  not 

Thapa-Thepb  was  all  on  Are.  He  wandered  about  his  palace,  and 
he  visited  his  pyramid ;  but  only  broke  its  sacred  seal  to  findTsome  olber 
treasure  gone,  more  money  lost  Holy  snakes  and  vermin  I  what  was 
to  be  done  ?  Wait  a  while,  King  of  yellow  Egypt ;  wait  a  while,  and 
be  cool! 

A  figure  wrapped  in  a  flowing  robe  stood  before  the  princess ;  two 
dark  and  darine  eyes  gazed  upon  her  beauty ;  two  eves  that  seemed 
endowed  with  tne  expression  of  inextinguishable  suspicion  flashed  into 
her  very  soul.  Those  eyes  read  her  heart,  read  her  brain,  read  her 
diplomacy.    For  one  instant  they  wandered  toward  di^  tree-like  shrub- 
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bery,  and  a  ainile  played  from  mouth  to  eye-brow  of  the  mantle-covered 
stranger.  The  princess  was  seated  in  a  regal  chair ;  the  visitor  stood 
imm^ately  before  her.  They  were  alone,  £>r  he  had  waited  until  all 
had  departed,  baffled  and  disappointed. 

'  Speak,*  said  the  princess,  unpatient  of  his  silence. 

*  I  Know  all,  and  aid  all !'  replied  the  stranger. 

*  Ah !  then  tell  me.' 

With  slow  and  deliberate  speech  he  told  her  all  that  I  have  told  you, 
dear  reader.  She  listened  to  the  narrative,  and  then  wondered  how 
simple  a  thing  could  have  so  long  baffled  the  wisdom  of  her  father  and 
his  gray-beards.  He  had  just  finished,  when  she,  too  anxious  to  obey 
the  secret  orders  of  the  king,  hurried  forth  her  hand  to  sieze  him,  witn 
her  mouth  opening  to  call  the  guard  hidden  behind  the  convenient 
shrubbery;  he  too  extended  his  willing  and  unsuspicious  hand  to  re- 
ceive hers.  She  seized  it  with  a  cry  of  joy,  and  Baba-Bebi  fled ;  he 
fled  the  palace,  he  fled  the  court,  he  threw  aside  his  cloak.  He  showed 
both  his  hands  as  he  crossed  the  street  He  sought  his  mother's  humble 
house,  and  there  was  safe. 

The  princess  gazed  on  her  suitor's  hand ;  she  looked  at  its  withered 
flesh,  its  shrunken  arm,  with  its  almost  rotting  bones.  The  guards  are 
around  her;  they  gaze  in  wonder  at  this  new  demonstration  from 
Hades ;  they  pursue  not  the  demon  that  has  just  fled  upon  his  wings 
of  gloom.  The  king  totters  into  the  chamber  and  demands  the  pri- 
soner, who  is  to  be  given  over  to  the  torture. 

'  That  hand !  that  arm  !'  cried  the  king. 

'  Is  his — the  fiend's  !'  exclaimed  the  daughter ;  and  the  skeleton- 
arm  fell  firom  her  grasp  upon  the  floor. 

In  vain,  in  vain,  oh,  son  of  Cheops !  Pursue  no  fardier !  Magic  is 
against  you !  That  witchcraft  and  priestjugglery  that  was  to  be  used 
against  Aaron,  and  which  he  beat  all  hollow  with  his  walking-stick,  are 
in  arms  against  you.  Doomed  to  live  in  history  but  as  the  puppet  of  a 
trick,  oh,  Thapa-Thepis !  cover  thy  head  with  dirt,  and  anoint  thy 
sacred  person  with  cow-&t !  Thou  hast  done  thy  best,  and  thy  people 
believe  thou  hast 

Meanwhile  Baba-Bebi  laughs  in  his  heart  that  he  h^g  cheated  you 
and  got  you  imder  his  thumb.  He  chuckles  at  the  idea  of  your  being 
outwitted.  He  knew  that  it  was  all  a  hoax  about  giving  your  daughter 
in  marriage  to  the  felon,  and  he  knew  where  the  guards  were  stationed; 
so  he  swimy  cut  his  brother's  right  arm  ofi*,  and  hid  it  under  his  cloak. 
The  princess  knows  the  rest 

But  Thapa-Thepis  pledged  then  his  royal  oath — as  if  an  oath  was 
not  a  right  royal  thmg,  though  given  by  a  beggar — that  he  would  par- 
don the  bold  perpetrator  of  diese  marvels,  and  marry  him  to  his 
daughter,  if  he  were  mortal,  and  make  him  prime  minister  in  the  place 
of  Spbinxum  Fhocum,  who  was  at  best  a  mncompoop  ;  but  if  he  was 
a  demon,  he  had  nothing  farther  to  say  to  him  on  the  subject,  and 
hoped  he  would  be  good  enough  to  torment  somQ  other  royal  person- 
age who  was  better  able  to  stand  it 

Much  to  the  credit  of  my  favorite  historical  friend  Thapa,  I  am  told 
that  he  kept  his  word,  and  Baba-Bebi  did  marry  his  daughter ;  and  you 
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will  find,  my  dear  reader,  by  confiuldng  *  Jobn  Smidi's  Hkftny  of 
Egypt,'  diat  the  Bebi  family  afterward  reigned  in  tlMt  oonntry  oddi 
the  elevation  of  old  Mehemit  Ali  to  the  throne. 

I  hope  you  will  believe  my  story,  for  I  have  had  great  tnmUe  ia 
making  it  out  frmn  the  hieroglyphics  of  the  Obeliak  of  Luxor  in  the 
Place  de  la  Concorde  at  Paris. 


THE  SWAN. 


*  Dxrr  o  lA  dsf eeta  modulatar  0Mi&ln»  liagoft 

.  Cantator  Cygnoa  fanerli  ip««  tuL*  0vx9. 


Stately  bird !  from  lake  and  bay 
Fled  a  graoe  and  oibanii  away 
When  hnproTemenVs  thriDing  call 
Hcrced  the  forest's  leafy  ball, 
From  blue  waters  onoe  thme  owiif 
Scaring  thee  to  hannti  more  lone. 


XX. 


Reeds  and  mabee  fringe  the  abofe, 
But  they  lude  thy  nest  no  more ) 
Water  Ulies  without  stain 
Decorate  thine  old  domidn ; 
But  thy  soft  and  rounded  broaat 
In  a  purer  white  was  dreat 


XXT. 


Driven  forth  by  winter  cold 
From  the  polar  wastes  of  old. 
Music  from  the  sky  would  IbU 
Louder  than  a  batUe^oall, 
As  thy  pinion,  peerless  swan  1 
Bore  tiiee  in  tny  beauty  on. 

XT. 

Never  listened  mortal  ear 
To  a  voice  more  foil  and  dear ; 
Not  unlike  in  depth  of  tone 
Note  of  oonchndiell  loudly  bknm, 
Or  a  far-off  trumpet  wail 
Modulated  by  the  gale. 


The  wild  red-man  with  deli^ 
Heard  that  challenge  shrill  at  nif^ 
As  revealed  by  mo^ihght  fivlr, 
Sped  thy  form  through  fielda  of  air^ 
Vans  of  silver,  broad  and  strong, 
SouUiward  wafting  thee  along. 
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▼X. 


Prized  by  oliief  and  forest-ldiig 
Was  the  plumage  of  thy  wing : 
On  the  head  of  Indian  maid 
Low  winds  with  thy  feathers  played ; 
And  thy  down,  so  rich  and  warm. 
Edged  the  robe  that  wrapped  her  form. 


TW, 


Age,  that  cripples  mortal  power. 
Wasting  pile  and  ommbling  tower. 
Sullies  not  thy  vesture  white. 
Bringing  darkness  to  the  sight, 
lliough  a  century  may  have  fled 
Since  thy  first  wing-quill  was  shed. 


Till. 


Purer  type  the  fiibling  mind 
Grace  to  {Moture  cannot  find : 
And  where  Art  on  canvasrdrew 
Venuj^  bom  of  ocean  blue. 
Yoked  to  charidt  of  the  queen, 
Swans  with  arching  neck  were  seen. 


iz. 


Ovid,  in  his  sweetest  verse, 
Loved  thy  praises  to  rehearse ; 
Flacous,  in  his  polished  lay, 
Tribute  unto  thee  did  pay ; 
And  in  Plato^s*  mighty  tome 
Ever  thou  wilt  find  a  home. 


Still  would  I  believer  be 
In  the  tale  thev  teU  of  thee, 
Breathinff  in  the  hour  of  death 
Music  with  thy  latest  breath ; 
Tuning  with  a  fiuling  tongue 
Straizis  the  sweetest  ever  sung. 

XX. 

Blest  may  merry  England  b^, 
For  her  statutes  guarded  thee : 
Those  who  soiled  thy  plume  wiHh  gore 
Branded  mark  d  felon  bore ; 
And  admiring  lords  and  dames 
Viewed  thee  sailing  on  the  Thames. 


ZII. 


Rare  old  Bbn«  oould.find  no  name 

Worthy  of  a  Shakspsaeb's  Came 

But  thme  own,  majestis  bird  I 

Now  a  consecrated  word. 

With  unmatched  poetic  lore 

Intertwined  forevermore.  w.  h.  o.  Bona*. 


*  Plato  in  Phaedone  testatur  cycnos  mortiB  tempore  ene  mazimd  canoros.   Note  to  Hoeaci. 
b.  iy.,  ode  iii. 


r^T 
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THB    WARDER'S     TALE. 


BT   «■»»*  VSVTOir, 


It  is  said  that  the  wandering  Arab,  afiar  emerging  from  the  barm^ 
sands  and  heated  air  of  the  desert,  into  the  sheltering  gnrovea  of  aoaw 
friendly  oasis,  will  recline  far  hours  beneath  their  invitnig  ahadeii  fii- 
tening  to  the  long-spun  stories  of  one  of  iheur  conqpanions ;  and  I  eoo- 
fess  that  I  have  seldom  contemplated  this  featore  in  their  yagabond 
kind  of  life  without  a  feeling  akin  to  envy.  Repose  is  of  itadf  a  razmr 
when  precede^  by  its  necessary  antithesis ;  bat  with  snoh  an  acoompam- 
ment  it  possesses  a  double  charm.  Stories,  in  one  shape  and  anomnr, 
form  the  great  staple  of  amusement  fi>r  the  human  family.  CUUraoi 
the  world  over,  exhibit  a  remarkable  fondness  for  them,  and  men  in  dui 
as  in  other  things,  are  but*'  children  of  a  larger  growth.'  Whyit  is  ao^ 
it  is  needless  to  inquirer  A  modem  philosopher  would  dodfatlflM  di^ 
pose  of  the  question  by  pointing  to  the  organ  of  marveDonmaai,  and 
saying  that  the  whole  subject  lay  '  in  a  nut-shell ;'  meaning,  periu^ 
the  shell  of  a  cocoa-nut,  as  the  human  cranium  is  sometimea  diaremeet- 
fully  termed.  And  this,  perhaps,  would  be  a  sufficient  aolntioii  or  d» 
mystery. 

Doubtless  some  of  our  distinguished  novdlHisii  might  dislike  to  bs 
told  that  there  is  no  vast  difference  between  their  vocation  and  that  of 
those  Oriental  wonder-mongers  to  whom  allusion  ha^been  madai  Yet 
their  calling  is  in  some  respects  the  same.  Not  that  I  would  detract  fhoB 
the  dignity  of  the  craft  A  path  of  literature  which  has  been  emiofaU 
by  the  pens  of  Irving  and  Dickens,  may  not  be  lightlv  spoken  o£  Fcr 
myself  I  confess  to  a  ereat  fimdness  for  stories,  providea  theypGHeMa 
reasonable  deeree  of  interest,  and  are  related  with  a  reaaonable  degiaa 
of  skill  In  the  generic  name  of  '  story,'  however,  I  do  not  mean  to 
include  the  higher  branches  of  fiction.  Novels,  long  involved  aai 
complicate,  are  well  enough  in  their  line,  when  the  requimte  degree  of 
genius  is  brought  to  bear  upon  their  construction.  But  I  apeak  now  of 
die  brief  and  well-conceived  tale,  which  stares  at  you  from  the  fiiehly 
printed  periodical,  promising  a  half  hour's  relaxation  and  ■■"Mtiar*i 
when  the  mind  has  long  been  burthened  with  weightier  tfaooght ;  0M 
that  the  eye  may  roam  lazily  over,  when,  amid  zephyrs  and  abate 
you  seek  refuge  from  the  sultry  sun  of  June,  or  wnen  partitioBed  off 
from  the  howling  storms  of  November,  you  repose  indcdeody,  ~ 
the  glowing  grate. 

But  I  must  not  forget  what  has  probably  been  anticipated»  dat  I 
myself  a  story  to  relate,  and  unless  I  hasten  to  its  commenoemi 
may  find  myself  in  the  unenviable  plight  of  a  certain  verboae 
who  wrote  so  long  a  preface  to  his  book  that  he  was  obliged  t6  pgbM 
it  in  a  separate  volume. 

Let  me  therefi>re  introduce  to  the  reader  a  worthy  and  ancient 
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tleman,  who  formerly  occupied  a  station  which  afforded  him  opportani- 
ties  of  becoming  acquainted  with  many  strange  and  secret  pages  of 
human  life.  Many  years  ago,  Colonel  Rushtoh  was  the  principal  keeper 
of  a  State  Penitentisuy.  He  was  moreover,  what  the  incimibent  of  such 
a  post  ought  always  to  be,  a  man  of  n-eat  probity  and  humanity.  The 
following  tale  of  events  connected  with  his  former  occupation,  is  one  of 
many  with  which  his  memory  is  stored,  and  which,  thanks  to  the  gar- 
rulity of  age,  he  now  takes  pleasure  in  relating.  If  it  should  be  thought 
to  possess  a  romantic  character,  but  little  in  keeping  with  the  spirit  of 
this  '  working-day  world,*  or  approaching  too  near  the  marvellous  for 
easy  credence,  let  it  be  remembered  that  the  incidents  which  it  records, 
occurred  in  those  times 

* when  worth  was  crowned,  and  (Uth  was  kept, 

Ere  Meodahip  grew«  snare,  or  love  waxed  cold 
Those  puie  and  happy  times ;  the  golden  days  of  old.' 

Lest,  however,  my  informant  may  be  considered  to  have  violated  any 
confidence  reposed  in  him ;  by  divulging  certain  portions  of  the  £)1- 
lowing  narrative,  it  is  proper  to  state  diat  Time  has  wrought  his  usual 
changes  with  the  principal  actors  in  the  scenes  about  to  be  described, 
and  whatever  reason  for  secrecy  there  may  once  have  been,  has  long 
since  ceased  to  exist.  With  this  brief  explanation,  my  venerable  friend 
shall  be  allowed  to  speak  for  himself. 


THE    'WARDER'S     TALE. 


It  was  drawing-room  night,  to  borrow  a  trans- Atlantic  phrase,  at  the 
Gk)vemor's  house  in  the  city  of ,  and  a  crowd  of  gay  and  fash- 
ionable people,  interspersed  with  many  grave,  and  a  few  seedy-looking 
politicians,  thronged  the  spacious  halls  and  corridors  of  the  executive 
mansion.    To  the  eye  of  an  attentive  observer  an  amusing  contrast  was 
afforded  by  the  aspect  of  the  difierent  coteries  thus  brought  into  juxta- 
position.   Here,  a  fail*  daughter  of  Eve,  with  possibly  a  spice  of  Eve*s 
old  antagonist  in  her  composition,  but  radiant  with  the  light  of  a  thou- 
sand charms,  reigned  supreme  over  a  little  group  of  enpell-bound  ad- 
mirers, while,  removed  but  a  few  feet  from  the  ma^ic  circle,  a  knot  of 
intriguing  politicians,  heedless  of  the  dangerous  vicmity,  were  eagerly 
discussing  the  approaching  campaign.    OQiers,  equally  forgetful  of  the 
festive  occasion  which  had  drawn  them  together,  were  openly  censur- 
ing, with  true  republican  freedom,  some  recent  public  act  of  the  chief 
magistrate,  and  stigmatizing  as  a  demagogue  the  man  whom  but  a  few 
moments  before  tibey  had  cordially  ts^en  by  the  hand.    Ignorant  or 
heedless  of  these  things,  which  he  well  knew  how  to  appreciate,  the 
distinguished  fimctuary  alluded  to,  occupied  a  prominent  part  of  the 
principal  saloon ;  the  centre  of  a  continually  shifhng  group,  who,  having 
paid  their  first  salutations  there,  retired  and  mingled  with  the  crowd. 
Having  myself  performed  this  duty,  and  being  nearly  a  stranger  to  the 
buzzing  throng  around  me,  I  had  stationed  myself  in  a  favorable  posi- 
tion for  beholding  the  actors  in  this  little  drama. 
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There  have  been  many  individuals  since  the  days  of  Shakspeaie  to 
whom  have  been  applied  the  Hamletonian  ^ithet,  *  die  obaenred  of  il 
observers.'  There  was  certainly  one  at  the  GoTenior*s  levee.  Of  VHh 
sual  elegance  of  figure,  face,  and  apparel,  of  graceful  and  pmaowew 
ing  manners,  this  cynosure  of  a  hundred  eyes  was  a  8tnmger»of  wlnn 
nothing  seemed  to  be  known  by  the  crowd  with  which  he  wpi  -»™g^Siyr 
In  vain  were  the  questions  of  the  curious  set  on  foot.  Mammas  imiMgw 
and  daughters  ogled,  all  in  vain.  He  sought  no  introduedon  to  Ae 
ladies,  but  remaining  near  the  Governor  for  a  much  longer  time  dbiB 
etiquette  would  warrant,  availed  himself  of  every  opportunil^to 
what  seemed  an  almost  importunate  conversation  with  that  gent 
Whatever  the  subject  matter  of  this  colloquy  may  have  faeeOy  it 
evidently  urged  in  that  respectful  and  gentlemanly  manner,  which  fir 
bade  the  idea  of  reproof.  When  finally  forced »  uj  the  preaa  of  odnr 
claimants  to  relinquish  his  post,  it  was  only  to  seek  the  moat  influenlU 
of  the  state  officers,  with  Uie  same  winning  manneza  and  eameat  air. 
His  remarks  to  all  of  these  individuals  were  made  in  a  aemi-confidefr 
tial  tone,  and  seemed  to  be  respectfully  received.  These  dicamstBOoei 
of  course,  tended  to  heighten  curiosity,  and  having  partaken  aomoiHrit 
largely  of  that  infectious-  feeling,  I  soon  found  myself^  mioonscio«lyi 
drawing  nearer  to  the  object  of  it.  When  I  had  approached  wiAia  t 
few  feet  of  this  notable  personage,  our  eyes  inadvertently  naiet.  "WhiC 
was  my  surprise  when  l^saw  a  sudden  color  suffiise  his  face,  socceeU 
by  as  sudden  and  remarkable  a  pallor.  He  Altered  in  convenalioB, 
and  despite  his  former  self-possession,  remained  silent  for  several  M- 
conds,  staring  fixedly  at  me.  For  one  instant  I  was  a8tOD]ahed<^  ap 
palled.  The  next,  a  light  flashed  upon  my  mind.  Memory  hold  ap 
her  mirror,  and  within  it,  faint,  vague,  indistinct  was  the  ncwmlonanfi 
of  the  stranger.  Gradually  the  clouds  passed  away,  die  pictoie  gieir 
more  vivid  and  the  truth  became  apparent.  He  had  been  a  conrietai 
an  inmate  of  the  prison  under  my  charge.  The  recognitioQ,  li 
WBS  mutual  and  complete,  had  occupied  but  a  fow  seconds  ud  ai 
were  still  gazing  at  each  other,  he  gave  me  a  deprecating  lookt 
withdrawing  his  eyes,  continued  a  conversation  with  one  of  Uie 
ries  with  tolerable  composure.  Five  minutes  aflerwaxd  he  draw  m$ 
aside,  and  vtdth  his  former  equanimity  fully  restored,  remained : 

'  I  believe  fi'om  your  countenance  that  my  secret  is  safe  fiir  the  jn^ 
sent.  If  on  the  morrow,  I  cannot  give  you  sufficient  reason  fir  Ci^ 
tinning  to  keep  it  so,  you  shall  have  full  liberty  to  divulge  iL  In  Ai 
mean  time  accept  this  pledge,  that  to-morrow  I  will  see  yoa  agaia.* 

So  saying,  he  placed  m  my  hands  a  small  parcel,  anddisappeagedUfci 
I  could  reply.  His  sudden  exit  was  the  cause  of  no  little  aeDSrtki^ 
and  finding  myself  likely  to  become  a  lion  in  his  stead,  I  soon  fiDoeal 
his  example.  During  my  homeward  walk,  my  mind  was  fUDj  ooea|M 
with  reflections  upon  this  extraordinary  occurrence.  My  first  iBD|Mbi 
had  been  to. publicly  expose  so  insolent  a  trespasser  \xgaa  societj;  BM 
while  I  hesitated,  his  words  and  still  more  his  manner  decided  MS  ti 
forbear.  Although  a  smile  of  seeming  composure  had  aceompaBsl 
his  remarks,  I  fancied  I  could  perceive  that  forced  resignation  of  tfr 
pression,  which  marks  the  countenance  of  one  inured  to  sufirim^sal 
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prepared  for  the  worst.  The  mystery  of  the  affair  was  m  no  degree 
lessened  upon  my  arrival  at  myToom  by  an  examination  of  the  parcel 
which  he  had  given  me.  It  proved  to  be  a  miniature  painting  of  a 
&male  &ce,  young  and  of  exceeding  beauty.  It  was  richly  set,  and  in 
every  way  a  choice  work  of  art  Satisfied  that  my  inanimate  hostage 
could  not  fail  to  be  redeemed,  I  deposited  it  in  a  place  of  safe-keeping, 
and  awaited  the  result. 

The  appointment  was  &ithfully  kept    On  the  ensuing  morning,  the 

stranger  viras  shdwn  to  my  room  at  the hotel,  and  I  was  not  a  little 

amused  to  perceive  that  nis  distinguished  appearance  visibly  increased 
the  respect  shown  to  myself  by  the  domestic  who  ushered  him,  in. 
When  we  were  at  length  entirely  alone,  his  deportment  changed,  and 
he  addressed  mo  as  follows : 

'  You  think  me  an  impostor,  and  are  perhaps  prepared  to  denounce 
me  to  the  world  as  a  convicted  felon.  If  this  will  be  a  pleasure  to  you, 
it  is  one  from  which  I  have  no  disposition  to  debar  you,  excepting  for 
a  limited  time  and  for  a  specific  object  The  world  and  its  opinions  I 
hold  in  disregard.  Deceived  by  ornament,  jud^g  from  false  premises 
or  falsely  from  correct  ones,  condemning  uie  mnocent  and  upholding 
the  corrupt,  its  censures  and  its  adulations  are  alike  unwoithy  of  notice. 
I,  myselC  degraded  by  its  judgment,  you  will  say,  do  not  occupy  a  suf- 
ficient elevation  from  wmch  to  exercise  this  assumed  contempt  If 
disgrace  consists  in  punishment,  instead  of  cry;ne,  I  do  not ;  if  inno- 
cence is  the  same  in  the  sanctuary  and  the  cell,  I  do.  You  smile,  and 
I  probably  understand  your  meaning.  One  who  has  long  occupied 
your  situation,  becomes  accustomed  to  these  protestations  of  innocence 
and  learns  to  hold  them  cheap.  The  graduate  of  a  prison  can  hardly 
hope  to  retain  a  reputation  for  veracity.  It  matters  not.  I  have  it  in 
my  power  to  compel  belief  to  a  portion  of  what  I  am  about  to  tell  you, 
if  you  will  listen,  and  as  to  the  rest,  you  yourself,  (excuse  me,)  are  only 
an  unit  of  that  great  world,  whose  opinion  in  the  mass,  I  have  already 
dared  to  despise.' 

So  sayine,  and  assuming  an  air  of  gayotv  that  lefl  me  a  while  in  doubt 
whether  to  mipute  it  to  a  consummate  skill  m  acting,  or  to  a  natural  buoy- 
ancy of  spirits,  he  continued,  or  rather  commenced  his  narrative  as  fol- 
lows: 

'  I  have  been  a  prisoner.  Let  me  begin  there.  It  is  the  proper 
centre  of  my  story.  Your  true  romancer  stations  himself,  spider-like, 
in  the  midst  of  his  plot,  whence  he  can  spin  his  thread  in  every,  direc- 
tion. Why  may  not  the  historian  do  the  s^me  ?  But  my  simile  is  un- 
happy. I  am  rieuher  the  unsuspecting  fly,  caught  in  such  flimsy  toils. 
The  spider  is  yet  to  be  introduced.  I  repeat  dien,  I  have  been  a  state 
prisoner.  Let  me  reverse  the  words,  and  say  a  prisoner  of  state.  It 
sounds  better.  Reeulus  and  Bonaparte  were  the  same.  Nor  is  there 
any  thing  very  dreadful  in  the  doom.  Apart  from  the  consciousness  of 
guilt,  which  I  had  not,  and  the  dis^ace  which  I  felt  not,  there  is  really 
but  little  to  be  endured.  Who  is  not  a  prisoner  ]  ,  My  limits  were 
narrower  than  yours.  But  what  were  yours  ?  A  speck  amidst  im- 
mensity. A  little  ball  of  earth,  to  which  by  viewless  chains,  we  are  all 
bound  down.     The  relative  size  of  our  prison-houses  is  nearly  the  same 
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compared  with  that  larger  liberty  to  which  we  all  aspire.  Yoo,  lAo 
have  often  seen  me  in  the  situation  to  which  I  allude,  will  tbink*  per- 
haps, that  my  deportment  there  did  not  always  give  eridetioe  of  sodi 
an  immunity  from  grie£  Alas !  I  had  other  cause  fer  eorrowy  of  wlndi 
you  shall  hear.  Four  years  ago,  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-two,  I  heU 
a  responsible  post  in  a  lar^e  banking  establishment  in  the  city  of — «-. 
It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  I  possessed  the  entire  confidence  of  mj 
employers,  both  in  regard  to  capacity  and  integrity.  To  one,  die  prin- 
cipal officer  and  capitalist  of  the  institution,  I  was  under  the  molt 
weighty  obli^tions.  It  would  be  tedious  to  you,  Were  I  to  rehte  tke 
particulars  of  myposition  and  affairs.  Let  it  suffice  that  I  was  pamt- 
less  and  poor.  But  I  had  been  taught  that  talents,  integritj,  and  ad- 
dress were  in  themselves  a  valuable  capital  How  valuable  tbejpiorad 
to  me  in  combatting  the  first  ill-winds  of  fortune,  you  shall  ju^ae. 

'  Although  my  occupation  was  one  that  aBowed  me  mach  knson^  I 
had  but  few  companions.  One  g^  these,  whose  pcntrait  adorns  dds  Ut 
of  ivory,'  he  continued,  opening  the  miniature-case,  and  grazing  widi 
evident  emotion  at  the  picture  within, '  too  fully  ensrossed  my  tfaoogto 
to  leave  me  much  interest  in  general  society,  or  m  associates  of  mj 
own  sex.  Of  her  my  account  must  be  brief,  for  language  is  inadeqarte 
to  depict  her  worth.  Of  her  exceeding  beauty  this  litde  sketch  wiD 
indeed  afford  some  slight  idea.  But  beauty  was  the  least  of  her  chami. 
She  was  an  orphon-niecc  of  Mr.  Elton,  the  friend  to  whom  I  have  al- 
luded, and  a  member  of  his  family.  She  was,  however,  without  ex- 
pectations from  her  uncle,  whose  family  was  already  large  ^Amba  Ah 
precious  chai'ge  was  devolved  upon  his  care  by  the  sudden  deceaw  of 
tier  parents.  There  were,  therefore,  no  motives  of  delicacy  to  resuim 
my  addresses.  Her  situation  in  life  was  singularly  similar  to  my  owa. 
Our  acquaintance  soon  ripened  into  affection,  and,  as  she  BuhsoqusBdy 
gave  convincing  proof,  her  attachment  to  me  suspassed  even  the  pro- 
verbial love  of  woman.  It  was  single,  sincere  and  devoted.  I  an 
convinced  that  no  earthly  object  which  could  have  come  in  conflict  wtt 
it  would  have  possessed  the  slightest  relative  value  in  her  eatimaticB. 
That  love  was  as  fully  reciprocated  as  my  less  noble  nature  would  al- 
mit.  Such  was  Louisa  Wentworth,  and  such  the  nature  of  the 
which  united  us.  No  cloud  rested  upon  our  happiness ;  the 
was  gilded  by  affection,  the  future  was  illumined  by  hope. 

'  I  have  sketched  the  picture  of  an  angel ;  let  me  ctaw  by  its  vde 
the  demon  whose  dark  shadow  fell  so  soon  across  our  ParadiaeL    Ht 
world  contains  many  varieties  of  villains,  but  there  are  none  at 
despicable  and  so  dangerous  as  those  who  hide  hatred  under  a 
friendship,  and  plot  their  neighbor's  ruin  with  a  smiling  face.    Of  lUi 
class  was  Henry  Leeford.    And  when  it  is  remembered  how  diSeik 
it  is  to  detect  the  lineaments  of  a  depraved  and  fiendish  heart  unte  i 
pleasing  exterior  and  graceful  address,  it  will  be  no  matter  of  sanON 
that  for  a  while  we  were  on  intimate  and  friendly  terms.     A  lumMw 
tial  clerk  in  the  same  institution  with  which  I  was  connectedy  yoaK 
well  educated,  and  of  respectable  family,  there  seemed  no  iflammi"* 
barrier  to  our  intimacy.    I  little  dreamed  that  even  then  a  long  ooaM 
of  secret  dissipation  had  wasted  his  patrimony,  and  left  him  a  pnjto 
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temptatioDs  which  he  had  no  virtue  to  resist.  The  repulsive  features 
in  his  character  were  not  suddenly  developed.  One  by  one  they  be- 
came visible,  like  stains  in  silk  of  richest  fabric,  the  more  foul  by  con- 
trast with  his  seeming  excellence.  Perhaps  it  might  have  been  my 
lot,  seduced  by  such  a  tempter,  to  break  through  the  barriers  erected. 
hy  early  education  and  descend  with  him  along  the  flowery  paths  of 
vice.  But  this  one  pure  image,  enshrined  upon  the  innermost  altar  of 
my  heart,  proved  a  protecting  talisman  against  all  the  blandishments  of 
pleasure.  Alas !  that  the  same  cause  which  restrained  me  from  the 
commission  of  guilt  should  devolve  upon  me  its  severest  punishment ! 

'  Leefbrd  coiud  not  tolerate  a  superior.  In  his  view,  to  be  surpassed 
was  to  be  degraded.  When  I  say,  therefore,  that  he  had  been  a  re- 
jected suitor  for  the  hand  of  Miss  Wentworth,  you  will  understand  in 
some  degree  the  character  of  his  real  feelings  toward  myself  Charity 
may  suggest  a  doubt  whether  for  this  cause  alone  he  would  have  sought 
my  utter  ruin ;  but  when  it  became  necessary  to  find  a  victim  for  guilt 
which  could  no  longer  be  concealed,  he  enected  a  double  object  in 
selecting  me,  and  effected  it  the  more  easily  because  of  our  seeming 
fiiendship.  Prominent  among  the  vices  to  which  he  was  addicted  was 
that  of  gambling.  This  from  a  pastime  had  grown  to  an  unconquera- 
ble habit,  and  was  at  length  resorted  to  solely  as  a  source  of^  gain. 
IMven  to  desperation  by  large  and  repeated  losses,  and  sanguine  with 
the  hope  of  retrieving  his  fortune,  he  abstracted  a  large  sum  from  his 
employer's  funds.  Nearly  all  of  this,  as  I  have  recently  learned,  was 
in  one  night,  and  at  one  sitting,  transferred  to  other  hands.  On  the 
ensuing  morning,  although  he  well  knew  that  on  that  day  the  embez- 
adement  must  be  discovered,  he  appeared  with  smiling  and  imdisturbed 
countenance  at  his  accustomed  post,  and  went  composedly  through  his 
ordinary  duties.  When  the  astounding  disclosure  was  at  length  made, 
Leefi)ra  was  the  man  who  first  turned  the  current  of  suspicion  upon  me. 
BImself  and  a  principal  officer  of  the  institution  called  upon  me  to- 
gi^er,  and  witn  significant  looks  suddenly  communicated  the  intelli- 
gence. I  felt  that  I  was  suspected.  Indignation  and  shame  drove  the 
quick  blood  to  my  cheeks,  and  a  revulsion  of  feeling  as  naturally  left 
me  with  a  corresponding  pallor.  Shame  on  the  idiots  who  could  con- 
strue such  an  effect  into  the  evidence  of  guilt !  Yet  it  was  considered 
sufficient  fi>r  my  arrest,  and  proof  was  not  wanting  to  complete  my 
rain.  The  particulars  it  is  unnecessary  to  relate.  The  web  was 
artfully  woven,  and  the  victim  was  snared.  It  was  not  without  the 
utmost  reluctance,  nor  until  proofs  seemingly  the  most convincingwere 
produced  against  me,  that  my  former  friend  and  patron,  Mr.  jSlton, 
yielded  credence  to  the  charge.  Prominent  among  the  proofs  alluded 
to,  and  one  that  weighed  heavily  against  me,  was  the  circumstance  that 
several  hundreds  of  the  stolen  funds  were  found  concealed  in  my  room, 
a  &ct  which  ought  rather  to  have  aroused  suspicions  of  a  very  different 
natuVe.  To  have  peipetrated  such  a  crime,  and  left  such  palpable  traces 
of  m^  guilt,  I  must  have  passed  at  once  fi:om  at  least  an  ordinary  de- 
gree of  intelligence  and  integrity  to  the  very  depths  both  of  stupidity 
and  crime. 

'  Although  from  the  first  I  had  suspected  Leeford's  guUt,  I  did  not 


320  The  WarAa^B  Tale,'  [Apri], 

know  it.  I  could  obtain  no  tangible  evidence  against  lum»  nor  ooold  I 
fully  believe  in  sucb  total  depravity.  It  would  have  been  worse  ihm 
useless  to  suggest  suspicions  so  feebly  entertained,  and  which  admittpii 
of  no  confirmation.  But  amid  all  this  persecution  there  was  one  mi* 
failing  source  of  consolation.  Louisa  Wentworth  placed  die  most  im- 
plicit, faith  in  my  integrity.  Never  for  one  moment  did  she  swerre 
from  a  full  conviction  of  my  innocence.  Her  distress  was  at  first  of 
the  most  intense  and  harrowing  kind.  But  during  the  few  weeks  ^MA 
elapsed  be&re  mv  trial,  her  appearance  underwent  a  remarkable  damp. 
Tears  and  anguish  gave  way  to  smiles  and  cheerful  words.  She  cU 
not  indeed  predict  my  acquittal ;  of  that  there  seemed  no  reasonsMB 
prospect.  But  she  spoke  of  brighter  days  in  reserve.  She  tang^  i 
to  despise  a  world  so  easily  misled,  and  pointed^  fbrward  to  die  ' 
when,  with  hei*self  fond  and  faithful  at  my  side,  with  8  conacununsai 
of  integrity,  and  probably  a  retrieved  reputation,  I  should  smile  at  die 
memory  of  present  grie&.  The  picture  brightened  beneath  her  tcnidi^ 
and  I  felt  at  that  moment  what  I  have  never  since  ceased  to  ftel,  dnl 
the  possession  of  such  a  heart  was  of  infinitely  more  value  dmn  dl  die 
world  beside. 

'  My  trial  resulted  as  was  foreseen.  Let  me  not  dwell  on  die  psinfill ' 
particulars.  Every  exertion  was  used  in  vain  by  the  frienda  of  L«a<iMi 
to  detach  her  affections  from  an  object  deemed  so  unworthy.  But  to  die 
last  she  continued  firm  and  faithful,  and  replied  only  with  the  most  in- 
dignant reproaches  against  those  who  had  so  readily  deserted  me* 
'  Tell  mo  not,'  she  said,  when  conducted  from  the  coiut>room,  when 
she  had  persisted  in  being  present  at  the  trial ;  '  tell  me  not  dnt  he 
has  been  convicted  by  an  impartial  jury  and  an  uprijrht  judge.  To  die 
great  Judge  or  Judges  I  appeal,  the  foundations  or  whose  throne  ire 
justice  and  equity.' 

'  At  our  final  separation  each,  vnth  forced  composure,  strove  to  in- 
mate the  other.  For  myself,  although  in  public  I  had  been  aUs  to 
manifest  all  the  equanimity  which  innocence  properly  inmires,  I  find 
it  a  task  more  difficult  to  restrain  the  convulsive  throes  or  grief  at  dsi 
last  sad  interview. 

'  It  would  be  equally  useless  to  harrow  your  fbelinffs  by  a  redtd  d 
my  sufferings  duiing  the  first. few  weeks  of  my  conmiemenL  It  wv 
less,  however,  the  gloom  of  the  cell,  or  the  degradation  of  the  wmkr 
shop,  which  I  mourned,  than  the  prospect  of  so  prolonged  8  sepBt- 
don  from  her  who  now  constituted  the  light  and  joy  of  my  fife.  Bi< 
my  grief  was  not  destined  to  be  vnthout  alleviation.  A  letter^  nyrie- 
riously  introduced  into  my  cell  by  night,  greeted  my  eyes  one  munUBf 
on  rising  from  my  couch.  A  blissful  presentiment  fiUed  my  mind.  Mj 
whole  frame  shook  with  the  violent  pulsations  of  my  heart  Tnut^ 
blingly  I  seized  the  treasure ;  but  it  was  not  until  several  seconds  bsl 
elapsed  that  my  fast-flowing  tears  would  allow  me  to  distingaiBki  is 
the  address,  the  well-known  hand  of  Louisa.  It  was  filled  with  the 
same  fervor  of  affection,  and  assurances  of  the  same  unfaltering  fitt 
in  my  innocence,  of  whicli  she  had  already  given  such  convincing  proof 
She  also  earnestly  enjoined  upon  me  to  forbear  any  attempt  to  aseer 
tain  the  agency  by  which  the  letter  was  received ;  and  as  a  complisiice  | 
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with  this  reoaefit  was  made  the  condition  on  which  depended  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  favor,  you  need  not  doubt  my  obedience.  It  was  easy  to 
csonjecture  that  some  subordinate  ofEcer  of  the  prison  had  been  found 
who  was  not  too  rigid  a  disciplinarian  to  perform  so  humane  and  harm- 
less an  act.  But  in  what  manner  Louisa  could  have  secured  his  ser- 
vices was  more  difficult  to  determine.  After  a  few  weeks  another  letter 
was  received,  with  an  assurance  of  their  probable  continuance.  In  this 
Louisa  informed  me  not  only  of  her  own  health,  but  that  she  had  m^ans 
of  keeping  advised  of  mine.  Thenceforth  these  mute  messengers 
were  toe  solace  of  my  life.  To  think  of  them  by  day,  to  dream  of 
diem  by  night,  to  watch  for  them  at  dawn,  became  an  occupation  and 
amusement.  How  indelibly  was  every  sentence  imprinted  on  my  heart ! 
How  were  every  margin  and  comer  searched  for  some  isolated  word 
that  mi^ht  have  escaped  my  first  eager  perusal !  They  continued  to 
be  received  at  irregular  intervals,  but  no  clue  was  afforded  to  the  in- 
visible post  by  which  they  arrived. 

*  Time  rolled  on.  I  became  in  some  degree  reconciled  to  my  lot. 
The  rocky  walls  and  grated  windows  of  my  cell  began  to  look  less 
harsh  and  forbidding.  Nor  was  the  workshop  without  its  amusement. 
The  state  had  kindly  undertaken  to  educate  me  to  the  honorable  handi* 
<araft  of  a  weaver ;  and  although  my  fingers  were,  doubtless,  better 
fitted  for  the  pen  than  the  shuttle,  I  did  not  dislike  my  new  occupation. 
It  proved  an  agreeable  pastime.  I  even  began  to  t^e  some  interest 
in  my  fellow-prisoners,  and  to  wonder  whether  there  were  not  others 
among  them  as  guiltless  as  myself  There  was  one  employed  in  the 
same  department  who  had  particularly  attracted  my  attention.  He 
was  young  and  pale,  and*,  despite  the  felon's  garb,  had  an  amiable  and 
innocent  look.     His  loom  stood  at  some  distance  from  mine,  but  its 

Seition  was  such  that,  when  at  work,  we  sat  nearly  facing  each  other, 
e  had  evidently  discovered  that  I  took  an  interest  in  his  &te,  for  I 
often  encountered  his  large  dark  eyes  gazing  earnestly  at  me.  There 
was  a  varying  expression  of  resignation,  sadness  and  hope,  in  his 
countenance,  and,  although  we  never  interchanged  a  word,  I  cannot 
doubt  that  there  was  a  warm  and  mutual  friendship  sprung  up  between 
us.  The  human  heart,  like  the  gentle  vine,  is  ever  putting  forth  its 
tendrils,  and,  thank  Heaven !  there  is  no  place  so  oesolate  but  that 
some  object  will  be  found  around  which  they  may  cling. 

'  But  I  shall  cease  to  interest  you  with  these  minute  details  of  a  lifo 
necessarily  monotonous.  Two  years  and  a  half  rolled  wearily  away. 
They  were  not,  indeed,  unimproved,  although  but  little  opportunity  for 
mental  culture  was  afforded.  But  Affliction  is  a  valuable  teacher,  and 
one  whose  lessons  are  seldom  eradicated  from  the  mind.  I  had  reason 
to  hope  that  during  that  period  I  had  acquired  the  elements  of  that 
high  and  holy  philosophy  before  which  the  light  of  human  learning 
'  pales  its  ineffectual  ray.'  The  term  of  imprisonment  for  which  I  had 
been  sentenced  was  three  years.  But  six  months  of  this  period  now 
remained  unexpired.  The  thought  of  again  meeting  Louisa  produced 
a  pleasure  almost  insupportable,  while  the  few  intervening  months  ap- 
peared longer  in  prospect  them  the  years  which  had  elapsed.  Judge 
then  of  my  delight  when  I  received  the  unexpected  intelhgence  of  my 
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pardon.  Thrilled  with  irrepressible  ecstasy,  yet  bewildered  wA, 
doubt  and  wonder,  I  hastened,  after,  changing  my  apparel»  to  aeekfiroD 
the  principal  keeper  a  solution  of  the  mystery.  *You  were  then  abaeOt, 
and  your  place,  as  you  are  aware,  was  temporarily  supplied  by  another. 
In  his  apartment,  anxiously  awaiting  my  arriyal,  I  round  fir.  Sllob 
With  unheeded  tears  coursing  down  his  cheeks,  he  grasped  aoy  hmd, 


and  as  rapidly  as  his  choked  utterance  would  permit,  infomed  me  dot 
circumstances  had  recently  come  to  light  fully  establialunff  my  mof^ 
cence;  that  Leeford,  exposed,  had  fled  the  country;  ana  that  Ae 


directors  of  the  company  were  desirous  to  give  the  stroDgest  eridoM 
to  the  world  of  their  restored  confidence  by  installing  noe  at  oooe  in  Ui 
vacant  post.  As  soon  as  I  could  possibly  interrupt  the  torrent  of  Ui 
words,  It  was  to  inquire  after  Louisa.  'A  sudden  doud  o^eiBpread  Ui 
countenance,  as  he  proceeded  to  inform  me  what  little  he  knew  of  faff 
fate. 

'  For  a  few  weeks  after  my  removal  she  had  remained  g^loomy  nd 
despondent  Then  she  had  suddenly  disappeared,  leaving  a  brief  kK- 
ter  of  explanation,  and  intimating  that  search  for  ber  would  be  usfliMi 
She  had  m  view,  she  said,  a  safe  retreat  from  the  contumely  and  jkx 
of  the  world.  <  God  grant  'that  it  may  have  proved  so  !*  e»claiiDM 
the  old  man, '  but  we  have  sore  misgivings.  Notwithstanding  oar  noit 
earnest  search,  no  word  or  token  or  rumor  of  the  unhappy  ffixl  hm 
since  reached  us.  Could  we  but  find  her  now,  my  dear  boy/ he  i 
tinned,  *  in  safety  and  health,  this  sad  afiair  would  yet  haTe  i 
happy  termination.' 

'  In  reply,  I  hastened  to  inform  him  of  the  mysteriouB  leCten»  and  of 
my  full  belief  that  Louisa  was  residing  somewhere  in  the  irmni**!** 
vicinity  of  the  prison.  So  elated  was  I  with  hope,  that  I  did  not  mS- 
fer  a  doubt  to  awell  on  my  mind  of  immediate  success  in  disoovsriH 
her  retreat.  But,  alas !  after  three  weeks  of  diligent  and  fiuile  weum, 
I  began  to  entertain  the  most  serious  alarm.  I  reflected  that  nnoed» 
receipt  of  her  last  letter  nearly  three  months  had  now  elapeed ;  a  p» 
riod  sufficient  in  this  world  of  change  to  contain  almost  the  whole 
logue  of  human  calamities.  That  she  who  had  kept  so  vigihmt  a ' 
over  me  while  in  confinement,  whose  spirit  had  seemed  to  be  in 
mysterious  manner  ever  near  me,  could,  if  stiU  in  life  and  heaUit  fas 
ignorant  of  my  release,  began  to  appear  the  height  of  improbaUiqf. 
That  she  could  intentionally  remam  concealed,  knowing  job  to  be  it 
liberty,  was  still  more  diflicult  of  belief.  The  oflBcers  of  the  MMlilii**IP 
severally  disclaimed  any  agency  in  the  transmission  of  the  lettaiii  mi 
concurred  in  the  conclusion  that  the  delinquent  was  one  who  had  bsfla 
recently  superseded  for  some  other  infraction  of  the  rules.  For  Ail 
individual  search  was  also  made  in  vain.  Some  fatality  has  seeOMd 
thus  far  to  attend  all  our  investigations.  I  came  to  this  city  faired  hj 
the  very  shadow  of  a  hope.  It  had  been  rumored  that  Lonisahadtf 
one  time  made  personal  application  to  the  Governor  in  my  behalC  If 
so,  there  was  a  possibility  that  that  oflicer  might  posMSS  some  "t^if— ■ 
tion  in  regard  to  her.  I  arrived  late  yesterday  anemoon.  My  auistf 
would  not  admit  of  delay,  and  learning  that  a  levee  was  to  be  heM  m 
the  same  evening,  I  resolved  to  mingle  with  the  crowd,  and  obtabir  ^ 
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aS  hazards,  an  immediate  interview  with  the  chief  mamtrate.  I  need 
not  say  that  my  inauiries  were  fruitless.  Petitions  of  this  kind  were 
too  numerous  to  aomit  of  his  retaining  any  distinct  recollection  in  re- 
gard to  them.  It  was  doubtless  to  get  rid  of  my  importunity  that  he 
referred  me  to  other  officers,  who  sometimes  shared  with  him  the  buxv- 
then  of  examining  into  the  merits  of  such  applications.  But  all  was 
in  vain.  It  was  while  conversing  with  one  of  these  gentlemen  that  our 
meeting  and  recognition  took  place.  You  were  a  witness  of  the  agita- 
tiou  which  it  naturally  produced  in  me.  I  had  disclosed  my  name  to 
the  governor  only ;  no  one  else  knew  aught  of  my  history.  Had  you 
proved  indiscreet  I  should  have  been  placed  in  a  most  pain^l  dilemma, 
perhaps  rendering  necessary  a  public  and  humiliating  explanation.' 

I  had  listened  with  eagerness  to  this  extraordinary  tale,  but  it  was 
'with  an  eagerness  produced^  not  alone  by  its  intrinsic  interest ;  for 
Although  the  narrative  had  closed  in  uncertainty  and  doubt,  a  light  of 
startling  intensity  had  flashed  upon  my  owp  mind.  Fearful,  however, 
of  exciting  hopes  which  might  not  be  rc^alized,  I  forbore  any  aUusion 
to  my  suspicions,  but  assured  Mr.  Lincoln  (such  was  his  name)  of  m^ 
sincere  sympathy,  and  promised  to  cooperate  with  him  as  &r  as  possi- 
ble in  seeking  to  elucidate  the  mystery.  We  then  parted,  and  on  the 
next  day,  my  business  in  the  city  being  completed,  1  set  out  for  home. 

While  we  ai*e  performing  this  journey  let  me  explain  to  you  the 
circumstances  on  which  were  based  my  expectations  of  bringmg  this 
strange  affair  to  light  About  two  years  and  a  half  prior  to  the  time 
of  which  I  have  been  speaking,  I  was  called  upon  by  a  young  man  of 
pleasant  and  modest  deportment,  who  desired  me  to  &vor  him  with  a 
private  interview.  He  was  slight  in  frame  and  well  apparelled,  and 
had  in  every  respect  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman.  It  was  not  until 
be  had  received  from  me  an  assurance  that  his  communication  should 
"he  regarded  as  strictly  confidential  that  he  proceeded  to  unfold  the  na- 
ture of  his  business.  Judge  of  my  astonisiiment  when  he  requested 
to  be  admitted  into  the  penitentiary  as  a  convict !  He  was  willing  to 
conform  in  every  respect  to  the  prison  discipline,  desiring  only  the  pri- 
vilege of  selecting  his  occupation  and  his  celL  His  labor,  hp  said, 
shovJd  be  faithfully  performed,  and  would  remunerate  the  state  for  his 
suj^xyrt  If  at  any  time  he  failed  in  this  respect,  he  would  consent  to 
be  expelled  without  complaint 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  I  could  believe  the  evidence  of  my  senses 
while  listening  to  his  request,  and  to  the  earnest  and  humble  voice  in 
whfc&  it  was  preferred.  Not  that  the  application  viras  entirely  without 
precedent ;  distress  and  poverty  had  sometimes  diiven  their  victims  to 
seek  so  miserable  a  boon ;  but  the  individual  before  me  was  of  a  dif- 
ferent  class.  So  far  from  exhibiting  any  evidence  of  destitution,  he 
even  proposed  to  place  security  in  my  hands  for  the  feithful  perform- 
ance of  his  duty.  Not  wishing  to  directly  deny  a  petition  so  earnestly 
urged,  I  proceeded  to  expostulate  with  him  on  his  absurdity.  It  was 
all  in  vain.  He  insisted  that  there  was  sufficient,  though  secret,  cause 
for  his  conduct,  which  he  knew  must  seem  remarkable. 

You  will  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you  that,  after  a  little  reflection,  I 
decided  to  make  the  experiment  of  admitting  him.    I  had  taken  much 
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pains  to  avail  myself  of  the  singular  advantageB  vrldcti  myponricm  tf 
forded  in  making  observations  upon  human  natorey  and  I  t£oagfat  dui 
an  opportunity  not  to  be  lost  It  is  true  I  might  leiider  myself  liaUe 
to  censure  for  transcending  my  official  powers ;  bot  while  no  actnil 
harm  could  ensue  I  had  little  fear  of  the  result 

I  informed  him  of  my  decision.  I  told  him  that  he  might  choose  Ui 
employment  and  his  cell,  but  in  every  other  particiilar  he  would  be 
required  rigidly  to  adhere  to  the  rules.  The  felon's  garb,  the  fSskm'i 
diet  and  labor,  and,  if  refractory,  the  felon's  punishment,  should  be  In. 
No  individual  excepting  myseH*  and  the  clerk  of  the  JTHtfimtioffi,  who 
must  necessarily  be  admitted  to  the  secret,  should  know  or  hare  anf 
reason  to  suppose  that  he  was  not  a  convict ;  bat  the  term  of  his  im* 
prisonment  was  to  depend  entirely  upon  his  own  wilL  If  at  any  tuie 
he  desired  to  be  released,  he  was  only  to  signify  his  wishes  to  me,  nd 
he  should  be  set  at  liberty.  This  event,  I  predicted,  would  speedily 
take  place,  but  ho  as  resolutely  asserted  the  cootraTy.  An  ezanioi- 
don  of  the^prison,  which  I  allowed  him  to  make  in  company  widi  n 
under-keeper,  resulted  in  the  selection  of  the  weaving  business  fiv  Ui 
employment ;  he  also  designated  the  number  of  his  oeU.  I  ought  not 
to  omit  to  state  that  he  had  also  stipulated  for  the  use  of  wridng  mtfe- 
rials ;  which  being  a  favor  then  not  un&equently  accorded  to  Uie  bel- 
ter behaved  convicts,  I  did  not  hesitate  to  allow.  He  gave  his  name^ 
which  he  acknowledged  to  be  an  assumed  one,  as  Edward  Green.  Oto 
the  next  day  he  made  his  appearance  at  an  appointed  hour,  and  ifler 
going  through  the  usual  initiatory  proceedings,  was  conducted  to  die 
weavers'-shop  and  duly  installed  at  a  vacant  loom.  He  made  zipid 
proficiency  in  his  trade,  at  which  he  soon  became  so  exceedinfldy  wfi 
and  ingenious,  as  to  become  a  great  &vorite  with  the  oontractCHr  m  dut 
department.  He  was  in  other  respects  equally  exenoplary.  For  mnj 
months  I  closely  watched  his  conduct,  but  at  length  insensibly  acqoiraa 
tlie  habit  of  regarding  him  as  a  convict,  and  seldom  thought  of  the  ci^ 
cumstances  attending  his  incarceration.  It  will  not  be  a  matter  of  aff- 
prise  if  I  say  that  I  thought  of  them  now,  and  souriit  carefully  to  rseaH 
every  trifling  particular  of  his  appearance  and  deportment.  Evoy 
thing  seemed  to  confirm  my  suspicions,  and  my  first  official  act^  on  sd 
riving  at  home,  was  to  summon  nim  before  me.  In  a  few  momenii  ha 
entered  the  room,  pale,  languid  and  trembling. 

'  I  have  sent  for  you,  Mr.  Green,'  I  said,  <  to  offer  y«ni  your  liberty. 
In  so  doing,  doubtless,  I  anticipate  your  wishes.' 

'  I  know  not  by  what  means  you  have  discovered  my  lliongfatep' 
the  quick  reply, '  but  such  is  certainly  my  desure.    For  serenl 
I  have  been  anxiously  awaiting  your  return,  for  this  purpose.' 

*  You  must  not  bo  alarmed,'  I  rejoined,  *  if  you  find  me  in  ]_ 
sion  of  secrets  in  relation  to  yourself  of  much  greater  moment  idisn  dik' 

A  quick  suspicious  look  was  the  onlv  reply  to  this  remarks 

'  Do  not  believe  pe  capable,'  I  continued,  <  of  feigning  a  knowledge 
that  I  do  not  possess,  for  the  purpose  of  entrapping  you  into  disdoenrei 
prejudicial  to  your  interests.  A  desire  for  your  wel&re,  and  tfast  of 
him  for  whom  you  have  suffered  so  much,  alone  induces  me  to  giveio 
much  pain  to  miss  Louisa  Wentwarth  /' 
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I  was  talking  to  marble !  Breathless,  pale,  and  statue-like,  sbe  stood 
for  a  moment  before  me,  and  then  fell  fainting  into  my  arms.  She  soon 
awoke  to  consciousness,  and  attempted  hesitatingly  and  with  much  em- 
barrassment to  epeak.    I  interrupted  her  as  follows  : 

'  Do  not  speak  now.  Be  not  distressed.  Your  secret  is  safe,  even 
from  Mr.  Lincoln,  if  you  desire  it.  For  that  gentleman  I  will  despatch 
an  immediate  messenger.  In  the  mean  time,  abide  in  my  family.  In 
the  adjoining  room  you  will  find  the  trunk  which  you  left  m  my  charge, 
and  which  will  doubtless  furnish  you  with  the  means  of  making  your 
toilet.  When  this  is  done  I  will  conduct  you  to  Mrs.  Rushton,  who  is 
fortunately  so  good  a  wife  as  to  have  no  curiosity  at  my  bidding.' 

Looking  the  thanks  which  she  could  not  utter.  Miss  Wentworth 
withdrew  mto  the  apartment  designated,  and  in  a  short  time  reappeared, 
neatly  and  tastefully  arrayed,  and  looking,  I  think,  as  truly  beautiful  as 
any  being  I  had  ever  beheld.  Yet  there  was  a  decided  shade  of  care 
upon  her  countenance.  We  were  about  leaving  the  room,  when  she 
detained  me,  and  speaking  for  the  first  time  in  h^r  true  character, 
though  evidently  not  without  great  effort,  she  said : 

*  You  have  spoken  of  Mr.  Lincoln  in  terms  of  respect.  Tell  me  if 
you  too  believe  him  innocent  V 

*  His  innocence,'  I  replied,  *  is  fully  established.' 

A  gleam  of  rapturous  delight  iUiunined  her  beautiful  features  hr  a 
moment,  and  was  as  rapidly  succeeded  by  a  gush  of  tears.  *  Thank 
GrOD  !  it  is  enough  !'  she  exclaimed ;  and  sinking  upon  the  sofa,  for 
many  minutes  her  sobs,  and  .the  convulsive  heavings  of  her  breast,  tes- 
tified her  irrepressible  emotion.  She  had  before  heard  of  his  pardon, 
but  knew  nothing  of  its  cause. 

When  she  had  become  sufficiently  composed  I  introduced  her  to  my 
family,  in  the  best  manner  I  could  without  infringing  upon  her  secret, 
aj]d  by  the  stage-coach  of  the  same  evening  sent  an  express  messenger 
for  Mr.  Lincoln.  In  the  mean  time  Miss  Wentworth  maiiifested  the 
^eatest  solicitude  lest  her  adventure  should  be  discovered.  Although 
she  seemed  to  repose  g^eat  confidence  in  me,  and  talked  freely  with 
m^on  the  subject,  it  was  never  without  the  most  profuse  blushes.  She 
even  designed  to  conceal  it  from  her  lover ;  ana  it  was  not  without 
many  arguments  that  I  persuaded  her  to  the  contrary.  I  believe  it  was 
only  the  idea  that  it  would  be  positive  injustice  to  withhold  from  him 
the  most  important  secret  of  ner  life  which  finally  induced  her  to 
change  her  mind. 

The  mystery  of  the  letters  was  easily  and  satjis&ctorily  explained, 
vdthout  reference  to  the  agency  of  a  third  party.  The  particulars  it 
would  now  be  tedious  to  relate.  The  two  cells  were  m  immediate 
proximity,  and  only  a  moderate  degree  of  ingenuity  was  requisite  to 
effect  such  an  object. 

Within  a  few  days  Mr.  Lincoln  arrived.  I  shall  not  be  guilty  of  the 
folly  of  attempting  to  describe  the  meeting  between  him  and  Miss 
Wentworth,  of  which  I  was  unavoidably  a  witness.  Imagination,  with 
her  Daguerrean  powers,  will  readily  draw  a  picture  here  which  would 
defy  the  portraiture  of  words. 

The  world  does  not  oflen  atone  for  its  wrongs.    When  it  does,  its 
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reparation  is  ample.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lincoln  took  at  once  the  highest 
stand  in  the  respect  and  affections  of  society  ;  and  their  contmued- de- 
votion to  each  other  was  a  rare  and  beautiful  specimen  of  that  love 
which  constitutes  the  few  points  of  contiguity  between  earth  and 
heaven. 


HYMNS        TO        THE        GODS. 


VUMBXB,      HIHB 


TO    JUNO. 

Mother  of  gods !  devoutly  we  inoline 

Our  willing  knce«  before  thy  holy  shrine, 

Where  Imbrasus  runs  seaward  strong  and  swift, 

Through  the  green  plains  of  Samoe.     Lo !  we  lift 

Gladly  to  thee  our  many-voic6d  stnun, 

Sung  never  to  thy  majesty  in  vain. 

The  day  wears  on  ;  the  expanding  sun  sinks  low, 

While  in  the  East  thy  me^enger's  bright  bow 

Gladdens  the  vision  of  thy  worshippers : 

Among  thy  garlands  a  sweet  soft  wind  stirs. 

Where  thy  loved  flowers,  oh !  Qucen  of  Heayen,  diyine, 

White  lilies  with  the  dittany  entwine, 

And  the  gay  poppy.     Wilt  thou  deign  to  hear 

Our  solemn  chant,  loud,  earnest,  and  sincere. 

And  grant  our  prayer  ?    Come  from  Olympus  down, 

In  regal  glory,  with  thy  starry  crown, 

Thy  sceptre  flashing  with  great  gems,  wherein 

Thy  cuckoo  broods  ;  let  not  the  lingering  sun 

Set  in  the  sea  before  our  glad  eyes  greet 

Afar  the  glitter  of  thy  snowy  feet. 

Sandalled  with  ivory. 
That  shame  the  fairest  of  our  green  ble^s  daughters, 

And  flash  upon  the  undulating  sea 
Like  star-light  on  a  blue  lake's  sleeping  waters. 

Power,  Empire,  Virtue,  all  are  in  thy  gift : 

hispired  by  thee,  low  men  their  eyes  uplift. 

As  hawks  to  the  sun,  and  aim  at  high  estate, 

And  reach  it,  while  the  mighty  and  the  gpreat. 

Toppling  like  towers,  fall  headlong.    By  thee  nrged, 

Man,  in  the  sloughs  of  wretchedness  immeigod, 

Arms  him  anew  with  courage  resolute. 

Bears  pain  and  evil  with  endurance  mute, 

And  grows  divine  in  virtuous  fortitude : 

Woman,  by  thee  with  constancy  endued. 

In  ill  report  and  evil  fortune  chngs 

More  closely  to  her  husband's  side,  and  brings 

Her  lovely  patience  ever  to  his  aid 

In  the  world's  trials.    Power  and  Empire  fiide, 

And  are  dissolved  like  a  thin  summer  cloud, 

But  Virtue  is  immortal.    Men  have  bowed 


1850.]  Hymns  to  the  Gods.  isH 


A  thoiuand  years  before  thy  many  shrines, 
Clamoring  for  power ;  bat  rarely  one  inclines 
In  prayer  for  Tirtae,  truth  and  constancy, 
Before  thine  altars  the  obsequious  knee. 

We,  prostrate  at  thy  feet, 
Of  these,  the  only  true  and  priceless  treasure, 

Do  humbly  and  beseechingly  entreat 
Thy  majesty  benign  to  grant  us  ample  measure. 


Where  tarriest  thou,  CiTHARonnEiA,  now  ? 

Perhaps  upon  some  mountain's  regal  brow, 

(>llene  or  Oromedon,  inctined, 

No  cares  of  state  disturbing  thy  great  mind, 

Thou  seest  below  our  lovely  Grecian  isles, 

And  the  great  sea  that  trndulating  smiles 

On  their  calm  slumber  ;  round  thee  hoary  firs 

Shake  their  tall  heads,  and  many  an  old  beech  stirs 

In  dreamy  murmur ;  while,  some  li^ib  upon, 

Watchinff  the  broad  red  eye-ball  of  the  sun, 

Thy  kin^y  hawk,  sitting  with  outspread  wings. 

Rooked  by  the  mountain  breezes,  idly  swings : 

Or,  in  some  shady  and  secluded  nook. 

On  the  green  margent  of  a  leafy  brook. 

Lulled  by  its  murmuring  into  tranquil  sleep,    > 

While  thy  young  nymphs  demurely  round  thee  keep 

A  patient  vigil.    In  whatever  spot 

Of  rarest  beauty — cave,  lawn,  dell,  or  grot, 

Cool  glade,  deep  vale,  or  silver-sanded  uiore. 

Or  river-bank  shaded  with  sycamore — 

Hearken,  O,  lovely  Queen ! 
To  the  loud  echo  of  our  plaintive  voices ! 

Approach  us  while  the  laughing  earth  is  green. 
And  the  young  Spring  with  buds  and  golden  flowers  rejoioes. 


Oh !  Queen  of  Heaven,  loved  of  the  laughing  Hours, 

Let  snowy-shouldered  Hkbb,  crowned  with  m>wen,  ' 

Before  the  advent  of  the  evening  star 

Harness  thy  peacocks  to  thy  jewelled  oar  : 

Leave  for  a  space  the  mighty  THUNDEHEa's  side, 

And  thy  swift  birds  let  sweet  young  Iris  guide 

To  our  fair  isle  ;  stay  not  thy  flashing  wheels 

Chi  the  dark  Enxine,  ploughed  with  many  keels, 

Or  where  the  vexed  Propontis  hoarsely  swells, 

In  Cos  or  Naxos,  or  the  Arcadian  dells. 

Come,  thou  heaven's  wonder  1  to  our  island  first, 

Where  thou  wast  born,  and  by  the  Seasons  nursed ! 

By  those  sweet  hours  when  all  thy  glorious  obanna 

Were  first  encircled  by  Jovs's  mighty  arms  5 

When  thy  large  eyes,  magnific^itty  briffht. 

Looked  into  his  with  mild  and  softened  light. 

And  on  his  breast  thou  hid'st  thy  blushing  ftoe. 

Lovely  in  virgin  innocence  and  grace ; 

By  ^ose  sweet  hours,  oome ! — while  the  Day  still  rides 

ll^e  crimson  cloud-surge — to  these  innocent  brides, 

Who  watch  the  foding  sky, 
Their  breasts  with  fear  and  nature  palpitating, 
For  thee,  who  must  their  virgin-zones  untie, 
Since  Day's  first  dawn  before  thy  leafy  altar  waiting  I 
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STRAY     LEAVES     FROM     THE     COUNTRY. 


B   T       '  A  B  B  T  O   v.' 


*■  Oh  !  what  a  shadow  o^or  the  heart  is  flun^. 
When  peals  the  reqiiiem  of  the  loved  and  jronngr 

Wtz.x,ts  OATX.O&S  CXi^mz. 

Dear  F :  There  are  seasons  in  the  lives  of  all,  mile-stones,  as 

it  were,  in  the  journey  of  life,  when  the  soul  seems  to  pause  and  look 
back  upon  the  road  already  traversed :  memory  retraces  the  past,  and 
full  oft  she  but  lifts  *  the  coffin-lid  of  love  and'  hope  and  joy.'  She 
brings  before  us  so  much  to  regret,  of  broken  vows,  of  misspent  time 
and  talents,  of  hasty  words  and  acts,  and  so  much  to  mourn  in  the  once 
warm  hearts  forever  silenced  in  the  night  of  the  grave,  that  even  tbe 
most  light-hearted  and  thoughtless  have  their  serious  hours  and  their 
silent  communings  with  their  better  nature.  Such  seasons  are  the 
commencement  of  the  New  Year,  our  birth-days,  the  anniversaries  of 
the  death  of  beloved  friends,  and  the  like.  Such  a  season  is  the  present 
to  me ;  and  amid  the  thoughts  tliat  always  accompany  the  advent  of 
another  year,  is  now  iiulissolubly  connected  a  record  of  sorrow. 

New  Year's  week  a  twelvemonth  since  clothed  our  little  household 
with  gloom.  The  returning  anniversary  and  the  late  terrible  explo- 
sion of  the  Steamboat  Louisiana  have  brought  it  vividly  before  me.  I 
have  lived  it  all  over  again ;  *  the  beloved  and  true-hearted  has  been  with 
me  once  more ;  the  bleeding  wounds  have  bled  afresh,  and  grief  un- 
availing has  worn  still  deeper  traces  among  the  heart's  memories.  I 
luive  taken  my  journal  and  re-read  these  sad  passages  in  our  family 

history.     I  give  it  to  you,  dear  F ,  just  as  it  stands  there;  not  for 

anything  extraordinary  in  its  incident  or  its  details,  but  as  one  individual 
record  of  suffering  among  the  multitudes  who  have  been  hastily  sum- 
moned from  this  world  in  the  same  manner.  Oh !  what  an  expressiTe 
prayer  to  me  is  that  in  the  Litany  which  says :  *  From  sudden  death, 
good  Lord,  deliver  me  !* 

*  How  strange  and  mysterious  is  the  power  which  presentiments  will 
at  times  exert  over  the  mind  !  There  is  a  latent  tinge  of  superstition 
in  every  heart,  and  strange  tears  will  at  times  fill  the  soul  wim  dread ; 
glim  phantoms,  waving  us  back  from  threatened  danger.  Can  it  bo 
that  spirits  from  the  shadowy  world  are  privileged  to  warn  us  of  evil ! 
Vain  are  their  prophetic  forebodings !  The  ill  is  undefined,  and  we 
know  not  which  way  to  turn  to  escape.  Even  now  these  sentiments 
are  called  forth  by  my  present  feelings.  A  cloud  is  upon  my  spirit ; 
a  fearful  dread  oppresses  me ;  and  as  I  write,  a  cold  hand  arrests  mine, 
chills  my  blood,  and  palsies  my  fingers.  What  threatens  1  Let  me  see 
clearer,  or  warn  me  not  at  all.' 

Thus  far  had  I  written  at  a  late  hour  of  the  night.  All  had  retired; 
but  overpowered  by  gloomy  thoughts,  I  had  been  striving  to  wile  them 
away  with  my  pen,  when  a  quick  loud  rap  at  the  door,  not  fer  from 
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which  I  was  sitting,  under  the  presence  of  my  excited  feelings,  made 
me  ahnost  fall  from  my  chair.  '  The  Messenger  of  Evil !'  invcSuntarily 
burst  from  my  lips ;  but  as  the  rap  was  repeated,  I  hastily  opened  the 

door^  when  the  iamiliar  form  of  S met  my  eye.    *  Why/  said  I, 

smiling,  for  I  was  completely  re£lssured,  <  you  nearly  frightened  ■    ■■/ 
A  glance  at  his  pale  face  as  the  rays  of  the  lantern  wmch  he  carried 
fell  upon  it,  made  me  pause  suddenly. 

*  Where  is  H  ?*  said  he,  without  a  reply. 

I  pointed  to  his  bed-room  door.  With  hasty  strides  he  was  by  the 
bedside.    Without  a  moment's  pause  he  abruptly  exclaimed : 

'  H ,  I  am  fearful  there  is  one  of  our  number  less.' 

His  manner  and  looks  alarmed  H  ■,  who  started  up:  'What, 
what  have  you  heard  V    With  unnatural  calmness  he  answered : 

*  The  captain  of  the  Maria,  that  is  now  at  the  landing,  says  the 

steamer  has  been  blown  all  to  pieces,  and  every  soiS  on  board 

killed  !• 

A  dearly-beloved  brother  had  left  us  but  a  few  days  previous,  on  the 
boat  which  had  met  with  this  awful  disaster !  The  particulars,  as  far 
as  they  could  be  gathered  respecting  the  ill-fated  boat,  were,  that  while 
rounding  to  at  some  small  landing  to  take  on  a  passenger,  she  had 
blown  up,  with  a  most  terrific  explosion,  resulting  in  the  loss,  as  the 
report  first  reached  us,  of  all  on  board.  Allowance  of  course  was 
made  for  exaggeration ;  but  from  the  peculiar  constructibn  of  die  boat 
we  could  hardly  hope  diat  any  of  the  passengers  had  escaped. 

Long,  long  were  the  hours  of  that  terrible  night  Sleep  visited  no 
couch,  but  vain  tossings  to  and  fro.  Controlling  my  own  feelings,  I 
urged  upon  H  ■■  *  to  try  to  sleep,  if  he  would  husband  his  little  re- 
maining strength,  for  he  had  been  scarcely  able  to  sit  up  fer  weeks ; 
but  now,  in  the  strength  of  his  excited  feelings,  he  had  resolved  with 
L      ■     to  set  out  by  land,  at  the  earliest  dawn,  in  search  of  certain  in- 

fermation,  as  well  as  to  soothe  and  succor ,  if  alive  and  suffering ; 

or,  fearful  thought  to  dwell  upon !  to  bring  home  his  remains,  if  worse 
had  befallen  him. 

Before  light  next  morning  our  melancholy  family  were  gathered 
round  a  sad  breakfast-table.  Befere  we  met  next  at  the  social  board, 
how  much  of  the  agony  of  hearts  made  desolate  mi^ht  we  not  know ! 
How  fearful  were  our  forebodings  as  we  recalled  his  unaccountable 
reluctance  to  depart ;  yet  each  one  strove  to  reassure  the  other  by  the 
assumption  of  cnoerfiilness ;  but  as  the  parting  cam^,  and  the  two  who 
were  to  journey  as  speedily  as  possible  to  learn  how  great  a  wo  was 
ours,  clasped  our  hands,  we  could  not  restrain  ourselves :  the  smothered 
sobs  betrayed  our  inward  conviction  that  there  was  little  hope. 

They  left  us :  I  need  not  trace  the  heavy  hours  as  they  dragged 
along,  with  all  the  agony  of  suspense.  At  such  times  the  heart  finds 
some  relief  in  action ;  the  consciousness  that  they  are  doing  something ; 
but  we  could  only  remain  passive  and  toait.  We  were  tortured  by 
the  conflicting  rumors  whicn  each  boat  that  came,  and  had  passed  the 
wreck,  brought  with  them ;  but  hope  sprang  up  in  our  weary  hearts, 
as  we  heard  from  a  sympathising,  noble-hearted  friend,  who  sought 
every  boat  to  bring  us  consolation,  that  Captain  B ,  of  the 
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whom  we  knew  well,  said  that  he  saw  all  of  those  who  Were  killed  as 

he  passed,  and  was  sure  that was  not  of  the  number,  or  he  Bhoald 

have  recognized  him;  neither  did  he  hear  his  name  as  among  die 
wounded  who  had  been  carried  back  into  the  country  to  diflferent  hooMi 
in  the  sparsely-settled  'Bottom.'  And  how  that  hope  vanished  as 
another  boat  brought  a  paper  which  professed  to  give  authentic  infcr- 
mation  of  the  disaster,  and^r^^  upon  the  list  of  killed  and  woiinded» 
as  we  read  through  blinding  tears,  stood  the  name  of  our  beloved  one ! 
Ah !  what  a  day  was  that !  It  was  hoping  against  hope  to  believe  him 
living.  A  violent  storm  raged  without,  and  tdl  nature  seemed  to  share 
our  mrief.  How  that  day  passed  I  know  not.  Too  deep  in  my  heait 
for  time  ever  to  obliterate  is  engraven  its  mournful  remembrance. 

The  succeeding  day  brought  a  messenger,  who  said  he  came  from 
■ ;  that  he  sent  him,  fearing  that  we  mieht  hear  various  romon 
and  suffer  on  his  account.  We  knew  his  kind  heart,  ever  thougfatfiil 
of  others,  and  the  more  readily  credited  the  story.  He  said  — ^ 
would  have  written,  but  that  both  his  hands  were  slightly  bnxned ;  that 
he  had  been  blown  into  the  water,  but  not  seriously  injured,  and  would 
be  at  home  in  a  few  days.  For  a  messenger  with  such  tidings,  too 
much  could  not  be  done.  Joyfully  was  he  rewarded  for  his  tedious 
journey,  and  many  were  the  blessings  showered  upon  him  as  he  re- 
traced his  steps.  Singing  and  cheerful  voices  reechoed  through  die 
dwelling,  and  we  felt  how  much  dearer  he  was  to  us  all  fbr  the  aanffer 
through  which  he  had  passed.  As  time  passed  on,  many  a  longmff 
gaze  was  cast  down  the  street.  At  every  carriage  and  unusual  sound 
our  hearts  beat  with  joy  and  expectation. 

At  length,  when  we  began  to  feel  some  misgivings  at  our  ready  eon* 
fidence  in  the  strange  messenger,  for  that  which  the  heart  hopea  it  wiB 
readily  believe,  we  received  a  letter  from  H : 

*  Log-Cabin^  two  tmiUs  fttm  dU  Wrmkm 

* is  llTing,  bat  oh,  my  God  !  in  what  a  state !    Bruised,  maimed,  umI  burned  in  iD  |Mrti  cf 

hiabody !  I  camiot  hope  that  his  life  will  be  spared,  altiioogh  the physiciaitB lUnk lie  mwmntu^m. 
An  internal  ii^ury  seems  the  most  serious  one.  Uc  breathes  with  great  difflonlty.  I  look  at  feiik 
and  money-making  lies  in  the  dust.  Were  the  wealth  of  the  Indies  to  flow  into  oar  ooflbn.  It  com 
not  oompenaate  tor  the  agony  he  is  now  enduring.    You  know  hia  vmoomplalniiig  diqwiltkM  Mi 

nevw<oosATig  anxiety  to  nide  all  his  sufferings  (Irom  others,  and  yet  he  groana  oontliMially.    L 

has  been  forced  to  leaye  the  room  several  times,  to  conceal  his  emottooflb  Oli,  God  !  what  woiM  I 
not  give  to  place  our  beloved  brother  where  ho  was  but  one  week  since  I  In  additloa  to  hia  w^m' 
ings  caused  by  the  exploeion,  he  was,  after  lying  in  tlie  mud  and  water  for  about  two  Iwan,  m  WfUr 
m  we  can  aaeertain  (he  was  not  quite  insensible,  but  deranged),  thrown  Into  a ' 
a  wet  mattress  fh>m  the  boat,  witnout  liat  or  coat,  and  r^idly  driven  ovw  a  n 
to  this  cabin,  where  we  found  him.  This  exposure,  with  thai  be  had  ahwady  i 
tog  aid  foot,  and  they  are  now  very  much  swollen.  We  had  great  dlfBoulty  In 
could  grt  no  information  of  him,  but  went  to  every  cabin  we  could  hear  of.  He 
without  a  change  of  doCtiee,  or  his  toco  being  wasned,  but  had  reoovered  hia  i 


by  name  when  I  opened  the  door  of  the  room  where  he  was  lyime.  I  ahoold  never  have  kaewB 
him.  His  ftce  was  as  black  as  a  negroes,  being cova«d  with  mud,  and  the  eemenl» ele^ftVBi  tte 
boUen.    My  hearths  blood  seemed  to  stand  still  when  I  saw  that  it  waa  Indeed  hlmaeir.  The  wim' 


rlea  of  a  liie-time  went  over  me  in  one  short  moment ! 

*  Quiet  your  minds  as  well  as  you  can.    All  that  m<mey  and  lore  can  do  for  him  Aall  be  < 
It  la  alxteoi  milea  to  the  nearest  town,  iNit  to-morrow  we  shall  endeavor  to  move  him  there.   We 
almoat  fear  the  result,  but  he  will  surely  die  in  this  miserable  place.* 

Two  days  after  the  receipt  of  this  letter  a  messenger  came  to  ub 
from  G  '  I  with  a  comfortable  carriage,  and  a  letter,  saying  that  — — 
had  borne  his  removal  pretty  well,  and  seemed  a  little  better,  and  de- 
sired to  have  C widi  him,  as  he  would  not  be  able  to  be  broariit 

home  fer  five  or  six  weeks.    C left  in  half  an  hour  and  trorausd 
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rapidly.     Five  miles  from  G ,  she  met  H ,  and  L bring- 
ing home  the  remains  of  our  beloved  brother ! 

He  was  gone !  —  gone  in  his  youth,  while  his  heart  beat  high  with 
joyous  anticipations  of  the  future ;  a  heart  which  was  the  abode  of 
truth  and  love  to  all  his  kind ;  a  heart  in  which  dwelt  all  that  was  '  pure» 
lovely,  and  of  good  report ;'  a  heart  that  always  responded  to  the  notes 
of  distress,  that  felt  for  the  poor,  the  fatherless,  and  the  afflicted ;  whose 
hand  grew  not  weary  in  well-doing,  whose  foot  was  ever  welcome  in 
the  sick  chsunber,  and  whose  smile  was  ineffably  dear  to  all  who  knew 

*  None  knew  him  but  to  love  him,  none  named  him  but  to  praise.' 
Poor  human  nature  never  took  a  lovelier  form  than  that  of  our  dear 
friend.  He  is  gone !  —  the  victim,  not  of  the  withering  hand  of  disease, 
nor  of  the  righteous  judgments  of  Providence,  but  of  the  carelessness 
of  a  fellow  man.* 

Oh  !  ye  in  whose  hands  for  the  time  being  are  entrusted  so  many 
lives  upon  our  public  conveyances,  would  that  you  could  have  gone 
i¥ith  me  in  that  mournful  procession  to  the  silent  grave : 

*To  pay  the  last  sad  dntiea,  and  to  hear 
Upon  the  alient  dwelling*!  narrow  lid 
The  ftret  earth  thrown ;  soimd  deadliest  to  the  sonlf 
For,  strange  delusion  I  then  and  Uien  alone 
Hope  seems  forever  fled,  and  the  dread  pang 
Of  flnal  separation  to  begin  V 

Could  you  have  read  the  heart-felt  grief  that  rested  upon  the  coun- 
tenances of  those  who  but  a  few  days  before  numbered  the  departed 
as  one  among  them ;  could*  you  have  returned  with  me  to  the  home 
and  hearts  made  desolate  by  that  awful  blow ;  have  marked  the  wretch- 
edness of  those  to  whom  he  was  so  dear ;  have  seen  the  strong  man's 
tears ;  been  with  the  aged  sire,  when  with  trembling  hand  he  opened 
the  letter  that  told  him  another  child  had  gone  before  him  into  eternity, 
imprinting  still  another  line  of  suffering  upon  his  cheek,  and  hastening 
bis  filtering  steps  to  that  house  prepared  for  all  living ;  could  you  have 
seen  those  brothers  and  sisters  that  gloomy  day  after  the  Mineral,  as 
they  looked  upon  one  another  and  the  conviction  came  home  to  them 
that  another  link  was  indeed  broken,  another  tie  sundered  in  that  circle ; 
could  you  have  marked  the  vain  endeavor  to  converse,  as  they  gathered 
round  the  tea-table,  and  heard  the  rising  sigh  as  they  remembered  what 
hieul  collected  them  all  at  the  same  time  at  one  table ;  the  tears  which 
would  force  their  way,  as  they  glanced  at  the  vacant  place,  and  thought 
of  him  upon  whom  the  sod  was  resting,  whose  voice  was  hushed,  no 
more  to  mingle  with  theirs ;  and  still  more,  could  you  have  known,  as 
the  daily  routine  of  life  resumed  its  way,  how  the  heart  was  made  to 
feel  its  desolation ;  the  thousand  familiar  things  with  which  his  memory 
was  connected ;  could  you  have  known  how  the  ear  unconsciously  lis- 
tened for  the  fkmiliar  footstep,  and  how  suddenly  memory,  like  a  dead 


*At  thetimeof  the  explosion  there  was  very  little  water  in  the  boilers  of  the  steamer.  Thepas- 
wngen  were  burnt  with  the  cement,etc^  bat  not  scalded.  The  captain  bad  evaded  the  law  respect- 
Ag  the  number  and  qnaliflcations  of  the  engineers,  and  had  but  ooo  engineer  and  a  boy !  The  boy 
tfd  charge  when  the  accident  took  place. 
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weight,  fell  upon  the  heart  and  whispered,  *  He  oomeB  no  more  1'  eodd 
youhave  seen  and  known  all  this,  even  you*  reekleas  menl  must  bm 
wept ! 

Oh !  for  what  wo  and  utter  wretchedness  have  you  to  answer  t  Pal- 
liate the  matter  as  you  will  to  your  own  consciencesp  what  compenn- 
tion  for  suffering  like  this  can  you  make  1  —  and  in  the  world  to  come, 
what  can  you  oner  ] 

Yet  He  would  have  said :  '  Father,  forgive  them !' 


S     P    R    I    N     G-T    IICE        AND        SONG 

FBOLI      THE     OBEEE     OF     ICZLSJLaZB. 

BT  TBB  &XT.  JAMS!  OILBOaWB  KTOVt.  U.  9. 


Mblxaozr,  tbe  first  ccmpiler  of  a  Oreek  Anthology,  is  said  to  bar*  bc«n  bom  at  QadaralnPslnuM. 
aboat  tbe  first  century  beforo  Cubiit.  Unlika  many  of  thos*  wbo  make  •electlona  firom  th«  mating 
of  othors.  ho  was  himself  an  author  of  no  little  ability.  Bir  Wexjlzax  Jombb  aaja.  tbit  bi*  Hfi^ 
Spring  contains  all  i>ossible  graces  of  description,  and  that  a  more  beautifttl  poam  can  bazdljbe  fraaC 

The  rains  and  storms  of  Winter  all  are  past. 

And  purplo  Spring  is  come  with  smiles  and  flowers  : 

Tho  dark  Earth  now  puts  on  its  pare  green  crown 

Of  early  grass ;  the  tonder  plants  aBse, 

Gay  with  yonng  leaves :  tho  radiant  meadows  laogh, 

And  blithely  drink  the  bright  fresh  dews  of  mom ; 

Sweet  mom  that  fills  the  springing  herbs  with  life. 

The  soft  wind  bears  rich  spoils  from  new-lxxm  ~ 

Tlie  shepherd  on  the  mountam  side  is  ^ad. 

Waking  his  reeds ;  the  goaUierd  seea  with  joy 

His  fair  white  kidlings  fimking  in  the  YtHe, 

The  manner,  far  out  on  the  wide  sea, 

Swells  his  broad  canvass  with  light  western 

The  rustic  youth,  in  honor  of  tluit  Gh>D 

Who  loads  with  clustering  grapes  the  frnitftil  vine, 

Now  bind  their  heads  with  flowering  ivy 


Their  own  rare  works  supply  the  cheerfbl  beet 

With  welcome  toil.    Lo,  gaUicred  on  the  Uvo 

In  busy  troops,  the  murmuring  architects 

Build  up  of  sweet  clear  wax  their  fragrant  dla. 

The  tuneful  birds  make  music  all  alxmt :    ^ 

Tho  halcyons  by  the  wave,  the  quick  load  swaDown 

Hound  tho  deep  eaves,  the  swan  beside  the  rtW| 

Tho  nightingale  unseen  in  copse  or  grove. 

And  now,  when  plants  unfold  their  tender  leavca, 

When  flowers  are  all  in  bloom,  when  dief^Mffda  pipe. 

And  happy  flocks  are  out  on  everv  field, 

When  sailors  plough  the  deep,  wnen  Bacohuii 

When  birds  pour  melody  from  brake  and  streanii 

And  bees  are  humming  at  their  pleasant  laboffai 

Must  not  the  poet  too  rejoice  and  sing  f 
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lillith£. 

She  sleeps  a  dreamless  sleep,  my  stricken  flower : 
Her  life  went  out  like  the  soft  breath  of  rose 
Or  lily  in  its  senile  evening  close : 
She  died  as  violets  die— my  fragile  flower. 

The  tender  snow-drop  nestles  on  her  toml), 
And  tearful  evening-buds  infold,  in  closing, 
The  latest  straggling  ray  that  gilds  the  gloom, 
To  warm  the  i^  where  my  love  lies  reposing. 

And  watchful  spirits  through  the  summer  air, 
In  bird-like  forms  and  hues  of  glorious  dye, 
"Wing  to  their  tuneful  requiem  for  the  fair 
And  kindred  Jor  that 's  perished  from  the  eye. 


CAMDEN     AND     ITS     ASSOCIATIONS. 


BT     4    VBW    OONTBIBaTOR. 


There  are  many  places  in  this  country  which  are  interesting  to  visit, 
from  their  associations  with  the  past,  from  their  intimate  connection 
with  erents  which  form  prominent  portions  of  our  early  history  as  an 
independent  nation.  Such  a  one  is  Camden,  in  South  Carolina ;  which 
place,  aside  from  its  general  beauty,  its  eligible  and  pleasing  location 
on  the  bank&of  the  '  Wateree,'  its  genial  temperature  of  climatOi  and 
its  rich  and  productive  territory,  is  a  spot  so  hallowed  by, its  having 
been  the  seat  of  important  scenes  in  our  *  War  of  Independence/  and 
so  conspicuous  in  the  annals  of  the  United  States,  that  a  visit  to  it 
cannot  be  wholly  devoid  of  interest  to  any  one.  To  me  there  is  an 
unspeakable  solemnity  hanging  over  these  old  'battle-grounds  of  free- 
dom/ and  I  love  to  wander  over  them  and  recall  the  scenes  once  enacted 
there. 

At  the  close  of  a  sultry  day  in  the  last  of  August,  I  strolled  out  from 
the  village  of  Camden,  and  after  passing  the  cemetery,  which  lies  on 
the  very  southern  extremity  of -the  town,  beheld  stretched  out  on  my 
left,  the  broad  plain  on  which  was  fought  the  battle  of  Camden;  thither 
I  wended  my  way,  and  hitching  my  horse  to  an  old  cannon  which  still 
stands  like  a  sentinel  to  guard  the  field,  I  entered  the  building  which 
was  the  head-quarters  of  Comwallis  during  his  winter's  sojourn  in 
Camden ;  an  antique,  gloomy-looking  edifice,  now  tenantless,  and  fast 
falling  to  decay.  This  old  mansion  is  situated  on  the  south-eastern 
extremity  of  the  battle-ground,  in  a  position  so  elevated  as  to  conunand 
an  extensive  view  of  the  surroimding  country.  The  landscape  pre- 
sented to  me  from  the  piazza  of  this  house  was  rich  and  pleasing,  par- 
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ticularly  so  at  such  an  hour,  for  it  was  the  close  of  day»  and  that  day 
was  the  anniversary  of  the  battle. 

The  lingering  beams  of  the  declining  sun  played  upon  the  ^Ided 
spires  of  the  distant  village ;  a  gentle,  balmy,  and  re&eshinff  breeze 
stirred  into  music  the  fohage-laden  branches  of  the  trees ;  the  *  War 
teree/  like  a  silver  band,  stretched  far  across  the  country,  whfle  yet 
beyond  were  extensive  cotton-fields,  skirted  by  the  deep  ereen  of  the 
Carolina  pine.  No  sound  of  martial  music  nor  clash  of  arms,  as  in 
days  gone  by,  disturbed  the  silence  of  the  scene,  but  all  around  was 
peace  and  quietude. 

Sixty-nine  years  ago,  and  how  different  was  the  scene,  yet  how  alike 
the  days !  for  then,  as  now,  it  was  bright  and  beautiftil.  The  mAt 
before  the  battle  was  sultry  and  hot ;  the  stars  shone  dimly  throueh  the 
hazy  atmosphere,  and  the  crescent  moon  was  scarcely  visible.  As  the 
sun  went  dovni  that  night  a  dense  vapor  arose  from  the  river,  which, 
ere  midnight,  had  enshrouded  every  thing.  The  British  and  American 
armies  had  been  encamped  for  a  week  at  no  great  distance  from  each 
other,  both  prepared  for  an  engagement,  yet  each  imwilUne  to  hazard 
an  attack.  Despatches  having  been  sent  to  I^ord  Comwallis,  who  was 
at  that  time  absent  from  Camden,  acquainting  him  with  the  position  of 
afTairs,  he  immediately,  on  their  receipt,  hastened  on  to  Camden  to  take 
(command  of  the  British  force.  His  presence  increased  the  courage  of 
the  soldiers,  and  he  instantly  resolved  upon  an  attack.  Orders  were 
accordingly  given  to  that  effect,  and  about  midnight  his  army  com* 
menced  marching, 

Grencral  Gates,  who  was  at  that  time  in  command  of  the  American 
army  in  the  Soutli,  having  concluded,  vrithout  knowing  of  ComwaUii^s 
movement,  that  to  longer  defer  an  attack  would  give  his  enemies  an 
opportunity  to  augment  their  force,  had  likewise  resolved  to  hazard  an 
immediate  engagement,  and  the  same  night,  and  about  the  same  hour, 
the  American  army,  with  noiseless  steps,  moved  on  toward^the  Britiah 
camp.  Thus  both  armies  were  marchmg  through  the  gloom  and  dark- 
ness of  night  on  the  same  road,  in  opposite  directions,  each  unaware  of 
the  other's  movement. 

The  night  wore  on,  and  two  hours  had  thus  passed  away,  when  tbe 
advanced  guards  of  both  armies  fell  upon  each  other.  Surorised  and 
<M)nfounded  at  this  unexpected  meeting,  for  a  moment  botn  recoiled, 
but  instantly  recovering,  opened  a  sharp  volley  of  musketry.  Tbe 
silence,  which  had  hitherto  been  profound,  was  succeeded  by  the  up- 
roar of  battle,  and  the  darkness  was  dispelled  by  the  discharges  of  fize- 
arms,  the  unsteady  light  of  which  revealed  both  armies  to  each  other. 
A  brisk  scattering  fire  was  kept  up  on  both  sides  for  a  few  momentSi 
but  soon  ceased,  as  though  by  mutual  consent,  and  darkness  and  silence 
profound  as  before  followed.  A  few  prisoners  were  captured  on  both 
sides,  from  whom  the  commanders  learned  each  other's  intentions. 

It  was  yet  two  hours  before  morning,  and  during  the  remainder  of 
the  night  both  armies  retained  their  respective  positions.  Day  dawned 
at  last,  and  with  its  first  breaking  both  armies  were  in  readiness  fin:  tlie 
conflict.  The  position  of  Gates  was  unfavorable,  although  he  had  the 
advantage  in  point  of  Aunjbers ;  but  forming  his  army  into  three  co- 
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lumns,  with  the  regular  troops  of  Delaware  and  Maryland  under  com- 
mand of  Major-General  De  Kalb  for  a  reserve,  he  awaited  the  advance 
of  the  enemy. 

Comwallis  having  formed  two  grand  divisions  of  his  army,  with 
each  wing  resting  on  a  swamp,  and  narrowing  in  front,  ordered  his 
columns  to  advance.    On  they  came,  with  banners  waving  and  steel 
flashing  in  the  bright  sunshine  of  early  day,  and  marching  directly  on 
the  American  centre-column,  charged  widi  impetuous  fury  on  the 
Virginia  and  North  Carolina  regiments,  pouring  into  their  ranks  a 
deadly  fire.    Unused  to  war,  and  disordered  by  the  first  volley  of  the 
enemy,  which  had  thinned  their  numbers,  and  seeing  then:  dead  and 
dying  companions  lying  in:heaps  around  them,  the  terrified  Virginians 
broke  and  fled;  and,  after  a  feeble  resistance,  a  part  of  the  North 
Carolina  regiment  followed  their  cowardly  example.     The  British,  en- 
couraged by  this  unexpected  success,  followed  them  as  a  shadow,  and 
were  with  loud  shouts  of  exultation  crowding  them  down,  and  scatter- 
ing death  broadcast  among  them,  while  Gates  and  Caswell  were  striving 
to  rally  their  frightened  soldiers  with  words  of  cheer,  and  examples 
of  noble  courage,  but  with  little  success.    The  British  were  flattering 
themselves  that  the  victory  was  well-nigh  won,  when  General  De  Kalb, 
at  the  head  of  his  veteran  troops,  rushed  with  fearful  fury  upon  the 
main  column  of  the  British,  and,  with  undaunted  firont,  pierced  their 
very  centre,  and  rolled  the  column  back  upon  itself.     Still  pressing  on, 
this  noble  band  dealt  death  and  dismay  to  all  before  them,  and  the 
enemy's  ranks  were  fast  melting  away.    Qnce  and  again  had  they 
charged  at  the  bayonet's  point,  and  volley  after  volley  had  been  made 
and  returned,  with  direful  effect;  when  Comwallis,  seeing  that  this 
colimm  alone  could  not  long  withstand  the  impetuous  force  of  De  Kalb 
and  his  braves,  ordered  his  whole  force  to  bear  down  at  once  upon 
them.    De  Kalb  seeing  the  vast  numbers  of  the  British  turning  toward 
his  little  band,  knew  too  well,  alas !  that  all  hope  of  success  was  vain, 
for  bis  soldiers,  having  borne  the  whole  brunt  of  the  battle,  were  fa- 
tigued, and  their  numbers  reduced ;  but  maddened  by  the  conduct  of 
Gates  in  refusing  his  advice  before  the  battle,  and  incensed  at  the  con- 
duct of  the  Virginia  and  North  Carolina  troops,  he  resolved  to  stand 
his  ground,  and  firmly  determined  to  do  or  die.     His  soldiers,  although 
aware  of  the  hopelessness  of  their  position,  were  ever  ready  to  follow 
their  noble-hearted  leader,  and  this  time  roused  all  their  energies  for 
the  final  conflict. 

The  chai'ge  was  deadly  and  terrific :  long  and  weU  did  each  sustain 
the  close  and  bloody  contest ;  thrice  did  the  British  charge  in  full  force 
at  the  bayonet's  point  upon  this  resolute  host,  and  thrice  were  beaten 
back  with  mortifying  loss;  but  now  again  they  charge  with  over- 
whelming fiiry  upon  a  leaderless  column :  De  Kalb  had  fallen,  pierced 
to  the  lungs  by  a  musket-ball,  and  bleeding  profusely  from  eleven 
wounds.  A  few  of  his  soldiers  gathered  about  him  as  he  fell,  and 
shielded  him  from  the  fury  of  his  enemies ;  but  the  main  body  of  his 
troops,  disheartened  and  leaderless,  fled  the  field,  and  left  the  British 
\-ictors,  both  armies  having  suffered  greatly. 

De  Kalb  was  taken  prisoner,  but  soon  died,  blessing  the  cause  of 
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freedom  and  the  country  of  bis  adoption.  A  marble  monument  of  re- 
spectable size  marks  the  spot  where  De  Kalb  fell,  a  feeble  teBtimonial 
of  our  respect  and  obligations  to  the  brave  German  who,  from  no  mo- 
tive save  disinterested  patriotism,  and  sympathy  in  the  cause  of  the  op' 
pressed,  offered  his  life  a  sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  freedom.  On  one 
side  of  this  monument  are  inscribed  the  following  words : 

•TO    DE    KALB, 

*▲      0BRMAN      BT      BIRTB, 

'BUT     ZX     F&TVOZFX.B 

*A     CITIZEN     OF     THE     WORLD.* 

On  the  opposite  side  is  inscribed  a  brief  record,  of  his  many  virtues 
as  a  citizen,  and  his  high  qualities  as  a  soldier. 

It  is  said  that  De  Kalb  had  a  presentiment  that  he  should  be  killed  m 
this  battle,  and  remarked  to  a  brother  officer  the  night  previous  to  the 
engagement,  in  a  melancholy  manner :  *  To-morrow  vnll  be  my  last' 

It  was  night  ere  I  left  the  battle-field :  the  sculptured  monuments  of 
the  grave-yard  near  by,  and  the  lofty  steeples  of  the  village  churches^ 
loomed  in  the  dim  distance.  In  returning  to  the  town  I  passed  many 
little  mounds,  scattered  here  and  there  over  the  plain,  that  told  too 
plainly,  alas!  of  bones  crumbling  beneatli,  which,  once  animated  with 
life,  fought  valiantly  for  freedom. 


LINES     WRITTEN     BY     MOONLIGHT     AT     SEA. 

How  sweet 't  is  at  midnight  to  lie 

At  length  by  the  side  of  the  deck, 
And  gaze  on  the  bright  moon  on  high, 
'  That  threatens  no  tempest  nor  wreoL ! 

See  the  cloud  that  now  passes  beneath 

The  round  of  her  beautiful  crest ; 
'T  is  a  fair  cloud,  resembling  the  wreath 

Of  snow  on  a  hill  of  the  West ! 

And  the  ocean  is  calm  as  a  lake, 

Where  the  winds  have  been  laid  long  ago ; 

Not  a  wave  is  seen  rising  to  break 
The  silence  that  reigns  with  its  flow. 

But  the  dolphin  is  sporting  to-night, 

And  tho  Nautilus  stretches  his  sail, 
Of  crimson  and  pink,  with  delight, 

In  the  bahn  of  the  moonlight  pale. 

m 

Yet  slowly  he  drifts  by  the  ship  ; 

For  the  breath  of  the  maiden  you  woo 
Falls  scarcely  more  light  on  your  lip 

Than  the  air  on  his  silken  canoe !  d»,  p,  ox«o». 
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SONNET 

ecooxsrsv    BT   TB-m   rzys-Lixx   paivtjko   oy  ▲  bbaxttivqi.  obtx.i>,  vass   jmcaszATSXT  Avram 

XBATK.   BT   lftZ.Z3R. 

TRmMPHAJfT  (^eniiiB,  o'er  Uie  oouoh  of  death, 
Grazes  upon  the  pale  and  lifeless  (day 
To  catch  life's  latest  ebb,  the  eye's  last  ray, 

And  the  faint  tremor  of  the  parting  breath, 

Ere  they  have  fled  :  to  immortality 
Then  strives  with  maffio  pencil  to  restore 
Each  lovely  look  and  lineament  it  wore; 

The  rosy  cheek,  the  bright  and  sparkling  eye, 

The  softened  tints,  through  which  the  power  of  thought, 
With  life,  and  health,  and  thei  blood  connring  warm, 
Seem  beaming  forth  from  that  loved,  lifeless  form ; 

Tin  the  fond  mother,  by  the  likeness  caught. 

Believes  her  darling  boy  is  yet  possessed. 

And  ope's  her  arms  to  clasp  him  to  her  breast ! 

Jaicbi  Wrvnt,  21.  D. 


THE     SAINT     LEGER     PAPERS. 

'  All  ready  for  a  start/  was  the- summons,  twice  repeated,  in  the 
clear  cheerful  voice  of  Macklome,  which  awakened  me  from  a  refresh- 
ing sleep,  but  a  few  minutes,  apparently,  after  I  had  fallen  into  it.  I 
sprang  up,  and  for  a  moment  was  lost  in  that  bewildering  unconscious- 
ness of  time,  and  circiunstance,  which  often  attends  the  slumberer  when 
suddenly  roused  in  a  strange  place.  I  looked  around  the  room ;  the 
curtains  were  drawn  across  the  windows,  so  that  it  was  quite  daik ;  I 

Sut  forth  my  hand  to  grasp  the  nearest  object ;  I  strained  my  eyes  to 
iscem  a  ^imiliar  one.     *  Sleeper  —  sleeper  —  almost  five  o'cloct  —  a 
hot  cup  of  coffee  ready,  and  no  time  to  be  lost —  come,  come !'  brought 
me  to  my  senses  and  out  of  the  bed  at  the  same  instant. 
•  I  will  be  with  you  in  ^ve  minutes,*  cried  I, 

'You  shall  have  ten,' replied  Macklome,  good-humoredly,  as  he 
made  his  way  down  the  stairs.  I  stepped  to  the  window,  and  drawine 
aside  the  curtains,  threw  it  open  and  looked  out  The  air  was  cool  ana 
fragrant ;  the  dawn  was  perceptible  by  a  few  faint  lines  which  streaked 
over  the  east ;  every  thing  was  still,  except  that  there  were  occasional 
signs  of  returning  animation  among  the  inhabitants  of  the  poultry-yard, 
while  the  bark  of  a  dog,  from  a  distant  cottage,  was  answered  at  inter- 
vals by  the  mastiff  of  mine  host. 

At  the  door  of  the  inn  stood  the  *  fiihrwerk,*  before  which  was  har- 
nessed the  smart  'keppel'  of  the  kind-hearted 'Catharine. 

I  dressed  myself  quickly,  and  hastened  down  to  the  public  room, 
where  the  table  was  already  laid  for  us,  with  boiled  eggs,  rolls,  and 
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fresh  butter.  I  found  my  compamon  ui  as  cheerful  a  humor  aa  er^r, 
enjoymg  with  great  zest,  the  idea  of  our  morning's  expedition.  In 
two  or  three  minutes  Catharine  herself  entered  with  the  coffee^  lier 
natural  German  quietness  entirely  forsaking  her,  under  the  excitemeot 
of  this  novel  enterprise.  We  soon  despatched  the  morning  naeal ;  and, 
ailer  parting  salutations  with  the  young  hostess,  we  drove  cSL 

I  found  that  Macklome  had  perfected  all  his  arrangements,  &r  in  the 
bottom  of  the  wagon  nestled  an  urchin,  who  was  to  take  the  convey- 
ance back  from  Dresden. 

We  went  on  for  a  Httle  while  vnthout  a  word  being  spoken.  At 
length  Macklome  broke  the  silence :  *  What  is  your  plan  V    • 

'I  have  matured  none/  said  I.  ' I  am  to  meet  Heinrich  Waneniodi 
at  the  Stadt-Prtissien  as  soon  as  we  get  to  town ;  in  the  mean  time»  I 
would  advise  with  you/ 

*  Well,  then/  he  said,  in  a  half  playful,  half  serious  tone, '  let  us  re- 
solve, in  the  first  place,  that  Montbeliard,  or  Vautrey,  as  you  name  him, 
shall  not  marry  your  cousin ;  and,  secondly,  let  us  discuss  the  yariooB 
means  to  be  adopted  to  carry  out  the  resolution.'  Suddenly  changing 
his  tone,  he  continued :  '  I  know  this  Vautrey ;  he  is  the  only  human 
being  toward  whom  I  have  a  settled  and  unalterable  feeling  of  abhor- 
rence. It  would  be  a  charity  to  plimge  a  dagger  into  your  cousin's 
heart,  rather  than  give  her  up  to  hun.' 

*  But  if  Leila  is  determined,  in  consequence  of ' 

*  I  care  not  for  that,'  interrupted  Macklome.  *  She  must  be  forcibly 
prevented  ;  then  she  can  not  reproach  herself 

*  How  shall  wo  find  Vautrey  V 

'  I  will  find  him  in  two  hours  after  we  get  to  Dresden,'  returned  my 
friend. 

*  And  what  afler  he  is  found  V 

*  I  should  be  tempted  to  destroy  him,'  said  Macklome,  'but  that  moflt 
not  be.  Let  us  see  what  you  can  efiect  with  your  cousin ;  after  tliat 
we  will  turn  to  the  count.  And  remember,  I  hold  myself  bound  to  yon, 
as  knight  or  squire,  as  principal  or  second,  against  one  or  agamst  a 
thousand,  in  single  fight  or  in  the  mel6e,  rescue  or  no  rescue,  unto  the 
death.' 

The  conversation  was  carried  on  with  animation,  and  with  that  pecu- 
liar confidence  produced  by  congenial  feelings,  and  a  unity  of  parpooe. 

In  this  way  we  drove  along ;  the  road  was  familiar  to  my  companion, 
who  oflen  turned  aside  into  pleasant  lanes  and  by-paths,  in  order  to 
shorten  the  distance.  At  first,  the  inhabitants  of  the  cottages  were 
just  rising  as  we  passed ;  after  a  while,  we  witnessed,  through  the  win- 
dows, active  preparations  hr  breakfast ;  Luther  on,  they  were  partaking 
of  the  meal,  and  soon  were  seen  commencing  upon  the  labors  of  the 
day. 

A  few  minutes  before  ten  we  reached  Dresden.  We  stopped  at  a 
small  inn  before  we  came  to  the  better  part  of  the  town.  Leaving  the 
lad  to  procure  refreshment  for  himselt  and  horse,  and  return  to  the 
halfway  house,  we  walked  on  together  a  short  distance,  wh^i  Mad^- 
lome,  after  giving  me  general  directions  by  which  I  could  find  die 
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Stadt-Prtissien,  and,  promiBing  to  be  with  me  in  two  bouTB,  crossed 
over,  turned  down  a  narrow  street  and  disappeared. 

I  proceeded  to  make  my  way  to  the  hotel,  which  I  reached  after  a 
walk  of  half  a  mile,  having  once  or  twice  missed  the  direct  course. 
Wollenroth  was  standing  on  the  steps,  anxiously  gazing  at  each  person 
who  passed.  He  greeted  me  as  if  we  had  been  friends  from  childhood ; 
but  dejection  and  despair  were  in  his  look. 

'  She  will  not  see  me,'  he  said ;  '  My  friend,  what  can  be  done  ?  From 
this  day,  life  has  no  charm  —  death  no  terror.  Do  not  desert  me ;  I 
put  myself  in  your  hands ;  only  act  —  a^cty  for  Heaven's  sake.' 

We  went  into  a  private  room,  and  sat  down  together ;  he  became 
more  composed,  and  informed  me  that  Leila  feared  another  meeting 
would  be  more  than  she  could  bear,  that  he  had  taken  neither  food  nor 
rest  since  he  lefl  me,  but  had  walked  up  and  down  the  streets  the  whole 
niefat,  and  only  came  to  the  hotel  to  meet  his  appointment. 

/For  a  few  moments  I  felt  altogether  at  a  loss.  Heinrich  seemed  to 
depend  entirely  upon  me,  and  I  found  myself)  as  it  were  unconsciously 
falling  back  upon  Macklome.  I  began  to  think  over  the  whole  afiair 
with  seriousness.  I  tried  to  survey  it  in  a  practical,  matter-of-fact  way. 
How  should  I  act  ?  What  could  I  do  ]  How  far  ought  I  to  interfere  ] 
Leila  was  the  betrothed  of  Vautrey  by  the  solemn  appointment  of  a 
dying  father,  and  who  could  tell  what  might  depend  Upon  the  fulfilment 
of  the  troth  ?  On  the  other  side,  the  conviction  that  it  was  obtained  by 
fraud ;  the  absolute  abhorrence  of  Leila  to  the  count,  and  her  repug- 
nance to  the  imion ;  the  complete  sacrifice  it  would  effect  of  two  young 
spirits,  made  me  consider  almost  any  course  justifiable  to  relieve 
tnenL 

I  thought  of  the  interview  I  had  witnessed  between  Leila  and  Vautrey 
in  St.  Kilda ;  of  the  scorn  with  which  she  then  dismissed  him  from  her 
presence ;  of  his  threat,  and  of  her  proud  defiance.  A  chill  ran  through 
me  as  I  contemplated  the  end.  My  visit  to  St  Kilda,  my  interviews 
with  Leila,  our  relationship,  her  apparent  fate,  crowded  tumultuously 
upon  me.  Must  one  so  young,  so  fair,  so  noble,  be  destroyed  without 
an  efibrt  in  her  behalf?  What  if  she  conscientiously  insists  on  keeping 
the  promise  to  her  father ;  shall  those  not  bound  tamely  witness  the 
sacrifice  ?  I  was  roused  also  to  attempt  something,  by  the  resolute  tone 
of  Macklome.  The  careless,  cheernil,  but  honest  and  clearnsighted 
wanderer,  on  this  occasion  threw  aside  his  humor,  gayety,  and  indifie- 
rence,  for  an  unconquerable  resolve.  But  I  was  a  stranger  in  Dresden ; 
I  knew  no  one  in  the  town  save  Wallenroth,  who  did  not  himself  re- 
side there ;  and  so  had  to  ask  again  :  '  What  can  wo  do  V 

Wallenroth  was  really  incapable  of  advising.  The  blow  had  fallen 
so  suddenly  that  he  was  stunned.  I  repeated  some  words  of  comfort, 
but  they  seemed  tame  and  common-place.  I  assured  him  I  would  de- 
vote myself  to  the  cause  of  Leila,  but  felt  that  my  efforts  were  insigni- 
ficant. I  tried  to  cheer  him,  but  only  became  myself  the  more  dejected. 
At  length  I  entreated  him  to  seek  repose.  This  he  refused,  until  I 
suggested  that  he  would  need  all  his  strength  to  carry  out  the  plan  we 
were  to  consummate,  when  he  took  some  refreshment  and  attempted 
to  sleep. 
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I  bad  some  time  to  wait  before  I  should  meet  Madklomey  but  I  oould 
not  occupy  it. 

I  had  anticipated  pleasure  on  entering  the  brilliaiit  cn>ital  of  Saxony. 
Here  was  a  check  to  every  feeling  like  enjoyment.  How  diflferent  nj 
thoughts  from  those  I  indulged  in  but  the  day  preriouSy  when,  encharttea 
with  the  idea  of  throwing  myself  upon  the  world,  I  set  out  from  Le^ 
sic,  and  climbed  with  Macklorne  the  vine-clad  hillB  with  an  unbounded 
sense  of  freedom  in  the  prospecL    My  life-motto  came  to  my  nmid : 

Sed  midi  res,  non  vuj  reta^,  snbmitUf  emur, 

*  I  will  not  yield  to  the  circumstance,'  I  exclaimed,  aloud ;  *it  nnj 
effect  my  course  of  action,  but  myself —  never.  Courage  I  oar  came 
is  a  good  one.'  Before  the  time  expired  for  Macklome'a  appearanoel 
had  regained  my  equanimity,  and  was  ready  to  act  with  reaohition. 

My  mend  had  been  as  good  as  his  word.  He  bad  diacovared  wben 
Vautrey  lodged,  but  evaded  my  inquiry  when  I  aaked  bow  he  haddooe 
so.  I  told  him  briefly  what  had  passed  between  Wollenroth  and  mf- 
self,  and  we  concluded,  as  the  only  alternative,  that  I  ahould  visit  ma 
count,  >vithout  delay,  for  we  could  decide  on  nothing  until  we  knewdia 
position  he  would  assume. 

I  directed  my  steps  to  No.  —  in  the  Kbnig  Strasse.  My  last  iIltB^ 
view  with  Vautrey  had  been  when  ii^terested  for  the  safiaty  of  Gkn- 
finglas,  I  went  to  request  him  to  abstain  from  an  affray.  The  last  time 
I  had  seen  him,  except  on  the  previous  day,  was  when,  after  beii^ 
hurled  from  the  clifis  by  Donacha  Maclan,  he  was  drawn  up,  bleeding 
and  insensible. 

I  could  not  decide  in  what  way  to  approach  him.  I  tbougfat  it  belt 
to  leave  that  imtil  I  should  learn  the  nature  of  my  reception.  Aziired 
at  his  lodgings,  which  were  in  the  finest  part  of  the  town,  I  sent  nj 
name  to  the  count,  and  was  presently  waited  upon  by  bis  old  Yalet  and 
requested  to  step  into  his  private  room.  I  found  him  in  a  rich  rliTiaiing 
gown,  in  an  easy  chair ;  the  room  in  disorder :  havine  the  iqipearanoa 
of  preparation  for  a  journey  or  removaL  Articles  of  fency,  destined 
apparently  for  a  lady,  were  scattered  around,  and  everything  orrlwKita^ 
an  unsettled  state  of  things. 

As  I  entered,  Vautrey  rose  and  came  toward  me.  Holdingr  out  his 
hand,  he  said,  *  This  is  I  presume  the  Mr.  Saint  Leger  I  met  m  Soo^ 
land,  although  I  should  not  now  recognise  you.  We  are  older— boA 
of  us  —  than  we  were  five  years  ago.  I  remember  there  were  woidi 
between  us.  I  will  say,  let  them  be  forgotten.  I  suppose  you  oomato 
be  present  at  the  bridal.  You  have  lived  some  time  in  Letpsic,  I  b^ 
lieve.' 

This  was  spoken  naturally  and  without  efibrt,  while  be  retained  mf 
hand  which  it  was  impossible  for  me  not  to  have  extended  to  meet  bs 
own.  '  But  sit  down,'  ho  continued,  *  Miguel,  some  vnne.  "Wben  bave 
you  heard  from  our  Scottish  friends ;  do  you  fimcy  that  bewitdiiqg 
Ella  as  much  as  ever,  or  have  you  lost  your  heart  here,  where  »ffiiT^*«M 
are  more  amiable,  if  not  more  captivating  ?  Seriously,  bow  are  your 
friends  at  home,  and  how  are  you  ]' 

I  was  mastered  at  the  outset  by  the  careless  fireedom,  easoi  ready 
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appreciation  and  cleveiiiess  of  this  profund  dissimulator.  His  practi- 
cal world-knowledge  seemed  an  over-match  for  the  book-wisdom  of 
the  student  I  felt  that  there  was  a  force  brought  into  the  field,  against 
which  I  had  none  similar  to  oppose ;  and  that  I  was  in  danger  of  losing 
the  day,  not  from  want  of  strength  to  conduct  the  contest,  but  from  loss 
of  the  vantage  ground.  A  straightforward  course  was  the  only  one 
for  me  to  pursue.  As  soon  therefore  as  Vautrey  paused  in  his  inqui- 
ries, I  replied,  quietly,  that  my  friends  at  home  were  vyejl,  that  I  had 
not  come  to  Dresden  to  attend  the  bridal,  but  to  see  what  I  could  do  to 
prevent  it,  and  to  that  end  had  in  the  first  instance  called  upon  him.  I 
went  on  to  say,  Vautrey  showing  no  signs  of  impatience,  that  I  be- 
lieved the  proposed  union  would  make  Leila  miserable,  and  that  I 
trusted,  unpleasant  as  the  truth  might  be,  he  was  incapable  of  destroy- 
ing the  happiness  of  so  lovely  a  creature  by  insisting  on  the  fulfilment 
of  a  promise  made  lo  soothe  the  last  moments  of  a  aying  father. 

He  listened  with  composure,  until  I  finished.  I  had  expected  to  be 
interrupted  but  he  had  learned  the  lesson  of  absolute  control 

*  Saint  Leger,*  he  now  said,  *  you  expect  to  see  me  angry  —  most 
men  would  be  so  —  at  this  unwarrantable  interference  between  Leila 
and  myself;  for  I  cannot  presume  that  you  have  her  sanction  in  calling 
upon  me ;'  I  shook  my  head ;  *  but,'  he  proceeded,  *  I  am  not  angry ; 
I  have  lived  too  long  to  be  angry  ;  beside  I  take  what  you  have  said 
in  good  part,  believing  that  you  are  honest.  I  will  be  equally  frank 
wiSi  you.  I  have  lived  in  the  world  and  have  had  my  pleasure  in  it ; 
I  have  gratified  my  senses,  I  have  pleased  my  tastes ;  what  wealth  could 
purchase  or  health  could  enjoy  I  have  possessed ;  I  have  never  missed 
my  aim,  nor  been  cheated  of  desired  revenge  ;  I  have  been  successful 
with  women  and  have  defied  men ;  the  world  has  been  my  minister 
and  it  has  served  me  faithfully ;  for  all  that,  at  six-and-twenty  I  am  sated ; 
these  things  no  longer  attract  or  pleasure  me.  I  seek  some  new  life,  I 
search  for  a  new  enjoyment,  and  I  would  find  it  with  Leila  Saint  Leger. 
She  is  mine,'  and  his  eyes  glistened  with  triumph,  in  spite  of  his  cool 
manner ;  *  mine,  by  every  thing  that  can  make  oaths  binding.  Through 
life  I  have  pursued  her,  and  now  she  shall  not  escape  me.  Do  not 
think,  however,  that  I  would  sacrifice  her.  I  know  the  sex.  She  will 
at  first  resist  my  approaches,  she  will  be  unhappy,  she  will  not  love  me ; 
but  time  will  cure  all  this.  You  do  not  taste  your  wine  ;  come,  drink 
to  my  happy  union  with  your  cousin.' 

*  Excuse  me,  count,  but  as  I  have  broached  a  disagreeable  subject, 
let  me  finish  it.  What  you  say  does  not  alter  my  opinion,  that  Leila's 
happiness  is  now  irrevocably  at  stake,  and  that,  as  a  man  of  honor,  you 
should  release  her  from  the  promise  that  binds  her.  I  perceive  you 
will  not  yield.  Are  there  no  considerations  which  I  could  urge  to 
change  your  decision  V 

*  What  mean  you  V  he  asked,  quickly,  while  a  slight  red  spot  glowed 
on  either  cheek. 

*  Your  fortune  is  ample,  count,  as  you  have  said ;  but  it  might  be 
doubled.* 

'  By  Heaven,  you  shall  pay  for  this !'  he  exclaimed,  starting  to  his 
feet ;  '  but  no,  there  shall  be  no  more  violence,'  he  said,  in  a  lower  tone. 


342  Ltvocation  to  the  Beautifid,  [April, 

as  he  resumed  his  seat.  '  I  understand  you,  Saint  Leger»  but  you  do 
not  understand  me ;  you  have  had  little  opportunity  to  know  me,  and  I 
acquit  you  of  intentional  insult.  Others  may  call  me  what  they  wSi; 
unscrupulous,  abandoned,  a  debauchee,  a  villain ;  but  in  this  busioai 
I  have,  as  I  said  to  vou,  a  new  purpose,  a  new  hope.  I  tell  you,  J.  hm 
set  my  life  upon  this  venture,  and  with  my  life  only  will  I  abandon  k 
Say  no  more  to  me.  Leila,  I  know,  does  not  authorize  this  applicatioo; 
you  can  not  get  her  consent  to  your  interference ;  but  I  give  you  credit 
for  good  purposes,  else  I  had  not  listened  a  moment.  As  it  is,  you  onut 
be  satisfied.  I  offer  you  my  hand  again ;  I  do  not  ask  you  to  pledge 
me  in  the  glass ;  let  die  wine  remain  untasted,  if  you  will  have  it  lo^ 
but  —  you  are  the  nearest  relative  Leila  has  upon  the  contineiit  —  will 
you  not  be  present  at  the  ceremony  1  It  will  take  place  to-mamm 
evening  at  seven,  precisely  in  the  cathedraL' 
'  I  will  be  there,  Count.  Good  morning.'    t  turned  and  left  the  voon. 


INVOCATION      TO      THE      BEAUTIFUL. 


X. 


Come  to  me  when  Aurora  opes  her  eyci, 
Beneath  a  heaven  of  blue  and  oloudloas  iluet ; 
Conic  when  briglit  day  wanes  wearied  to  repow, 
And  one  by  one  Night's  watehful  eyes  nncloie. 


II. 


Tell  me,  in  tones  of  milsic  from  thy  wotlf 

All  the  wild  thoughts  beyond  the  will's  ocmtTol: 

Whisper  of  loveliiiess  and  all  things  dear, 

That  charm  and  soothe  in  Life's  terrestrial  sphere. 


lit. 


Catch  from  the  sunbeam  a  translucent  toI, 
Sip  from  the  dew-drop  trembling  in  the  gale, 
Add  to  the  lustre  of  thy  beaming  eyes 
A  ray  from  those  that  sparkle  in  the  skies. 


XV. 


Deck  th^*-  white  robes  with  mosses  from  the  dell, 
Bind  up  thy  hair  with  wTeaths  of  pearly  shell, 
Sandal  thy  feet  with  tender  fragrant  leaves, 
Bear  in  thy  hand  the  wand  Tftania  weaves. 


▼. 


Steal  from  pale  Memory  all  her  subtle  powOT, 
Be  but  for  me  in  this  delicious  hour : 
Come  in  the  morning  or  in  evening  gloom ; 
Come  by  the  light  of-  stars  or  silver  mocm. 


VI. 


Oh !  come,  witli  nature  and  with  frcaSmem  swest} 
Come,  and  let  music  echo  from  thy  feet : 
So  shalt  thou  type  and  herald  precious  be 
Of  every  beauty,  and  all  joy  to  me. 
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Ko.  a. 


W  A  G  8  T  A  F  P,     Editor, 


CIRKELATEI 


Our  readers  and  patroons  and 
dverdsing  list  are  kindly  requested 
)  bear  with  the  delay  of  our  issoo, 
rhich  has  now  been  intercected  for 
3me  two  months  by  sickness  and 
ther  causes,  and  our  travel  into  Ar- 
ansaas  territory.  From  the  many 
iquiries  which  have  been  made  for 
s,  we  believe  that  the  Flag-Staff 
I  firmly  planted  on  the  top  wave 
f  an  advancing  public  opinion, 
nd  gifted  with  eagel  wings,  and  a 
eart  of  oak,  incited  by  moral  pur- 
oses,  devoted  to  advertisements 
nd  all  causes  of  reform,  (we  are 
appy  to  inform  our  readers  that 
ur  sick  brother  is  better)  knows 
lo  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  right  on. 
lay  the  tide  continue  to  flow ! 
yom,  hay,  oats,  grits  as  usual  taken 
a  exchange. 

Reader,  we  are  now  sitooated  in 
►ur  offis,  and  returned  to  an  exci- 
ing  life  of  mind  for  your  good. 
Ne  shall  institute  the  Flag-Staff  on 
tin  better  fundamentals.  We  are 
ifraid  that  we  carried  it  in  some 
hings  too  extravagantly  fur.  Too 
nuch  of  one  thing  is  good  for  no- 
hing.  We  mean  to  go  hully  for 
he  practical,  for  in  this  ked'ntry 
vhatever  is  n't  practical  is  an  im- 
)ractability,  as  our  old  aunt  Sharlot 
ised  to  say.  That  was  1  reason 
md  a  good  reason  too,  why  we 
emporary  stopt  the  Flag-Staff.  It 
vas  to  git  breath,  hitch  up,  go  to 


Arkansaiis,  (where  we  see  Albert 
Pike)  and  theu  begin  anew,  fresh 
as  a  bridegroom  with  his  hair  new 
reaped,  shone  like  a  stubble-field 
at  harvest  home.  In  the  West  we 
see  a  good  many  newspapers,  but 
as  we  said  before,  thfey  can't  write. 
There  's  no  moral  design  into  'em. 
They  never  been  bred  up  to  the 
pen,  which  if  they  do  not,  it  is  le- 
gitimately impossible  that  any  thing 
excelsior  in  the  way  of  literature 
should  be  attained,  and  so  we  told 
Albert  Pike. 

But  they  can  do  a  great  many 
other  things  and  do  do  Uiem,  whicn 
would  astonish  an  Atlantic  mind  in 
those  interior  States.  They  will 
take  a  slip  of  land  runnin'  out  in 
the  Misippi  river,  and  in^  two  or 
three  days  build  up  a  considerabul 
town  where  there  was  nothing  but 
mud  and  a  hull  army  of  ke-blunk 
bull-frogs.  In  a  short  time  more 
that  town  will  have  a  board  of  Al- 
dermen, who  save  money  enough 
out  of  public  taxes  to  meet  together 
in  Botial  turkle-soup  dinners  and  on 
keg  oysters  brought  from  the  East. 
Bime  by  you  see  Astor-Houses  and 
long  lines  of  shops  with  calico  hung 
out,  and  mercantile  agencies  from 
New- York  with  big  nngs  on  their 
fingers,  cut  a  swell  at  the  hotels  and 
drink  champagne.  Bime  by  that 
town  will  have  what  is  called  *  the 
Umg^  a  sort  of  Quality,  who  live  in 
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tliree-story  housen,  a  good  ways  off 
from  the  calico  flags,  and  the  ladies 
wipe  their  sweet  pretty  mouths  with 
fine  cambric  wit^  a  hem-stitch  or 
lace  border  all  round  it  two  or  three 
inches  deep,  covered  with  musk, 
and  twelve  o'clock  get  into  a  nice 
carriage  at  the  door,witli  a  stag's 
head  onto  the  pannel,  or  an  eagel 
with  his  wings  spread  out,  or  a  lion 
standin'  on  his  hind  legs,  coupant 
and  roarin'  as  if  ho  had  just  come 
out  of  the  woods.  And  if  you  go 
into  rooms  at  nights,  you  will  listen 
to  sweet  sounds  of  pcanas,  and  see 
Polkas  danced,  ancl  a  great  many 
brave  beauxs  who  would  n't  be  out 
of  place  even  in  Bunkum  or  Broad- 
way. Bime  by  as  civilization  ad- 
vances, there  will  be  great  com- 
mercial failures  called  smashes,  and 
the  pier-glasses  and  window-curt- 
ings  under  the  hammer,  and  then 
up  on  their  legs  again  as  if  nothink 
had  happened,  and  begin  the  world 
anew.  Never  despair  is  the  motto 
in  this  part  of  tlie  vnirruld.  But 
we  i^dsht  you  could  sec  their  steam- 
boats and  sail  into  'em  like  we  done. 
Great  manmioth,  anaconda  like 
structures,  as  long  as  a  degree  of 
latitude  in  jography ;  fine  cabins 
almost  too  good  to  spit  on  ;  state- 
rooms a  good  sight  better  than  we 
can  afford  to  live  in  to  home  ;  meals 
containing  the  fat  of  the  land,  and 
they  run  in  a  hull  forest  of  pine- 
wood,  pitch  and  tar  in  the  bilers, 
and  run  races,  which,  when  they  do 
bust,  they  rain  down  a  whole  shower 
of  arms,  legs  and  bodies  from  those 
not  so  fortunate  to  escape  onto  the 
adjacent  ked'ntry.  An  accident  of 
this  kind  occurred  one  day  in  ad- 
vance of  our  travel,  and  three  per- 
sons who  had  agreed  to  subscribe 
the  Flag-Staff  blown  up ;  a  dead 
loss  to  us.  We  mean  to  send  the ' 
sheet  entirely  gratis  to  the  widows. ; 
Go  thou  and  do  likewise.     In  poli-  j 


tics,  they  are  extremely  savage  and 
go  for  the  Union  to  a  man.  Not 
one  of  them  will  liearken  to  any 
such  thing  as  diasolve  the  common- 
wealth, but  leave  it  just  where 
Washington  left  it;  and  paUed 
be  the  arm  that  would  scratch  oat 
one  star  from  her  escwement ! 

Schools  and  eddication  is  flour- 
ishing. For  eddication  is  the  czeOwn- 
in'  glory  of  the  Uniten'd  Stets. 

Albert  Pike  lives  at  Litde  RocL 
and  vnrote  '  Hymns  to  the  G9d8»' 
and  we  dined  with  hinit  when  he 
praised  our  Flag-Stafi^  and  said  it 
was  written  in  a  ffood  English  stvfe, 
in  answer  to  which,  we  replied  to 
him,  that  that  was  all  we  amied  at 
to  make  ourselves  understood ;  that 
writing  was  our  Fort,  from  whidi 
nothing  but  a  troop  of  Ingens  could 
drive  us  out.  '  Says  he^'  pooling 
out  another  glass  of  apple-jack, 
(and  we  donethe  same,) '  do  yon 
remain  entranced  just  where  700 
are.  Daniel  Webster  in  the  Senate, 
and  Noah  Webster  in  the  spelfing- 
book,  could  not  do  more  fiir  tne 
ked'ntry  than  you  are  doing  indnt 
sheet  Put  me  down  for  a  snfaacri- 
ber.  Send  it  to  Little  Rock  in  a 
strong  wrapper/  For  which  we 
thanked  him,  told  him  our  pay  was 
in  adwanco,  and  asked  him  to  wzile 
*  Hymna  to  the  Gods,'  which  lie 
sot  right  down  and  done,  but  we 
lost  it  on  the  Missouri  river,  when 
our  hat  blew  off  to  the  valy  of  three 
dollars,  for  which  we  patromzed 
the  Arkansafts  hatters  aind  hooj^ 
a  fur  cup.  He  is  an  excellent  man, 
and  fought  in  the  Mexican  war. 
Bears  is  plenty  and  buffalos  further 
West.    DvX  more  anon.  Sir. 


A  CLOSE,  miserly  man  who  Srei 
in  his  own  house,  is  like  an  oyster 
confined  to  his  shell  by  a  \afi 
heart. 
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A  CORRESPONDENT  wantBtoknow 
the  difference  between  *  Humbug' 
and  *  Bugbear.'    We  are  surprised 
at  the  question.     Humbug  le  not 
Bugbear;    and  wicy-wercy,    any 
more  'n  Bugbear  is  Humbug  and 
wicy-wercy.  They  go  on  their  own 
hook,  and  hooking  is  too  good  for 
either  of  them.     Let 's  go  into  the 
question  a  little.     You  see  they  *re 
both  biigs,  only  one  has  hum  before 
it,  and  die  other  hear  after  it.     So 
then  the  distinxion  lies  not  between 
bug  and  hugy  but  between  hum  and 
hear.     Now  we're  comin'  to  the 
very  marrow  of  the  subjek,  which 
we  mean  to  skoop  out  oi  the  bone 
with  the  handle  of  the  table-spoon 
of  common  sense,  and  lay  it  on  the 
toast  of  intelligence,  and  sprinkle 
it  with  the  red-pepper  of  humor. 
Well  a  humbug  is  in  its  natur  small, 
buzzing  and  contemptible  like  a  fly 
or  a  musketer,  and  though  there 
may  be  a  great  humbug,  it  is  only 
the  hum  that  is  great,  but  the  bug 
is  really  little.     Bime  by  it  flies  in 
the  lamp  of  exposure  and  then  you 
see  it  aint  much.     A  bugbear  is  a 
great  big  thing,  as  big  as  a  moun- 
tain that  has  got  no  existence  at  all, 
but  it  is  in  the  imaginations  of  men, 
and  that 's  the  same  thing  as  if  it 
was  alive  and  Idckin'  like  a  polar 
bear.     That 's  our  definition,  but 
we  have  n't  looked  at  Noah  Web- 
ster. 


To  an  *  Old  Friend'  who  sends 
us  a  plate  of  shin  of  beef  soup,  we 
thank  him  most  cordially,  and  may 
ten  per  cent,  of  it  be  returned  into 
his  own  buzzum. 


Some  men  the  more  you  know 
of  them  you  like  them  less.  Other 
men,  the  less  you  know  of  them, 
you  like  them  more.  We  are  sorry 
that  it  is  so,  but  so  it  is. 


At  a  large  tmd  fully  attended 
meeting  of  9ie  people  of  Bunkum 
on  Tuesday  night,  it  was  voted  that 
the  thanks  of  the  community  and  a 
small  silver-cup  be  presented  to 
Mr.  J.  W.  Todlemus,  *  for  straight- 
forward conduck  as  a  fellow  citi- 
zen and  a  man.'  Mr.  Todlemus 
returned  thankain  a  set  speech,  in 
which  he  said  that  his  desire  always 
should  be  both  in  the  transactions  of 
his  Soap-Factory,  and  in  his  politi- 
cal, moral,  social,  family,  and  other 
relations,  to  toe  the  straight  chalk- 
line  of  duty.  —  ( Cheers,) 

At  the  same  time  and  place,  a 
handsome  medal  was  presented  in 
the  name  of  several  gentlemen  pas- 
sengers on  the  *  Streak  of  Light- 
ning' Ferry-Boat,  to  Captain  Mix, 
for  having  steered  clear  of  a  large 
cake  of  ice  day  before  yesterday. 
Captain  Mix  returned  thanks. — 
( Cheers) 


Caliporny.  —  The  wonderful 
doin's  in  these  diggin's  still  con- 
tinoo,  and  its  more  like  Jack  and 
the  Bean-Pole  than  any  think  we 
pretty  near  ever  knew.  The  fol- 
lowing remarkable  suckumstanse 
occurred ;  and  when  we  say  that 
we  had  it  from  the  identical  indi- 
vidooal,  our  word  will  not  be  dis- 
believed. A  yoimg  man  named 
Silvester  Snaps,  of  an  enterprisin' 
turn,  went  out  with  three  or  four 
hundred  dollars,  and  at  Panama 
was  robbed,  and  devil  as  many 
pennies  had  he  to  save  his  lifb. 
The  robbers  cut  out  the  whole 
pocket  of  his  coat,  where  he  had 
his  pocket-book,  with  a  pedn-knife 
or  sharp  razor ;  and  when  he  put 
his  hand  in  for  to  get  it,  lowen  and 
behold  it  was  gone !  What  does 
he  do  ?  Shed  tears  ?  Friends  and 
fellow  countrymen,  no  !  He  lands 
at  St.  Francisco  without  a  cent; 


346 


Bunkum  Flag-Staff  and  IndepaideiU  tkko.  [Apiilt 


and|  sbavin'  himself  with  his  own 
razor  and  washin'  himself  with  his 
own  soap,  walks  through  the  streets, 
fresh  as  a  bridegroom.  Presently 
he  sees  two  men  at  a  stand-still, 
talking.  Goin'  promptly  up  and 
listening  to  their  conversation,  he 
hears  one  of  them  say,  *  I  'd  like 
to  do  the  job  for  you,  but  I  can't 
do  it;  my  hands  is  full.*  With 
that  he  turns  off.  Our  young  man 
says,  '  What  is  it  you  want  done  V 
Says  the  other, '  It  is  to  hang  some 
walls  with  cotton  cloth,  as  we  can't 
get  no  other  material.'  *  Oh,'  says 
the  stranger,  *  I  can  do  that  as  well 
as  any  body.  Only  give  me  a  few 
tacks.'  So  he  does  it,  and  gets 
two  hundred  dollars.  Afler  that, 
walkin'  about  the  town,  he  sees  a 
great  many  bottles  thro\vn  out,  as 
if  good  for  nothing ;  and  while  re- 
wolving  this  fack  in  his  mind,  he 
hears  a  store-keeper  say  to  a  ship- 
captain,  *  We  can't  store  them  'ere 
brandy-hogsheads  any  more.  Wo 
are  sorry  for  it,  but  we  want  the 
room.'  *0h,'  says  our  native  of 
Poughkeepsie,  New- York,  comin' 
up,  *  How  much  brandy  have  you 
got  V  says  he.  *  Two  hundred 
dollars'  worth,'  said  the  other.  *  I  '11 
buy  it  of  you,'  said  ho.  With  that 
ho  planks  down  the  cash,  and  goes 
and  gathers  up  the  bottles.  That 
bottled  brandy  ho  sold  for  one  thou- 
sand dollars.  With  that  he  pushes 
off  for  the  mines,  with  a  wanety  of 
articles,  which  he  sold  for  ten  times 
the  valy.  Bime  by  he  finds  a  stream 
which  he  reckons  can  be  turned 
from  the  bed.  He  hires  some  men 
at  twenty-five  dollars  a-piece  a  day 
to  work  onto  it,  makes  the  stream 
squill  off  its  waters  in  another  way, 
and  there  he  digs  out  fifty  thou- 
sand dollars  right  off,  with  which 
he  came  home,  and  is  now  living 
ut  the  Astor-House,  drinking  his 
champagne  wine,  and  will  proba-  \ 


bly  marry  a  wife  befiira  anodiAr 
year  is  cmt«  and  Ure  as  handsome 
as  any  man  need  to  live. 


9ott9s« 


THE     COHFlDKNCa  '  KAH. 


ojoiro  J. 

Tbcrb  ivas  a  mm  named  DicniT  Doc^ 

Who  in  the  oMca  took  dflUght  I 
He  wore  a  very  ftnttli  rtocfc, 

And  gloves  mott  fnwncenUr  wldta; 
His  biithrflace  neiver  has  ben  I 

Nor  wliere  hla  hialorv  hiwaa, 
Bat  he  *■  become,  M  au  win  o«^ 

A  TOTf  celebrated  man* 
Now  thu  Bune  maoinained  nicsBar  Dfd^ 

Whose  charaeter  waa  liat  a ' 
It  must  be  said,  had  Uttle  iloelE» 

Except  the  stock  about  Ui  w 
He  put  nls  black  mnwlache  in  l 

Whene'er  he  went  to  aogr  Pleoe; 
And  ssTO  the  coat  which  he  nad  en* 

Which  ntted  with  eaeeedlng  vwoh 
And  save  the  fiaare  which  he  cot, 

Few  lists  of  flfforaa  did  he  nm : 
For  thoos^  he  uways  pot  down  % 

Ho  was  not  known  to  cany  L 
He  boarded  at  the  Vast  Hold, 

And  drank  his  bottle  of  wine  adari 
Until  one  morn  the  maater  mid: 
*  Dear  Sir,  there  *s  twenty  bottles  deal: 

Our  rule  is  in  advance  to  pay.* 
Straight  he  unAutod  a  roD  or  bllta. 

And  eaid  with  woonded  dlcnU^, 
Turning  m  red  as  torfcen^ . 

*  Most  certainly — moat  certainlyt 
I  ni  pay  the  score  and  get  me ' 
Where  I'U  not  meet  the  Uka  ( 
For  it  is  voy  pUn  to  see 
YoA  kant  wot  amy  caifjUsncs 
/a 


*0h!  no,'  the  other  quick  rBpOed, 
Seeing  the  cash  he  could  provlda: 

*  Dear  Sir,  we  have,  believe  It  Inw^ 
The  utmost  confldenoe  In  yoo. 

Take  back  the  nmds,  pav  when  yon  «l 
And  eat  and  drink  and  deep  your  flL' 

*  Not  BO,*  the  guest  replied  t  ^yoaaiy 
Receive  the  cash:  I M  rather  pay.* 
So  tsking  up  the  host's  reeel|N, 
He  walked  for  pleaswre  In  the  r 
Six  months  or  naore  the  tima  | 
In  boarding  at  the  Vast  HoMA, 
T1U  one  day  he,  quUe  I 
With  all  his  trunks  i 


CAWTO   XX. 

OxB  who  had  loaned  Qha  ilaiy  goa) 
Our  (Hend  a  hundred  duwr  bilL 
(He  did  it  sore  against  his  Willi) 
Beheld  his  pleassnt  ftMse  no  mm 

Till  one  day  at  Dauioinco'* 
He  saw  him  enter  at  the  door. 

The  adept,  who  had  been  to  I , 

Resolved  to  play  the  part  of  ■CM,* 

Nor  ever  waited  for  a  don; 
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r  and  itdfpendaU  Echo. 


« Exam  mv ;  but, 
Of  wbom  I  boRDVed  < 

Nit,  da  Dot 

ini  pull  tad 

For  it  la  Terr  pl*ln 

Tba  oUwi  Ibrown  from  off  Idi 
RepUsd:  >lTlihD0t  lo  V- '— 
1  rail  Uw  moaer.  It  la  Ir 
But  1  hare  eooUaiM  In 


Ika  Mrwllcn. 

IntoIbsToiBba: 
Heliole  a  naW  ami  Itan  va  idoih.' 
mtt  Him,  ta  MM  of  kleki  MMl  Mcfwi, 
A  trakn  beMlW  blan^  mas, 
B*  tecs,  to  Odt  tM  BMit  Oon, 
nar  DoraUM  nOMv  to  Iha  (DUrl: 
na  MedMr  wia  npOQ  Qw  nomd, 

Tht  lllll1Mni4  -*»—  «"  "n^awmil 

B^ha:  'Inow  wlUbailBnbencs, 

Bm  *ra  be  vnU,  with  KceaU  bluil, 
brtmlliMt  hto^nlaMr  lund. 
Ha  aitd,  ud  nnlkd  qnlla  pleaniitl]ii 
'  B  ip'taraa  m*  t«7  nmah  is  tat 


pRAFs  the  Holy  Scriptura  weri 
never  so  much  read  as  now-a-days 
and  good  need  of  it,  for  never  wa: 
the  world  wickoder.  Among  other 
improveinenla,  we  obacrve  a  great 
Btore  of  books  upon  Bible  charac 
ters ;  a  kind  of  filling  up  of  scrip 
ter  narrative.  We  mink  we  eee  a 
human  hand  filling  up  the  etory  of 
Rodi.  We  have  had  from  two  ( 
three  different  quarters  the  'W< 
men  of  the  Bible.'  There  is  lately 
advertued  '  The  Young  Men  of 
the  Bible.'  Who  will  edit  a  new 
work  to  be  entitled  '  The  Babies 
of  the  Bible  %'  Friends  and  fellow- 
citizens,  do  n't  make  the  good  borik 
Bpleafer  mere  book-making.  If 
you  are  doing  it  for  the  good  of 
your  feller  men,  not  a  word  to  say ; 
but  if  you  are  doing  It  because  it 
is  lucrative,  persuading  youself  that 
the  motive  is  different,  then  we  say 

roL.  XXXV.  i 
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look  out  what  yon  do.  It  is  die 
Book  of  Books.'  It  shines  by  its 
(vn  light,  and  do  n't  borrow  its  e^- 
elleiica  from  pure  white  paper 
ndpicters.  Its  great  outlines  will 
mpreeti  the  mind  better  in  their 
^dness  than  by  any  touches 
;hyourpencilcanpii  ' 
books  on  something  eis< 

We  would  like  to  ask  our  co- 
trumpery  joumaKsta  what  is  a  ftti- 
ihong  ?  We  hear  that  word  veiy 
0  conversation.  That  it  is 
Walker's  or  Webster's  we 
that  it  is  incorrect,  vre  are 
inclined  to  think.  We  heerd  a  fe- 
rocious-looking young  man  cross 
over  the  Brooklyn  Ferry-Boat, 
where  they  have  improved  the  cab- 
inga  wery  much,  and  like  a  draw- 
ing-room, say  that  he  had  a  pen- 
shoug  for  music  and  opera.  We 
udgcd  from  the  context  of  his  con- 
-ersalion,  which  did  Dot  contain  a 
ihimble-full  of  brmns,  that  his  pa- 
nts allowed  him  ^pemien  for  to 
dulgo  his  taste  in  these  things, 
id  to  buy  Macassar  oil  to  fiirbish 
>  his  whiskers  and  keep  his  mus- 
ta«h<?B  in  twist,  and  buy  new  heads 
to  his  cane  after  he  had  sucked  tho 
old  ones  off  Who  will  infonn  ua 
what  is  a  penshongl 

Will  '  Row-de-dow'  call  at  our 
oSico,  and  we  will  then  explain  to 
him  why  we  could  not  insert  his 
composition  on '  Neutral  Relations' 
in  the  Bunkum  Flag-Staff?  First 
of  all,  it  is  full  of  little  i's  as  a  but- 
terfly's head ;  and  would  n't  mind 
this,  were  it  equal  to  a  butterfly  in 
other  respects,  which  it  is  not,  can- 
didly so  to  speak.  Its  ideas  are 
Bomethink  like  a  butterfly,  sure 
enough,  because  when  you  ^  for  to 
catch  them,  you  can't  do  U.  Be- 
sides that,  the  style  is  as  much  in- 
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wolved  as  a  man  that  can't  pay  his 
dets.  There  aint  no  weight  or  heft 
in  the  sendmens :  they  're  as  light 
as  day.     He  can't  wnte. 

Mr.  Coddle. — We  met  our  old 
friend,  Captain  Coddle,  of  the 
*  Medicated  Apple-Saas,*  in  the 
street  to-day,  with  a  big  watch- 
chain  and  seal  hangin'  down  in  front 
of  his  little  rotund  belly,  and  his 
cheeks  shining  like  a  horse  just 
curried  off.  The  *  Saas'  is  rapidly 
filling  his  pocket  with  rocks,  be- 
sides doing  good  to  his  feller  men, 
especially  those  with  febrile  affec- 
tions. He  spoke  with  much  feel- 
ink  of  those  who  travestied  his  de- 
partment of  medicine,  palming  upon 
a  gulled  and  takcn-in  community  a 
fictititious  article.  These  will  be 
prosecuted  to  the  utmost  limits  and 
jumping-ofif  place  of  the  law,  and 
three  such  cases  are  now  in  chan- 
cery. We  notice  that  the  imitators 
ai*e  in  the  market  in  full  blast.  The 
other  day  we  read  of  *  Compound 
Medicated  Squash-Jam.'  Gentle- 
men, don't  carry  the  medicated 
business  too  far.  One  such  valable 
remedy  as  tlie  Saiis  may  do  well 
enough,  but  too  much  druggin'  is 
injurus  to  the  coats  of  the  stomach. 
we  are  requested  to  call  attention 
to  an  advertisement  of  *  Cod-Liver 
Oil,'  which  will  be  ibimd  in  another 
colume.  

Talking  por  Bunkum. — This 
has  got  to  be  a  very  common  thing 
since  we  set  up  the  Flag-Staff.  Be- 
fore that,  nobody  had  a  good  word 
to  say  for  the  place,  and  now  the 
Members  of  Congress,  since  the 
beginning  of  the  session,  have  been 
domg  nothing  else  but  talking  for 
Bunkum.  The  worst  of  it  is,  that 
while  they  receive  their  eight  dol- 
laxB  a-day,  they  are  doin?  nothing 
tar  the  ked'ntry;  and,  instead  of 


clamping  the  glorious  Union,  and 
making  it  strong,  we  are^  peskilj 
afeered  that  before  ther  get  done 
sitting  (and  when  they  do  begin  to 
sit  they  always  sit  as  long  as  a  tailor 
making  a  pair  of  breeches)  they 
will  rend  this  elorious  Union  into 
fragments,  which,  if  they  do,  we 
hope  that  the  President  of  the 
United'en  Stets  vnll  leave  the  White 
House  for  the  white  horse,  and 
command  in  person  a  ship  of  war 
against  John  Calhoun.  Calhonn 
is  well  enough  in  his  place,  (al- 
though he  has  been  sick,)  and  though 
we  wish  him  well,  fiir  rather  had 
we  that  he  would  stay  sick,  and 
even  dead,  and  have  the  ked'ntry 
in  convalescence.  The  conffres- 
sional  watch-makers  are  only  nt  to 
take  the  vtratch  of  the  Constitution, 
with  all  its  works,  and  smaah  it 
light  onto  the  greound ;  if  they  ask 
bread,  giving  him  a  stun. 


Jenny  Linn. — This  great  can- 
tatreechy  has  been  hired  finr  the 
American  Museum,  a  veiy  wordiy 
place  of  entertainment.  We  Btept 
m  there  the  other  day  and  aee  toe 
negroes  of  the  Amistad  in  black 
wacks ;  also  General  Jackson*  Pol- 
ly Bodinc,  and  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington and  fancy-glass  blowing, 
and  got  weighed,  (a  hun^erd  bbA 
thirty-one  pound:  we  never  ahaB 
be  a  Jerusha ;)  afterwards  went  up- 
stairs and  see  a  pantomine  and  Bur. 
Rice  and  sundries.  At  nigfat,  on 
the  top  of  it  they  have  a  biz  light, 
which  sweeps  the  wl)ole  heaven 
like  a  broom,  as  if  it  would  rub 
out  all  the  pavement  of  stars,  and 
take  the  moon  by  surprise.  But 
if  she  do  come,  we  hope  they  wont 
charge  over  half  a  dollar,  otherwise 
we  won't  go  and  see  her.  We  'v« 
been  enough  taken  inbj  fiuinnen 
already. 
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lilubKtUnsnitf. 


REBTOKES  THE  LOBES,  CimES  BROWIf- 
CKEATUX&pesmOTS  COL^ASTHUra, 
mOCUPS,  HIGHT-aWEATB,  COnaHa,  EX- 


BOD^  HAKES  THE  SKIN  SUOOTH  AND 


J^   bmofl ^ 

iH  mr  dog  PoHTo  kill  s  sh»p,  M  U»  nOiKilber 
daal  bettere  ba  did  do  U. 


WANTED,  In  m  geoteel  Ikmlljr,  k  U|W  re- 
■pecUUe  Tomig  ladf ,  wbo  mDM  be  ■  mem- 

_l   ber  or  ■  cbnrcb,  10  leacti  III  lardr  ^Uldnn  Ilk- 

THE  nwcriona    ll»n,Fr«ii!b,iBiiilc,Biid«Dlhe»r-"-^' ' — 


ed  lUiBT  It  Puaunailucidd; 


Eaj,  iDd  ka  prepared  to  uipplr  lb 


fficnsetM  In  do  ilw 
wublns-   no  ad*!;  vin  be  gtreB, 

tags  or  Mvlo!r  a  good  home  bebw  in 
penMloa.    AtldH  Box  No.  1,  Post 


eenmUj  nqoMed  la  (ell  b«fbre  Iber  lake  lo  : 
Ibelr  bed*  lod  It  l*  eTarlailliigl}'  too  lile.  Tbe 
cadareniiii  ch»«ki  of  bilT  tlioaa  wtaom  ve  nuvi 
In  tk*  ibeet*  i^lM  be  rMUned  b;  *  tlmalj  I 


catka  lo  Ibl*  mlshtr 


,  .jhich  li''la^ 

mowing  Tnbeii  Hjnip  M 
-  "-^ ,  lad  Mra./«vn'i 


Ibe  ptaDgodti 
Unrwon,  ""•- 

CoUCand]. 

venl  aa^Dii  Mra.  Jiavia'i  Cold  CuKlj 

GaderalJicuoKmncligood,. "■  -' 

ical  In  her  window,  and  Ubhh  .... 

1*  benellUed  Terj  mucb ;  but  that  eicdleat  wo- 
nuo  woold  not,  we  piHuniB,  were  the  trail-  — 
dldlf  kDawD,  pMegd  to  ny  Hut  U  oouM  | 
np  oanuuanUDD  bj  the  roots,  slthoDgh  Ibt 
mnpHon  or  lbs  candj  li  very  gresl.    ThI 
"  ■"    and  Dot  only  «,  bui  pni 


Uw  oSICO  of  Um  KncKiiiaciiK  In  New-YoA. 

It  will  lake  a  arm  lUnd  on  the  rid*  of  Ttrtoa  ud 
monllly.  It  hai  reeelTed  tbe  nun  imited  enco- 
mlamamjiu  tbe  pievand  from  Indlrldonali.  Our 
(KOtbcr  hai  Blao  wriUea  to  u  In  pwit  Oatterln' 
lenDButonrJonrnaL  WenhaUeudeavortomail 
lh«e  loarks  oT  tutor,  *nd  II  aflOfd*  ns  Ihe  man 
■dequaia  ailUlhcUaii  lo  Inlbrm  our  rgadar*  that 
Mlaa  Miai  Ahh  DiuBinrDi,  lb*  flMtaat  wri- 
ter, wholBbll«nUeaanddlini«a,liHauiD  — 
not  lo  bo  married,  raader,  though  (bat  ti  an  eretu 
no  doubt  to  lake  plan  —  bm  laeagaged  lo  foinUi 

a  aeriei  or  anietae  Ibr  lUc ""- ' - 

nlU  be  mapped  opailtaD 

work  eieculSd  wlOi  DeaUn. 

ine  Ana  and  Utenture  fullTdlKSM 

10  HT,  and  all  tbegreat 
plee,  fully  aoBl^iaed';  Tiee  iqirool«l  b;  the  beeli. 


■  1  wa*  reaUDK  a  newepuer,    Coc 

Bllked,b«Cod-Ufetfnfi™aly(     .. 

DT  aa  a  nmedi ;  end  when  I  ley  11  worked 
efiaimii  tbe  balT  nor  the  quuler  baa  not  been 
^d.  I  had  urted  Tonng  [>r.  Hdhbco's  Bynip  ot 
■tT^-^  and  old  Dr.  HeH*ce*a  (the  original  \a- 


people  In  ihlapanotUiBked'nliiraKWonltTrty 
btg%.  UoelaJDHnIa  alokwIUilbe  Anunatli, 
but  now  batter.  PleaaeMtniedawnfiiroBeBub- 
Kiiber.  YowalkelloaalebniUur, 

'PaT««  WutTirr.* 
Home  and  cabaloMbylbe  editor.    OMnewi- 


I.  Wilt 


w^re  I  am  now,  on  nTy  iwo  leg^  end  wady  to 

neenL  oat  a(  Itauika,  ODl  oT  gmUiude  ror  this 
great  dlecoTery-  -' 

TMXBY*  PATEjrr  AIR-TIGHT  BTOVE-— 
U  Nobody  OBTsraeen  a  more  cotapteleln?BQ- 
UoB Ihen Itala.    AUjon gottodolatoputlnlhe 


auubJerlcbo.  (MM 
ny  ^Lrtwr,  Belchih( 
I  Pliice,  Bkunk^  ^■j?°r< 


tt  yeera,  tbkl  and 
eek  to  Babykin, 
DlMi«ery,HuD- 
lonun,  Mlllu-^ 
iiDd,  Hoequlto 


oat,  cauae  U  can  *l  pi  out.     InTenled  by 
Uaufl  Dual,  to  Bunkma,  UoliMlreel,  H. 


Ttlng.   cJllbnla 


.  ptdd  o(  bl*  oonDwnlng.    Cdlftmla  gold, 

■  at  par,  pUaieeoa.appenDy  bite,  and  Unl- 

aieu'  euneBcy  In  general,  reeelTed  In  mb- 

■cnptton.     Alao,  Mare|iv,^lBlaea,  ""Jh  7«> 

wool^Vela,  boney,  riMiri*,^d  eod,  ealDlp,  oil, 
bat'OBl  bark,  palnb,  glan,  pUly,  b*np,a*ka- 
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xooL  ooid-wood,  live  seese  feathera,  sBzafluc,  dried 
applet^  hope,  new  cicuur,  axe-handtew,  miU^rtonea, 
hfemlock  gam,  tMcoa  and  hams,  ginabang-root, 
rinegar.  punkinis  eUaodbipalne,  barnMBt  hope, 
aahea,  siippery-eUum  bark,  clams,  nails,  varnish, 
stieeUroD,  aapaago  cheese,  old  ImilL,  wbisk- 
tmioma,  manure,  and  all  other  prociuoe,  taken  in 
flyrJiange. 

fSr  Those  who  do  nHwantIhe  last  number  of 
theFLAo-STArr  please  return  it  to  this  ofBs,  poet 
paid,  as  the  demand  for  that  number  is  very  great 
A  patent  chum  and  washing-machine,  to  go  by 
dog-powar,  are  left  here  for  inqpexion. 

tST'  For  Balk,  ▲  Omb  Ykar  Old  Hkifbr  ; 
Pair  OF  Toune  Bullocu  ih  Harmkss. 

IS^  WAifTRD  TO  Hire,  a  Nkw  Milch  Far- 
RKR  Cow ;  KiTe  eight  quarts  of  milk  nig^t  and 
momtaig ;  ano,  to  change  milks  with  some  nei^ 
bor  wlu  a  cheese-press  for  a  Bkim-milk  cheese 
onoe^  a  week. 
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NARRHALLA. 


O'er  an  old  ruined  gateway 

Philobophub  hung, 
And  wildly  his  rattle 

And  beU-cap  he  swung ; 
And  wildly  he  shouted 

His  wanton  halloo 
To  the  masquers  who  streamed 

O'er  the  pavement  below ; 

*  To  moonshine  and  torches 

Bright  eyes  add  your  light ; 
Rush,  rush  to  the  revel ! 

Be  glorious  to-night ! 
Come  dance  to  the  organ ; 

Be  glad,  one  and  all ; 
To  magnified  monkeys, 

Come  haste  to  my  bidl  I' 

As  his  mask  bore  a  genial, 

An  exquisite  grin, 
Through  the  vine-oovcrcd  portal 

Came  guests  swecpinff  in ; 
Through  torch-light  and  shadow. 

O'er  terrace  and  stair, 
The  halt  and  the  healthy, 

The  brown  and  the  fair : 

*  To-niffht  hide  your  reason 

And  sense  in  your  pocket, 
And  when  we  find  lebure. 

At  leisure  we  '11  mock  it ; 
Let  each  sensible  roeaker 

Be  jammed  to  the  wall, 
Or  kicked  out  of  doors, 

"Bxe  we  open  our  ball ! 

'  For  the  fool  is  a  wise  man, 

The  wise  man  a  fool. 
And  the  best  of  all  lords 

Is  a  lord  of  mis-rule !' 
Urns  soreained  the  masked  jeater 

Akmd  'tween  hia  teeth, 


But  fiercely  a  proud  Up 

Was  curling  beneath, 
And  fiercely  he  muttered 

In  different  style, 
While  madly  his  bell-cap 

He  jineled  the  while : 

*  I  was  cu&d  when  a  aaffe, 

How  I  'm  praised  as  btmboo ; 
And  since  I  do  pipe, 

They  shall  dance  to  my  tune  ! 
Yes,  dance  to  the  devil, 

Great,  middling  and  small ; 
Much  good  may  it  do  them 

Who  haste  to  my  boll ! 

*  There  are  some  who  find  foOj 

A  wearisome  task ; 
Beware  lest  you  show  it ! 

Oh,  loose  not  your  maak ! 
If  fools,  let  them  slumber, 

Or  change  with  the  crowd ; 
If  wise,  let  them  whisper, 

But  never  akmd. 
I  know  you,  I  know  yon ! 

Peace,  pimenoe  awhile  \ 
Be  fools,  but  be  masters 

Among  the  canaille ; 
Think,  think  what  yon  will, 

But  like  lunatks  squall ; 
And  then  you  11  be  leaders 

To-night  hi  the  ban ! 

*  Come,  listen,  good  people ! 

Hip  I  ho  there!  haOooI 
I  '11  tell  you  a  storv 

Both  merry  and  tme  t 
I  once  lived  hi  a  oitjr, 

An  age  ere  the  «>od, 
Where  all  men  were  pradcBt, 

Wise,  learned  and  good : 
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And  was  told  in  a  vision 

To  say  to  the  town, 
That  on  the  next  Sunday 

Much  rain  would  oome  down ; 
And  whoe'er  should  be  spattered 

By  one  single  drop, 
Must  have  all  his  reason 

Washed  off  by  the  slop : 
And  an  became  crazy, 

The  great  and  the  snuill  *, 
In  foct,  just  like  us, 

Who  are  here  at  the  ball ! 

'  But  in  those  early  ages, 

To  add  to  theur  woes, 
They  had  no  umbrellas, 

Ot  water-proof  clothes ; 
And  as  they  were  wise 

They  all  laughed  at  a  dream, 
And,  retummg  ^m  meeting. 

Were  soakdl  in  the  stream : 
So  when  I  went  out 

On  that  same  afternoon, 
I  found  every  mortal 

As  wild  as  a  loon : 
Yes,  fiiirly  demented, 

Uproarious  all. 
Quite  fit  to  be  present 

To-night  at  the  ball ! 

*  There  was  one  jolly  fellow 

Had  dug  up  a  pile 
Of  bright  yellow  dust, 

Which  he  guarded  the  while ; 
And  several  were  fighting. 

And  diverse  were  drunk, 
While  some  in  polemics 

Were  dreadfully  sunk : 
And  others  were  raising 

A  terrible  clamor. 
As  they  bid  for  a  maiden 

Just  brought  to  the  hammer, 
While  many  were  gabbling 

Of  stocks'  rise  and  faQ ; 
.  Tes,  you  understand  that. 

Some  of  you  in  the  ball.' 

*  The  one-eyed  may  be  great 

In  the  land  of  the  blind  *, 
But  a  sage  among  fools 

Is  a  long  way  behind  : 
For  I  really  found  out, 

To  my  greatest  surprise. 
That  I  was  the  mad  man 

And  they  were  the  wise ; 
Lord!  lord!  how  they  hooted  I 

One  cried,  rather  stern, 
Lo !  here  comes  the  dreamer ! 

Quick  1  d  la  lanterne  ! 
Pkaadelphia^lOSO, 


So  I  ran  for  my  life 

From  the  crazy  men  all, 
Yes  I,  your  great  leader 

To-night  in  the  baD  r 

*  Yes,  they  were  all  glorious, 

I  only  was  sad. 
How  I  longed  to  strike  fai 

With  the  rest  and  be  madl 
In  a  mt  in  the  road. 

Still  a  puddle  I  found. 
And  stnught  in  that  pnadle 

My  reason  I  drowned ; 
1  ought  to  have  drunk  it, 

But  that  I  forgot. 
For  scarce  had  I  touohed  it, 

Wh^i  reuKm  was  not : 
I  would  I  had  soaked  me, 

Soul,  marrow  and  all, 
lake  the  maddest,  the  bravest 

Who  scream  in  our  beU.' 

<Ho!  look  at  this  pretzel, 

Or  carnival  cake ; 
'T  is  made  in  the  form 

Of  a  two-headed  snake ; 
It  hideth  ^eat  mysteries. 

Great  jokes,  I  may  say ; 
It  is  man,  't  is  me  world, 

'T  is  the  all  of  to-day. 
And  its  two  heads  betoken 

The  sorrow  and  mirth. 
Or  the  wisdom  and  foSly 

Whkih  govern  our  earth ; 
Or  the  pain  and  the  pleasure. 

The  bad  and  the  flood, 
Which  drdein  all  things 

By  dry  land  or  flood ; 
And  it  feeds  on  itself 

And  it  feeds  on  us  all, 
As  we  foed  upon  it 

To-night  at  the  ban.' 

*  Hurrah  for  the  bright  world, 

So  green  and  so  round  1 
Hurr&  for  &e  maidens 

That  on  it  abound  1 
Hurrah  for  the  wild  ones 

That  give  it  a  tone : 
Hurrah  for  the  Mastui  ! 

Who  daims  it  alone. 
{mttto  voce) 
Who  win  claim  tUl  he  lose  it, 

For  thank  God  1  some  day 
These  masks  and  our  fotty 

Must  vanish  away ; 
Alas!  that  tin  then 

We  must  dance  on  the  floor. 
And  howl  with  the  wolves 

Till  their  madness  be  o'er. 

ICaxtTBK  Cakx.. 
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VUXBXB    ONB. 


i  LoKD  worahipp'd  mighi  He  be  I  what  a  beard  thou  bast  got  P 
* —His  beard  grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  seemed  to  ask  him  sopa  as  he  waadriaklBgr 
« —  Wht  ahottkl  a  man  whoee  blood  is  warm  within  sit  like  his  grandsire  cot  in  aUbaalsr  1* 
*•  —  With  beard  of  formal  cuL*  SH«juriaa. 

I  REMEMBER '  that  Stuart  the  artist — of  course  I  mean  Gilbert 
Stuart,  to  whose  facile  pencil  so  many  of  ns  are  indebted  fiir  the 
living  portraits  of  our  dead  fathers ;  and  some  of  my  readers  (thoae 
happy  post-nati !)  for  the  portraits  of  their  grandfathers — well,  Stoart, 
having  been  conmiissioned  to  perpetuate  the  effigy  of  an  honoured  and 
distinguished  merchant  of  New- York,  chose  to  represent  him  in  a  con- 
templative mood,  dwelUng  in  his  interiour  mind,  and  ffrasping  unam- 
sciously,  with  his  right  hand,  the  right-hand-lap^lle  of  his  coat. 

The  friends  of  the  Gentleman  called  on  tne  artist  to  remonstrate 
against  the  untoward  posture  he  had  thus  assumed.  Stuart  would 
hardly  listen  to  them,  and  gave  free  vent,  as  was  hia  wont,  to  his  im- 
petuous humour  :  '  Does  not  the  man  stand  so,  half  the  time/  said  he, 
'  when  he  is  thinking  of  his  ships  and  cargoes  and  planning  his  future 
voyages  and  combinations  ?  I  will  not  alter  a  touch  of  the  brush ! 
Every  one  has  his  own  proper  attitude,  his  own  proper  physical  dere- 
lopement  of  mind,  and  when  I  have  caught  it,  I  make  use  of  it  as  an 
additional  feature  to  the  face  !  But,  Gentlemen,  do  not  take  the  pic- 
ture !  No  man  loves  and  honours  William  Constable  better  man 
myself!  I  will  hang  the  portrait  in  my  chamber,  and  so  help  me  ■ 
as  I  alter  one  touch  of  the  brush !  Not  one  touch !  no !  never !  no !  no ! 
It  is  the  man  himself;  and,  what  is  more,  there  is  Stuart  in  every  line 
and  shade  of  it !' 

Mr.  Listen,  the  British  minister,  afterwards  Sir  Robert  Listom ;  tlie 
scholar,  the  christian,  and  (which  embraces  both)  the  Gentlemaji — 
being  one  of  the  party,  advanced,  and  in  his  courtly  and  I  will  say  his 
precious  manner  observed,  '  Mr.  Stuart,  you  have  convinced  me  that 
you  are  entirely  in  the  right ;  and  that  I,  at  least,  have  been  entirely 
in  the  wrong ;  but  do  you  know  that  you  have  struck  me  very  fijrcibl^ 
by  the  remark,  that  every  man  has  some  one  posture  or  attitude  pecu- 
liar to  himself — the  idea  is  quite  new  to  me ;  is  that  really  your  fixed 
opmion  V 

Stuart,  quieted  by  this  assuasive  gentleness  fix)m  such  a  pexBODf  an- 
swered, '  oo  far  as  my  observation  has  extended,  may  it  please  your 
Excellency,  I  shall  certainly  answer  in  the  affirmative.' 

'  You  and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know,'  said  the  minister,  *  and  in  die 
presence  of  such  an  observer  as  yourself  I  suppose  nothing  could  hvf^ 
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escaped — may  I  ask  if  you  have  ever  noticed  any  such  mannerism  or 
peculiarity  of  attitude  in  —  myself,  for  example  V 

*  Surely,'  said  Stuart ;  *  and  if  I  were  to  paint  your  Excellency  to- 
morrow— and  I  could  not  luxuriate  in  a  subject  more  to  my  fancy,  and 
to  my  heart — I  should  certainly  sketch  you  with  the  ipre-finger  of  your 
right  hand restin?  upon  the  litde-iinger  of  the  left* 

Mr.  Listen  looked  down  upon  his  hands  at  the  moment,  and  found 
them  to  his  surprise  in  the  position  that  Stuart  had  indicated.  '  Bless 
me  V  said  he,  'how  far  it  was  from  my  thoughts  that  I  could  ever  have 
been  supposed  guilty  of  such  an  inexcusable  gaucherie  P 

*  It  is  not  such,  permit  me  to  say  it,'  replied  the  great  painter;  ' it  is 
the  spirit  speaking  in  dumb  shew  /  and  it  is  the  province  of  the  true 
artist  to  watch,  to  study,  and  to  record  these  its  manifestaticms !' 

Now  then  for  Beards  ! — Beards  are  these  additional  features 

of  the  face,  these  manifestations  of  character,  each  chosen  by  the  indi- 
vidual himself,  that  the  bearded  part  of  the  commimity  of  this  metro- 
politan City  of  New-York  have  selected  for  the  amusement  of  its> 
unpretending  citizens.  Chosen  at  this  moment,  my  masters,  when 
wars  and  tumults  of  war  have  subsided  before  the  Smile  of  the  God 
of  peace,  and  the  round  Globe  itself  is  performing  its  graceful  orbit  in 
a  hymn  of  Joy  ! 

Now,  yi^ien  our  noble-hearted  and  conquering  soldiers  and  naval 
officers  have  returned  to  the  garb  and  aspect  of  the  civilian  and  the 
private  Gentleman,  charming  us  with  their  unaffected,  gentle,  unas- 
suming manners  and  appearance,  God  bless  them! — an  entirely  dif- 
ferent class  of  persons  are  parading  up  and  down  Broadway  widi  im- 
minent danger  to  the  domestick  hopes  of  the  quiet  fathers  or  would-be- 
&thers  of  the  city ;  greasy  Citizens,  bearded  like  pards,  or  rather  like 
brushes ;  or  sitting  down  perchance  to  their  boarding-house  dinner-tables, 
and  staring  upon  a  loin  of  veal,  or  a  mutton-cutlet,  with  a  singular  and 
most-uncalled-for  ferocity  of  coimtenance  toward  these  reliques  of  their 
late  relations :  imitating,  quite  unnecessarily  as  I  cannot  but  think,  the 
appearance  of  the  dying  Cataline  in  the  spirited  description  of  the 
historian,  where  he  says  '  ferociamque  animi,  quam  habuerit  vivus,  in 
▼ultu  retinens.' 

I  would  not  object — I  could  not  have  tibe  heart  to  object — to  the 
soft  silky  well  trained  moustache  of  one  of  our  leisurely  lads  who  has 
nothing  else  in  the  world  to  do  but  attend  to  his  toilette,  and  spend 
gracemlly  the  money  that  his  father  acquired,  and  perhaps  went  to  the 
devil  for.  These  are  not  the  creatures  of  whom  Beatrice  in  the  play 
says, '  Lord !  I  could  not  endure  a  husband  with  a  beard  upon  his 
fitce  !' — and  I  might  well  admire  a  pair  of  moustaches  like  those  of 
the  late  renowned  Mehmet  Ali  Pasha  of  Egypt,  that  were  taught  to 
grow  upward,  diminishing  in  volume,  until  the  nne  master-hairs  of  the 
ends  mingled  with  the  long  lashes  of  his  brilliant  eyes ;  and  that  when 
he  was  transported  with  rage  or  engaged  in  battle  coiled  themselves 
up  around  his  mouth  like  snakes,  all  animate  with  individual  life,  to 
relax  and  then  to  dart  backward,  to  their  former  position  as  soon  as  he 
had  pronounced  a  sentence  of  death,  or  had  inflicted  with  his  own 
resistless  scimitar  the  coup  de  grace  upon  some  deadly  foe. 
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There  is  a  propriety,  a  certain  keeping  in  all  tbia,  that  tlie  beholder 
would  not  otherwise  than  enjoy — but  to  see  our  yard-wide  ment  who 
in  their  youth  have  never  imaemed  a  beard  at  ftill  laifftih  except  upon 
a  maniac  or  a  religious  enthusiast,  or  Abraham  in  the  Primer  dismi»> 
ing  Hagar,  coming  forth,  in  this  community  of  sober  merchantB»  with 
their  strait,  stiff,  red,  or  pepper-and-salt  bristleB,  occupying  the  ihoagfatB 
of  peaceful  men'  and  disgusting  ad  nauseam  those  of  a  more  remed 
class,  is  an  enormity  no  longer  to  be  endured  in  silence. 

There  is  a  fellow  that  it  is  my  mischance  to  be  acquainted  widi»  widi 
a  form  of  body  carved  out  of  a  cheeseparing  afler  dinner,  who  wean 
a  red  stiff  brush  at  the  extremity  of  his  chin,  of  the  very  hue  and  wirey 
consistency  of  the  beard  of  Judas  Iscariot,  as  he  is  represented  to  die  life 
by  the  old  masters  of  Italy !  It  is  impossible  to  look  at  him«  and  at  hii 
eyes  which  are  also  red,  without  thinking  at  once  of  <  treasons,  stratagemi, 
and  spoils  ! '  Do  you  know  that  this  anmial,  who  ought  never,  under  aoj 
circumstances,  to  have  lived  elsewhere  for  a  moment  than  in  the  sofr* 
tude  of  a  crowd ;  where  he  might  hope  by  the  unifivrmity  of  his  equip- 
ment to  escape  observation ;  or  else  in  some  darker  place  of  ooneeal- 
ment — could  you  believe  that  he  wears  it,  f  this  badge  1)  because  widh 
out  it  he  is  '  hardly  satisfied,'  he  says,  with  the  profile  of  his  chin  I 

A  tall  pepper-and-salt  bearded  man,  thin  as  a  lalh,  (lor  natnrs  is 
gratifying  him  with  a  redundant  commodity  of  hair  had  done  aD  dist 
she  intended  to  do  for  him,)  ran  awkwardly  the  other  day  against  As 
stove-pipe  of  a  sprightly  servant  boy,  who,  setting  the  M.  P/s*  at  dsfr 
ance,  was  cleaning  the  pipe  upon  the  side-walk.  '  HaDoo  I  mind  lAiC 
you  are  about !'  exclaimed  the  lad.  Then  looking  up  at  the  aggranr, 
and  examining  him  with  an  arch  and  kindling  eye,  added, ^DodiSt 
aeain,  if  you  dare  !  If  you  do,  I  '11  use  you  to  dean  out  mj  slofs* 
pipe  —  you  are  just  the  instrument  I  was  looking  for  I' 

I  must  close  my  Essay ;  for  I  find  myself  sulxricunff  into  too  cheeriU 
a  strain  of  mind  for  the  effectual  discussion  of  so  senous  a  griowMs; 
a  nuisance  Mr.  Editor,  a  crying  nuisance,  fix)m  which  ourvesTpuUtt 
are  not  wholly  exempt !  I  for^ar  at  this  time  to  say  more,  f  haois* 
tended  as  might  be  inferred  from  my  motto  to  have  written  off  tlie  Ais 
and  hungerly  beards ;  and  the  stray  hairs,  that  like  only  dnUrea  encite 
the  unlimited  affection  of  their  possessors.  But  I  refrain,  my  dear  Bit 
I  refrain  until  some  less  good-humored  moment 

Let  the  Ladies,  the  foimtains  of  joy,  tibe  stars  of  drilizstioii,  Ist-As 
Ladies  take  the  matter  up.  I  will  not  ask  them  to  *  set  fJkifirJktn 
against  ity  as  that  would  be  the  surest  way  of  eternal  pefpetaario^ 
But  I  would  conjure  them  to  decree,  that  no  man  in  these. pminfftasHI 
of  peace  shall  be  admitted  to  their  bright  society, from  this  tt^DSMS* 
form,  who  shall  hereafter  wear  any  thing  beyond  a  weDkriBomadwli^ 
ker ;  or  the  dark,  the  sofl,  the  silky  moustache  of  seventeen  to  Xmmtf^ 
four ;  or  the  animated  and  self-existent  ornament  and  iUnstrsdon  of  mi 
visage  of  the  renowned  Pacha  of  Egypt. 


*  Thbib  Letten,  (of  flur  higher  Bigniflcancy  ud  importance  in  Oratt  BrttrinO  la 
employed  m  the  disttnctiTO  indication  of  the  Muilcipttl  Polioc. 
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Thb  Sabt  :  SketdMB  of  Tnenl  in  Enpt  and  the  Holy  Land.  By  the  Ber.  J.  A.  BrancM,  If.  A. 
BlegBntly  Dliutnited  fSrom  Original  DmwlngB.  In  one  voliune.  New-Yorii:  Gsorob  P.  Pdtxam. 
London:  John  Murray. 

HsME  is  a  sensible  and  entertaining  traveller,  who  has  wisely  given  the  '  go-by'  to 
disqniflitions  on  antiquity,  history,  chronology,  and  critioal  dissertations  on  sdenoe  in 
its  various  relations  to  Egyptian  or  Hebraistic  lore.  The  letters  in  the  vdnme  be- 
fore ns  were  written  as  they  profess  to  be,  and  at  the  lime  when  they  are  dated,  whfle 
yet  the  impressicms  which  they  describe  were  fresh  in  the  mind  of  the  writer ;  and 
they  were  addressed,  in  all  the  fiuniliarity  of  private  correspomdenoe, '  to  one  at  home 
dearer  to  him  than  all  else  in  the  wide  w<Hrld,  and  had  most  of  all  in  view  her  inte- 
rest and  pleasure.'  Mr.  Spbngke  did  not  misjudge  in  believing  that  many  a  reader 
woold  love  to  hear  of  those  sacred  regions  where  our  Loan  walked  in  the  days  ef 
His  flesh,  and  to  learn  how  lull  of  Scripture  is  the  Holy  Land  at  the  present  day. 
On  this  point  we  cannot  forbear  quoting,  in  this  connection,  an  eloquent  passage  from 
a  review  of  Wilkkb?  '  Narrative  of  the  Dead  Sea  Expedition'  m  the  last  issue  of  our 
friend  Rev.  H.  B.  Babcom's  *  Quarterly  Review  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
South:' 

<  What  tliotigh  the  ancient  outward  show  and  grandenr  of  Paleetine  bav6  departed?  What 
tlftoogh  the  choeen  tribes,  effected  from  their  homes,  wwider,  a  ^hiadng  and  a  by-^onV  among  the 
Mttone  of  the  earth  f  What  thoogh  Jerosalem,  that  name  eo  fUl  of  mapiration,  is  inhabited  and 
opprcaBod  by  the  Arah  savage  and  the  lieartlesB  Ottoman,  and  the  moaqne  of  Omar  crowns  thesoift- 
mSL  of  the  mount  where  Abraham  oflbred  up  his  oo\j  ton,  and  the  sorgwos  temple  lifted  its  qdeii- 
did  dome  amid  the  serene  intensity  of  oriental  skies  f  What  thong^t,  beneath  its  sacred  pafana,  the 
fimatic  Moslem  pores  over  the  pages  of  his  Koran,  chants  his  prayers,  or  meditates  upon  the  Parap 
diae  of  his  prophet  ?  What  thoo^  amid  the  sorroonding  desolation  and  wretchedness,  the  travel- 
ler looka  in  vun  for  a  sii^e  object  which  can  remind  hbn  of  the  splendor  and  magniflcenoe  of  the 
Hebrew  kingsf  What  though  the  fh)wn  of  Jkhovah  seems  to  spread  a  paU  of  poom  over  all  ita 
hills  and  valleys?  Yet  is  there  not  a  halo  of  glory  encireliag every  mocmt,  and  aaored  memoriea 
hoverii^  over  every  valley  and  plain :  a  spirit  that  moves  amid  the  storms  of  the  moontain  and  the 
mialB  or  rirer  and  sea;  a  voice  from  its  groves  and  its  grottoes,  which  tells,  now  in  exalting,  now 
in  sad  and  monmftd  tones,  of  the  splendor  and  the  beanty  of  other  years,  when  all  this  land  was 
«even  as  the  sarden  of  the  Lord.*  Though  the  temples  and  palaces  and  walls  and  monuments  of 
fanner  years  haye  THoiahed,  like  themistsof  morning,  yet  here  is  spread  forth  the  same  plain  which 
clofwed  in  the  light  of  the  advent ;  here  are  found  the  localities  thK  witnessed  the  coming,  the  won- 
ders, the  Ufe,  the  death  of  the  w(»id*s  Rkdbkmkr  ;  here  are  the  sommita  where  he  taui^t,  where 
he  died,  and  from  whence  he  ascended ;  here  roQs  the  same  sea  whose  billows  crouched  in  medc 
snbmlssion  at  his  feet,  and  in  its  depths  are  reflected  the  same  stars  which  then,  as  now,  looked  Ihnn 
their  quiet  thrones  upon  the  departing  storm.  Here  Jordan  gUdea,  with  his  limpid  waters  and  bean- 
tifhl  cascades,  the  same  as  when  be  was  bi^tized  by  the  prM»liet  and  acknowledged  bv  the  Spirit. 
Here  ia  the  mount  where  Moses  and  Elias  appeared  wiu  nim,  and  the  Dlvini^  within  Shone  ao 
resplendently  through  the  thin  veil  of  humanity  I  There  is  an  hidescribable  feeling  of  awe  and 
wonder  in  the  oonsideration  of  these  scenes,  stealing  over  the  heart,  like  a  bieeiEe  over  a  wind-hariw 
awakening  music  sad  and  moumfril.  The  g^ory  with  which  the  art  of  man  once  invested  thia  land 
has  met  the  fate  which  it9  origin  rendered  probable,  perhims  necessitated ;  but  the  moral  Oxxj  with 
which  the  hand  of  Jbbovab  has  invested  it  shall  linger  while  its  waters  roO  or  tts  monntams  UMvsr.* 
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Of  these  and  kindred  scenes  our  antibor  has  given  very  dear  and  striking  descrip- 
tions ;  which,  taken  in  connecti(Hi  with  the  numerous  illustrations,  from  the  penoilof 
an  accomplished  artist,  cannot  fail  to  afford  to  every  reader  a  ^vid  piotore  of  the 
Holy  Land.  The  work  is  dedicated,  in  a  neat  and  appropriate  tribute^^to  Hon.  Zadock 
Pratt,  President  of  the  Mechanics^  Institute,  New- York,  *  as  a  slight  testinuxuBl  of 
grateful  recollections  of  more  than  a  year  spent  in  travel  with  his  son,'  Mr.  Gboeok 
W.  Pratt,  a  young  gentleman  of  fine  gifts  and  acquirements,  among  whwh  an  apt- 
ness and  capacity  for  oriental  studies  are  deemed  by  the  author  peculiarly  prominent 
The  volume  which  we  have  thus  too  hastily  noticed  cannot  well  fiul  to  find  wide  and 
marked  favor  with  the  public. 


Turkish  Evknino  Entkrtaimmknts  :  The  Wonders  of  Remarkable  Incidents  and  the  RariHei  ef 
Anecdotes.  By  Ahmed  Ibn  Hbmdbm  the  Ketkhoda,  called  ^Sohailbb.'  Traudated  flram  the 
Torkish  by  John  P.  Brown,  Esq.,  Dragoman  of  the  United  States*  Legation  at  OonstantliMipli; 
In  one  volame.  New-York:  Gborob  P.  Putmam.  London:  *  American  Agenqr,' Boir-Ijn% 
Cheapside. 

It  would  be  a  work  of  supererogation  to  commend  the  execution  of  the  trambtioii 
of  this  various  and  entertaining  volume  to  the  readers  of  the  KNiCKBRBOCKsm.  Tlis 
gentleman  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  work  has  been  for  many  yeara  the 
^  Oriental  Correspondent*  of  this  Magazine ;  and  both  in  his  original  sketohes  of  life 
and  scenery  in  the  East,  and  in  various  translations  from  the  litcratorea  of  the  Orient, 
he  has  proved  himself  one  of  the  most  popular  and  most  widely-read  amoog  all  our 
foreign  contributors.  The  present  work,  so  pleasantly  rendered  by  our  oorreapond- 
ent,  the  celebrated  orientalist,  Baron  Von  Hammer,  pronounces  to  be  by  fitf  the 
interesting  book  that  has  been  published  at  Constantinople.  It  cannot  fiul  to 
the  general  reader  by  its  agreeable  and  entertaining  representation  of  oriental  sooielf , 
sentiments  and  manners.  The  translator  does  not  challenge  the  oriticiam  of  the  ori- 
entalist by  a  scrupulous  technical  accuracy  of  rendering,  although  he  has '  aimed  efw 
to  preserve  it  as  much  like  the  original  as  possible.*  If  indeed  it  be '  only  a  promiie 
of  better  things  in  future,'  it  will,  while  securing  for  itself  popularity,  pave  the  ynsj 
kft  a  ready  reception  of  its  successors.  ^  I  have  here  collected,'  says  the  Tnriddi 
editor,  in  characteristically  *  effulgent'  phrase,  ^  these  pearls  from  the  aeaa  of  antliflii- 
tio  works,  and  these  sparkling  jewels  from  the  mines  of  celebrated  authon,  in  whkih 
are  folded  and  contained  the  histories  of  the  ancients,  with  the  aoooiintB  of  the  beal 
of  the  learned  and  the  philosophers.  I  have  selected  its  contents  from  the  most  re- 
markable events  and  the  strangest  occurrences,  and  have  spent  the  capital  of  my  IHb 
in  acquiring  the  valuable  and  choice  extracts  found  in  it.  I  transbited  them  from  tiie 
Arabic  and  Persian  tongues,  wrought  them  into  a  new  form,  and  gave  them  new 
light  and  expression  in  the  Turkish  idiom ;  giving  to  my  book  the  title  of  '  Reniari^- 
able  Events  and  Strange  Occurrences.'  In  this  work  I  have  particnlariy  ittachei 
myself  to  collecting  such  tales  and  narratives  as  are  authentic  and  instmothre,  and  at 
the  same  time,  more  or  less  curious ;  so  that  their  moral  application  'will  be  aeeii  bgf 
every  one.'  Professor  Salisbury,  of  Yale  College,  the  American  editor,  pays  a  jort 
tribute  of  praise  to  the  American  publisher  for  issuing  at  his  own  expenae  the  fint 
work  ever  introduced  to  readers  in  the  United  States  durectiy  frtmi  the  Eaat  Hm 
volume  is  oharaoterized  by  the  uniform  typogn^hioal  neatness  of  the  worioi  from  tlw 
press  of  onr  '  American  Murray.' 
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Thb  Cosmos  :  a  Sketch  or  a  Physical  DiscRiPTioif  or  the  Univbrsb.  By  Aiaxambbr  Vok 
HcMjBoiDT.  Translated  ftt>m  the  Geniura.  Bj  E.  C.  Ottb.  In  two  Tolumes.  New-Ttxk: 
Hakpbr  and  Brothers. 

In  the  eyening  of  life,  when  rich  in  the  accumulation  of  thought,  travel,  reading, 
and  experimental  research,  Baron  Von  Humboldt  produced  the  work,  two  out  of 
three  volumes  of  which  are  before  us.  The  first  volume  comprises  a  sketch  of  all 
thiit  is  at  present  known  of  the  physical  condition  of  the  universe  ;  the  second  com- 
prehends two  distinct  parts,  the  first  of  which  treats  of  the  incitements  to  the  study 
of  nature  afforded  in  descriptive  poetry,  landscape  painting,  and  the  cultivation  of 
exotic  plants ;  whOe  the  second  and  larger  part  enters  into  the  consideration  of  the 
different  epochs  in  the  progress  of  discovery  and  of  the  corresponding  stages  of  ad- 
vance in  human  civilization.  The  third  volume,  the  publication  of  which  has  been 
somewhat  delayed,  will  comprise  the  special  and  scientific  development  of  the  great 
*  Picture  of  Nature.'  In  the  present  volumes,  all  the  foreign  measures  are  converted 
into  corresponding  English  terms,  and  arc  translated  from  the  original  in  extenaOy 
the  translator  not  conceiving  himself  justified  in  omitting  passages  simply  because 
they  might  be  deemed  slightiy  obnoxious  to  English  prejudices.  A  fine  portrait  of 
Vodr  Humboldt  faces  the  title-page. 


The  Modern  HousEwirB,  or  Mbnaoere.    By  Alexander  Soyer,  Author  of  'Tlie  Gastronomic 
Segenerator.'    Edited  by  an  American  Housekeeper.    In  one  volome.    New-York:  D.  Ar- 

PLETON  AND  €k)MPANY. 

There  are  comprised  in  this  volume  nearly  one  thousand  receipts,  for  the  econo- 
mwal  and  judicious  preparation  of  every  meal  of  the  day,  with  those  of  the  nursery 
*  and  sick  room,  with  minute  directions  for  fiunily  management  in  all  its  branches. 
Surely  such  a  book  will  supply  a  very  important  desideratum.  The  American  editor 
Hbs  presented  the  work  as  its  author  wrote  it,  with  the  slight  exception  of  a  few  verbal 
corrections  here  and  there,  necessary  to  render  the  meaning  of  the  author  more  plaiii, 
erasing  certain  directions  for  cooking  different  kinds  of  game  and  fish  unknown  in  the 
new  world,  and  omitting  the  purely  local  information  and  scraps  of  history,  which 
would  only  have  increased  the  cost  and  bulk  of  the  book  without  adding  in  any  way 
to  its  value.  It  is  a  common  error  to  suppose  that  French  cookery  is  more  costly  and 
highly-flavored  than  the  English ;  an  examination  of  the  work  before  us  proves  that 
the  reverse  is  the  &ct,  and  that  M.  Soter's  system,  which  has  rendered  him  &mous 
in  Europe  is  not  only  simple  and  economical,  but  the  best  adapted  to  insure  the  en- 
joyment of  health,  the  elevation  of  the  mental  Acuities,  and  converting  the  daily  ne- 
cessity of  eating  into  a  source  of  daily  enjoyment  The  work  under  notice  is  adapted 
to  the  wants  and  habits  of  the  middle-classes,  and  calculated  for  the  use  of  the  great 
bulk  of  American  £unilies.  ^  M.  Soter,'  says  the  editor,  *  is  the  good,  genius  of  the 
kitchen  *,  although  ho  is  the  renowned  chef  of  one  of  the  most  sumptuous  of  the 
London  Club-Houses,  and  the  pet  of  aristocratic  feeders,  he  has  labored  continually  to 
elevate  the  mind,  and  better  the  condition  of  the  poor  by  instructing  them  in  the  art  of  ob- 
taining tiie  greatest  amount  of  nourishment  and  enjoyment  from  their  food.  The  dietetic 
maxims  and  culinary  receipts  of  M.  Sotbr  are  not  less  needed  in  the  United  States  than 
in  England ;  but  for  different  reasons.  Happily,  our  countrymen  do  not  8u£fer  for  lack 
of  raw  materials,  so  much  as  for  lack  of  cooks  ;  and,  in  the '  Modem  Housewife'  of 
*M.  SoTBB  our  housekeepers  will  find  a  reliable  guide  and  an  invaluable  friend.' 
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Skktchkb  op  Mimnbbota,  thk  New-England  op  thb  Wist.  With  Tnddeato  of  Tlrmv«l  In  Itet 
Territory  daring  the  Summer  of  1849.  In  two  Parts.  By  £.  8.  Sktmoue.  In  one  Tolvmei  with 
aM^.    New-York:  UuiPER  AND  Brothkri. 

This  volume  affords  useful  and  reliable  information  on  the  lustory,  topogrw^, 
climate,  and  the  agricultural  and  commercial  resources  of  a  territory  which,  in  the 
view  of  ihe  author,  is  destined  soon  to  become  one  of  the  most  flourishing  states  in  the 
Union.  *  The  plain  relation  of  important  facts,'  says  the  author,  in  a  brief  and  eam- 
prehenrive  prefiuse, '  and  the  composition  of  a  work  of  a  practical  character  have  been 
the  object  sought.'  We  can  bear  witness,  from  an  examination  of  his  pages,  that  in 
this  regard  that  object  has  been  accomplished.  A  considerable  portion  of  the  work, 
we  are  informed,  was  written  at  the  West  during  the  prevalence  of  cholera,  wben 
Death  was  making  sad  inroads  in  the  social  circle  ;  when  general  debility,  a  lack  of 
mental  and  physical  energy,  was  prevalent  throughout  the  community,  and  bvt  km 
were  qualified  for  physical  and  less  for  literary  employments.  On  this  ground  H  hf 
that  Mr.  Seymour  asks  indulgence  for  a  neglect  of  '  elegance  of  diction'  and '  plsy  of 
the  imagination  common  to  such  works,  many  of  which  are  calculated  rather  to  amvae 
than  to  instruct.'  There  is  a  slight  touch  of  wholesome  satire  in  this.  A  *  plsy  of 
imagination'  such  as  that  exhibited  for  example  by  Munchausen  Lanman,  would  hardly 
have  been  a  desirable  substitute  for  the  interesting  fitcts  and  authentic  statements  deiriy 
and  attractively  set  forth  in  the  well-printed  pages  before  us. 


Cuba,  and  thb  Cubans  :  eomprising  a  History  of  the  Idand  of  Cahat  its  present  Social,  PoSttesL 
and  Domestic  Condition :  abo  its  Relations  to  England  and  the  United  States.  By  the  Authorw 
*  Letters  from  CulMu'    Inonevcdume.    New-Tork :  Samukl  Hubston,  130  " 


Several  of  the  opening  Letters  in  this  interesting  volume  appeared  originally  fn 
the  Knickerbocker,  and  excited  much  attention :  the'later  portions  of  the  woik  ve 
luDy  equal,  in  extent  and  exactness  of  important  information,  to  ihe  preceding  akeAchea. 
Hie  attention  both  of  England  and  the  United  States  is  now  directed  with  eager  in- 
terest toward  Cuba.  The  rapid  occurrence  of  political  events,  as  is  well  remarked  by 
the  editor  in  a  brief  preface,  seem  to  involve  a  convergent  force  that  is  hastening  some 
great  consummation :  ^  If  all  do  not  agree  as  to  the  result  which  those  changes  are  to 
bring,  no  one  can  shut  his  eyes  to  the  changes  themselves.  They  have  mnhipliod 
within  the  year ;  they  are  multiplying  ]  they  will  continue  to  multiply.  The  oonssr- 
vative  and  the  radical,  the  ultra  whig  and  the  ultra  democrat,  are  all  overwhelmed  by 
the  resistiess  course  of  things,  if  they  stop  even  but  a  moment  to  contemplate  it  Wlwt 
is  to  be  done  ?  Shall  we  attempt  to  stay  this  irresistible  progress,  and  be  swept  avif 
by  it ;  or  shall  we  rather  do  what  we  may  to  control  and  direct  it?  As  to  Cuba,  a 
word  only  need  be  said.  "With  or  without  the  United  States,  she  unll  soon  be  free 
firom  Spanish  dominion ;  and  —  which  is  of  greater  consequence  to  this  oonntrj— if 
free  without  our  aid  or  influence,  she  fiills  to  England.  How  will  the  United  fltalM 
relish  the  possession  by  that  nation  of  a  point  which  commands  the  Gulf  of  Meodeo 
and  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  7'  The  analysis  of  Cuban  taxes  in  the  present  vo- 
lume is  we  believe  the  first  of  the  kind  ever  attempted ;  and  the  chapters  on  the  soeial 
and  domestic  manners  of  the  Cubans,  on  religion  and  education,  cannot  M  to  intarefl 
the  reader. 
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AifD  C0RBB8PONDBNCE  OF  RoBBRT  SouTHBT.  —  Of  thk  work,  HOW  pidiliah- 
iz  *'  FartB*  by  the  Brothbrb  Habpbb,  we  have  read  the  fint  two  nnmbert. 
MesB  00  maoh  interett,  that  we  ahall  ^ntxieed  to  present  aeyeral  pawagea  whioh 
impreised  us  in  a  desultory  pemaal;  penofl  in  hand  die  while, 'for  the  benefit  of 
cription-Ust,*  as  our  friend  and  oontemporary  of'  TheBonknm  Flag-Staff' would 
s  phrase  it.  Nothing  can  be  more  natural  and  evidently  th<»oiighly  tmthM 
opening  chapters  of  the  woriL,  which  consist  of,  and  are  entitled, '  RecolUc- 
the  Early  Life  of  Robert Southey^tDritien  by  Hinuelf^  tn  a  Serieaof  Let' 
fVtenJ.'  These  recollections  commence  with  the  writer's  eariiest  memory, 
buonght  down  to  the  period  of  his  life  when  )ie  began  to  make  a  sensation  in 
d  of  literature.  We  shall  proceed  at  once  to  our  extracts  from  this  entertam- 
tnstmctive  melange.  We  are  surprised  to  find  iJiat  one  who  has  so  well  de- 
the '  net  purport  and  upshot  of  war'  as  has  Southbt  in  hia '  Battle  of  Blen- 
lioold  himself  have  had  such  warlike  propensities  when  he  was  yet  but  a  mere 

agiMldeefretobeasoldier:  Oo|oiielJoHifSON  oooe  gave  me  bis  sword ;  Itookittobed* 
to  sleep  in  a  sti^  of  most  complete  happineai :  in  tne  morning  it  was  gone.    Once  I  ist 

Em  m  what  we  caU  a  brown  study;  u  last,  oat  It  came,  with  the  utmost  eameatness, to 
RT :  *  Auntee  Polly.  I  should  like  to  have  all  the  weKponM  of  war.  the  gun*  and  the  sword 
albert,  and  the  pistol,  all  the  weapons  of  war.*  Once  I  got  whipped  for  taking  a  walk  with 
Ban  barber  who  lived  opposite,  and  promised  to  give  me  a  Bwcra.  TUstopkastrsngetiini 
as  abpnt  nine  years  old.  I  had  been  reading  the  historical  plays  of  Bhakipbakb,  and  eoo- 
ere  most  be  civil  wars  in  my  own  time,  and  resolved  to  be  a  very  great  man,  like  the  Bakl 
ncK.  Now  it  would  be  pnident  to  make  partisans;  so  I  told  my  ootmsankms  St  school  tlut 
nr  was  a  very  good  woman,  and  had  tau^t  me  to  interpret  dreams.  Iney  used  to  come  sod 
ifar  dreams  to  me,  and  I  was  artAil  enough  to  refer  them  aH  to  great  dvu  wsrs,  sad  ttM  sp- 
of  a  very  great  man  who  was  to  appear — meaning  myselC  I  had  resolved  that  Tom  sboiud 
I  man  too,  and  actually  dreamed  once  of  going  Into  hu  tent  to  wake  him  the  morning  befcrS 
10  Ml  was  I  of  these  ideas.* 

iiBT  speaks  most  affectionately  of  a  lovely  young  sister  who  died  in  his  eariy 
I :  '  She  was  a  beautiful  creature,  the  admiratidn  of  all  who  behdd  her.  My 
iBT  was  one  day  walking  with  her  down  Union-street,  when  Wbslbt  hiqp- 
>  be  coming  up,  and  the  old  man  was  so  strnck  with  the  Uttle  girl's  beauty  that 
•ed  and  exclaimed,  ^  Oh !  sweet  creature  I'  took  her  by  the  hand,  and  gave  her 
tg.  That  which  in  affliction  we  are  prone  to  tlunk  a  blessing,  and  which,  per- 
sober  reflection,  may  be  justiy  thought  so,  befell  her  son  afterward — an  ear|y 
to  a  better  world.  She  died  of  hydrocephalus,  a  disease  to  which  the  moat 
ig  children  are  the  most  liable.  Happfly  neither  her  parents  nor  her  gnaid- 
ever  suspected,  what  is  exceeding  probable,  that  in  her  case  the  disease  nuqr 
en  induced  by  their  dipping  her  every  morning  in  a  tab  of  the  ooldeBt  watt 
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w^ter.  This  was  done  from  an  old  notion  of  strengthening  her  :  the  shook  was  dread- 
ful ;  the  poor  child's  horror  of  it,  every  morning,  when  taken  out  of  bed,  still  more  so. 
I  cannot  remember  having  seen  it  without  horror  ;  nor  do  I  believe  that  among  afi 
the  preposterous  practices  which  &l6e  theories  have  produced,  there  was  ever  a  more* 
cmel  and  perilous  one  than  this.'  Are  there  not  many  of  our  readers  who  can  bear 
testimony  to  the  justice  of  these  strictures  upon  a  practice  af  once  absurd  and  cmel  T 
We  were  not  a  little  amused  at  this  *•  passage'  in  the  life  of  old  gouty  Lord  Batbiiaii  : 
*•  An  odd  accident  happened  to  him  during  one  of  his  severe  fits,  at  a  time  when  no 
persuasions  could  have  induced  him  to  put  his  fbet  to  the  ground,  or  to  believe  it  poa- 
sible  that  he  could  walk.  He  was  sitting  with  his  legs  up,  in  the  full  oostume  of  that 
respectable  and  orthodox  disease,  when  the  ceiling,  bemg  somewhat  old,  part  of  it  gave 
way,  and  down  came  a  fine  nest  of  rats,  old  and  young  together,  plump  upon  him. 
He  had  what  is  called  an  antipathy  to  these  creatures,  and,  forgetting  the  gout  in  the 
horror  which  their  visitation  excited,  sprung  firom  his  easy  chair,  and  fidrlyTan  dotm 
stairs.'  There  is  a  forcible  lesson,  well  worthy  ^  the  attention  of  parents  and  guar- 
dians,' in  the  following  record  of  the  manner  in  which  a  portion  of  his  time  waapawed 
firom  the  age  of  two  years  to  six,  while  residing  at  Bath  with  a  maiden-aunt : 

*I  BAD  many  indTdsenoes,  but  more  privatfonB,  and  thofle  of  an  ii\furionii  kind:  want  of  plur^ 
nates,  want  or  exercuie,  never  being  allowed  to  do  anything  in  which  by  powiblnty  I  vaMA  &at 
mya^;  lale  hours  in  company,  that  Is  to  say,  late  hours  for  a  child,  which  I  re(^oa  among  tae  mir 
vationa  (having  always  had  the  healthiest  propensity  fbr  going  to  bed  betimea ;)  late  hours  of  rinng, 
whieh  were  leas  palimilf  perhaps,  but  in  other  respects  wgrse.  My  aimt  choee  that  I  ahoold  ale^ 
witib  her,  and  tms  subjected  me  to  a  double  evil.  She  used  to  have  her  bed  warmed,  and  during 
the  nuMiths  while  this  practice  was  in  season,  I  was  always  put  into  Molly's  bed  flnt,  ibr  Hoar  of  an 
accident  firom  the  warming-pan,  and  removed  when  my  aunt  went  to  bed,  so  that  I  waa  regolsrty 
wiikened  out  of  a  sound  sleep.  This,  however,  was  not  half  so  bad  as  being  obliged  to  He  untu  vAai6^ 
and  not  unf^uently  until  ten  in  the  morning,  and  not  daring  to  make  the  sUghteet  movement  whteh 
could  (Usturb  her  during  the  hours  that  I  lay  awake,  and  longing  to  be  set  free.  These  were^iiMieedt 
earty  and  severe  lessons  of  patience.  My  poor  little  wits  were  upon  the  alert  ai  thoae  tedtous  boan 
of  compulsory  idleneaa,  fancying  figures  and  combinations  of  form  in  the  curtains,  wondering  it  tlie 
moCea  in  the  dant  sim-beamt  aira  watching  the  light  firom  the  crevices  of  the  window-ahntten,  nntfl 
it  served  me^  at  last,  by  its  progressive  motion,  to  measure  the  lapse  of  time.  Thorougldy  li^udi- 
douB  as  my  education  under  Miss  Ttlkr  was,  no  part  of  it  was  so  irksome  as  this.' 

His  aunt,  we  are  informed,  amon^  other  indulgences,  took  him  oooaofmally  to  the 

theatre :  '  When  I  was  taken  there  for  the  first  time,  I  can  perfectly  well  remember 

my  surprise  at  not  finding  the  pit  literally  a  deep  hole,  into  which  I  had  oAea  pmded 

myself  to  thiidL  how  or  why  any  persons  could  possibly  go.'    Thoao  who  have  at> 

tended  a '  spelling-bee' — and  what  reader  who  ever  went  to  a  distriot-aohool  in  the 

country  but  hag  attended  them? — will  call  to  mind  a  fiunOiar  and  pleaaant  seene 

while  pwusmg  the  annexed  extract.    The  child,  it  should  be  premised,  haa  groiwn  #p 

to  be  a  school-boy : 

^TwioE  during  the  twelve  months  of  my  stay  great  interest  waa  excited  throm|iont  the  eomaiOB- 
wealth  by  a  grand  spdUngmatch,  for  which  poor  Flowkr  deaervea  some  credit,  if  it  waa  a  derloe 
of  hia  own  to  save  hinumf  trouble  and  amuse  the  bovs.  Two  of  the  biggest  boys  cboee  thcArpttrtj, 
boy  by  boy  altwnately,  until  the  whole  school  waa  divided  between  them.  They  than  hontad  Iha 
dictionary  for  words  unusual  enough  in  their  orthography  to  puzzle  ilHaught  lads ;  and  having  oouk- 
pared  liato,  that  the  same  word  mi^  not  be  chosen  by  both,  two  words  weredelivered  to  every  lioj« 
and  kept  by  him  profoundly  secret  (Irom  all  on  the  other  side  until  the  time  of  triaL  On  a  day  ftp- 
pointed  we  were  drawn  np  in  battle  array,  quite  as  anxious  on  the  oeeasloo  as  the  membere  ora 
cricket  chib  for  the  result  of  a  grand  match  against  all  England.  Ambition,  that  *]aet  InflrmMy  of 
noble  minds,*  had  its  fUll  share  in  producing  this  anxiety ;  nod,  to  increase  Che  exidtement,  eadi  pep> 
eon  had  waaeted  a  halfjpenny  upon  the  event.  The  worda  were  given  out  in  due  eoeeeesion  onesdi 
aide,  firom  the  biggest  to  the  least ;  and  for  every  one  which  was  spiled  rightly  in  its  progreaadowu 
the  enemy^  ranks,  the  enemy  scored  one ;  or  one  waa  soured  on  the  other  aide  if  the  woid  nn  tiba 
gaontlet  safi^.  The  party  in  which  I  waa  engaged  lost  one  at  ttiese  matches  and  won  the  other.  I 
rsmember  that  my  words  fbr  one  of  them  were  ^OystalUzatlon*  and  ^Oolerie,*  and  that  I  was  ooa  of 
the  moat  eflbetive  persona  in  the  contest,  whkh  might  easily  be.' 

Hear  the '  testfanony'  borne  by  an  ingenuous  boy  to  a  practice  in  some  fttniBea 
mndh  bettw  honored  in  the  breaoh  than  in  the  observance:  *  I  dreaded  nolbiiig  ao 
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mach  as  Sunday  evening  in  winter :  we  were  then  <teemUed  in  the  hall  to  hear  the 
master  read  a  sermon,  6r  a  portion  of  Stackhousb's  History  of  the  Bible.  Here  I 
•at  at  the  end  of  a  long  form,  in  sight,  but  not  within  feeling  of  the  fire,  my  feet  oold, 
my  eyelids  heavy  as  lead,  and  yet  not  daring  to  dose  them,  kept  awake  by  fear  alone, 
in  total  inaction,  and  under  the  operation  of  a  lecture  more  soporific  than  the  strongest 
deeping  dose.  Heaven  hdp  the  wits  of  those  good  people  who  think  that  children 
are  to  be  edified  by  having  sermons  read  to  them !'  There  is  something  not  a  little 
laughable  in  Southet's  first  dream :  *■  The  earliest  dream  which  I  can  remember  re- 
lated to  my  aunt :  it  was  singular  enough  to  impress  itself  indelibly  upon  my  memory. 
I  thought  I  was  sittmg  MCtth  her  in  her  drawing  room,  (chairs,  carpet,  and  every  thing 
arp  now  visibly  present  to  my  mind's  eye,)  when  the  devil  was  introduced  as  a  morn- 
ing visiter.  Such  an  appearance,  for  he  was  in  his  full  costume  of  horns,  Uack  bat- 
wings,  tail,  and  cloven  feet,  put  me  in  ghostly  and  bodily  fear ;  but  she  received  him 
with  perfect  politeness,  called  him  dear  Mr.  Devil,  desired  the  servant  to  set  him  a 
chair,  and  expressed  her  delight  at  being  favored  with  a  call !'  We  were  struck  with 
this  instance  of  a  fair  blossom  failing  of  ultimate  fruit,  a  boy  whose  i^pearance,  we 
are  told,  prepossessed  all  who  saw  him :  *  My  mother  was  so  taken  with  the  gentlenesff 
of  his  manners,  and  the  regularity  and  mildness  of  his  features,  that  she  was  very  de- 
nrous  I  should  become  intimate  with  him.  He  grew  up  to  be  a  puppy,  sported  a 
swallow-tail  when  he  was  fifteen,  and  at  fivc-and-twenty  was  an  insignificant  withered 
homuneulu8y  with  a  white  fiice  shrivelled  into  an  expression  of  effeminate  peevishness. 
I  have  seen  many  instances  wherein  the  promise  of  the  boy  has  not  been  fulfilled  by 
the  man,  but  never  so  striking  a  case  of  blight  as  this.'  The  reader  will  admire  with 
OB  the  subjoined  affectionate  tribute  to  the  writer's  mother : 

^I  DO  not  b^eve  that  any  human  being  ever  brought  into  the  wcnid,  and  carried  through  it  a 
larger  portion  of  original  goodness  than  my  dear  mother.  Every  one  who  knew  her  toved  heffior 
she  seemed  made  to  be  happy  herself,  and  to  make  every  one  happy  within  tier  little  sphere.  Her 
understanding  was  as  good  as  her  heart:  it  is  fh>m  her  Ihave  inherited  thatalertnessof  mind  and  qulck- 
neea  of  apprehension,  without  which  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  me  to  have  undotaken  half 
of  what  I  have  performed.  Oon  never  blessed  a  human  creature  wiUi  a  more  cheerftd  dispoeitlmi, 
a  more  senerous  spirit,  a  sWeeto*  temper,  or  a  tenderer  heart  I  remember  that  when  first  i  under- 
alood  what  deaUi  was,  and  b^^aa  to  think  of  it,  the  most  foarfol  thought  it  induced  was  that  of  losii^ 
my  mother;  it  seemed  to  me  more  than  I  could  bear,  and  I  used  to  hope  that  Imight  die  before  her. 
KstHre  is  moxiAil  to  ua.  We  learn  gradually  that  we  are  to  die;  a  knowledge  which,  if  it  came  sud- 
denly upon  us  in  riper  age,  would  be  more  than  the  mind  could  emiure.  We  are  gradually  pre- 
pared for  our  departure  by  seeing  the  objects  (tf  our  earliest  and  deepest  aflbettcMis  go  before  us:  sod 
even  if  no  ke«ier  afflictions  are  dispensed  to  wean  us  fh>m  this  world,  uid  remove  our  tenderest 
thoughts  and  dearest  hopes  to  another,  mere  age  brings  vdth  it  a  wearineea  of  Ufe,  and  death  be- 
oomes  to  tb^dd  as  natural  and  desirable  as  sleep  to  a  tired  child.* 

One  is  continually  struck,  in  reading  Southst'b  letters,  wHh  the  terseness,  the  ex- 
treme simplicity  and  sententeousness  of  his  style.  Observe  the  following  segregaited 
examples :  '  As  no  madman  ever  pretended  to  a  religious  caD  without  finding  some 
open-eared  listeners  ready  to  believe  in  him  and  become  his  disdples ;  so,  perhaps,  no 
one  ever  composed  verses  with  &oility  who  had  not  some  to  admire  and  applaud  him 

in  his  own  little  circle.' *•  It  surprises  me  to  perceive  how  many  things  oonle  to 

mind  which  had  been  for  years  and  years  forgotten  I  It  is  said  that  when  earth  is  flung 
to  the  surface  in  digging  a  well,  plants  will  spring  up  which  are  not  found  in  the  snr- 
round^g  country,  seeds  having  quickened  in  light  and  mr  which  had  lain  buried  during 
unknown  ages — no  unapt  illustration  for  the  way  in  which  forgotten  things  are  thus 
brought  up  from  the  bottom  of  one's  memory.'  But  we  must  pause ;  satisfied  that 
the  reader,  after  perusing  the  foregoing  passages,  will  requbre  no  reoommendatiou 
of  ours  to  procure  the  numbers  whence  they  are  taken,  as  well  as  thoae  which  are  to 
sQOoeed  them. 
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Qosup  WITH  Rkadbis  akd  CoKREsroNDBNTs.— Tbbeb  Iim  been  a  feeble  croMde 
started  recently  against  Sunday  journals,  the  labor  upon  wluoh,  unlike  fhat  reqiiired  Ibr 
the  papers  of  the  succeeding  day,  is  performed  in  adranoe  of '  holy  time.'  Now  wie  woolA 
do  nothing  to  sanction  the  desecration  of  the  Sabbath ;  on  the  contrary,  both  by  preoept 
and  example,  we  hope  always  to  be  found  on  the  side  of  morality  in  this  regard.  B«t 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  misinterpreting  what  the  '  breaking  of  the  Sabbath'  retlly  Sa. 
The  man  who,  in  all  the  pride  of  wealth,goes  in  his  sumptuous  carriage  to  the  portab  of 
the  house  of  God,  and  there  leaves  his  coachman  (with  no  soul  of  his  own  to  iBTe, 
of  course,  any  more  than  the  horses  he  driyes)  to  sit  on  his  box  while  his  master  and 
fomily  recline  upon  damask  cushions,  and  make  their  responses  from  prsyer-boolDi 
of  yelvet  and  gold,  such  a  man  has  no  idea  that  he  is  accessory  to  breaking  the  Sab- 
bath ;  but  is  his  coachman,  idly  crackmg  his  whip  while  his  master  is  *'  at  wofship,' 
any  better  engaged  than  the  little  boy  who  is  supporting  a  widowed  mother  or  a  dea- 
titute  brother  or  sister  by  selling  to  the  poor  man,  who  may  desire  it,  a  weD-oondiiotod 
Sunday  neifvlapaper ;  a  newspaper  containing  information  which,  perhaps,  ineenmt 
labor  during  the  week  only  renders  accessible  to  him  on  that  day  T  "WKh  deferepoe 
to  less  rigorous  judgments,  we  think  not ;  nor  do  we  deem  the  readhig  of  aneih  a 
journal,  during  a  leisure  hour  on  the  Sabbath,  at  all  calculated  to  disqualify  the  miiid 
of  any  thinking  man  for  the  subsequent  reception  of  religious  truths,  through'  ihe 
appointed  modes  and  channels  appropriate  to  the  day.  We  spoke,  in  a  recent  aob- 
section  in  this  department,  of  the  effect  which  a  too  stringent  application  of  moral  and 
religious  requirements  sometimes  have  upon  children ;  and  we  have  seen  those  re- 
marks quoted  and  favorably  commented  upon  by  secular  and  religious  jonmals  in  dif- 
ferent quarters  of  the  Union.  *  There  aris,'  says  the  humane  and  praetieatty  religicNH 
author  of  *The  Song  of  ike  Shirt ;'  - 

^Thiek  are  tome  moody  peraoos,  not  a  fl3w« 
Who,  tamed  br  nature  with  a  gloomT  bias, 
Renounce  blaek  devUs  to  adopt  the  blae, 
And  think  when  they  are  dismal  they  are  pioai;* 

men  who,  in  endeavoring  to  force  others  to  ^  follow  in  their  footsteps'  and  imitate  thefir 
example,  exercise  any  thing  but  a  salutary  influence  upon  society.  There  is  anbh  a 
thing  as  *  putting  too  much  Sabbath  into  Sunday,'  especially  for  the  young ;  fiialrhy 
it  a  day  to  be  dreaded  rather  than  a  season  to  be  cherished.  We  are  reminded^  fm 
this  connection.  Of  the  Scotch  professor,  who  during  a  Sunday  walk  happened  lo  be 
hammering  at  a  geological  specimen  which  he  had  accidentally  picked  up,  when  a 
sanctimonious  person  gravely  accosted  him,  and  said  with  great  seriousness,  ^  Alil 
Sir,  you  think  you  are  only  breaking  a  stone,  but  you  are  breaking  the  SabbiAr 
A  walk  in  the  country  on  Sunday,  and  a  survey  of  the  worlm  of  an  ali-bonntiftd 
CaBAToa,  at  a  time  when  leisure  gives  force  and  stability  to  good  imprearions,  we  here 
heard  denounoed  as  sinfuL  Denunciations  of  acta  so  innocent  and  simple  as  this  htfe 
the  effect  to  create  a  re&ction  in  the  minds  they  are  intended  to  direct.  Hood,  in  his 
satire  called  ^An  Open  Question' — as  touching  the  propriety  of  *  the  authontiea'  not 
permitting  persons  walking  through  one  of  the  London  parlm  t>n  Sunday  aftenioon 
to  pass  through  that  portion  of  it  which  was  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  a  aofikgioil 
ooHection — has  a  few  stanzas  which  will  by  some  readers  perhaps  be  regarded  aa  in 
point.  And  we  would  &rther  aak  the  reader,  who  may  chance  to  have  the  London 
edition  of  Hood's  poems  in  his  library,  to  turn  over  the  leaves  of  the  first  volomo 


1850.] 


Ediior^s  TaNe. 


363 


until  he  oomet  to  the  ^Ode  to  Roe  WiUon,^  He  will  find  in  that  admirable  and  moat 
trenchant  satire  some  of  the  strongest  argomenta,  in  &vor  of  the  position  whioh 
we  have  assuned,  that  we  at  least  have  ever  enoonntered.  But  to  the  present  ex- 
tract: 


*  To  me  it  aeems  thai  in  the  oddest  wqr 

(B^aiinff  the  pardon  of  each  rigid  Bodiu) 
Oar  wotnldhbe  keepen  of  the  Babbatb-day 

Are  like  the  keepers  of  the  bnitea  ferocioos: 
As  soon  tbe  tiger  might  expect  to  stalk 

Aboot  the  KTooiids  fkom  BatordaT  till  fifonday, 
As  any  harmleee  man  to  take  a  wslk, 

If  sunts  shoold  elap  him  in  a  cage  on  Sonday — 

But  wliai  is  ydur  opinion,  Bfrs.  Grundt  ? 

*Iii  npitta  of  an  hypocrisv  can  spin, 
Aa  sorely  as  I  am  a  christian  sdon, 

I  cannot  think  it  is  a  mortal  sin, 
(Unless  be  *s  loose)  to  look  upon  a  lion. 

I  really  think  that  odb  may  go,  perchance, 
To  see  a  bear,  as  guiltlees  as  on  Monday; 

(IlkBt  ia,  prorided  that  he  did  not  dance,) 
Bruin's  no  worse  than  bakin'  on  a  Suiiday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,'  Mrs.  Grundt  ? 

*  In  spite  of  an  the  thnatlc  compiles, 

I  cannot  think  the  dav  a  bit  diviner 
Because  no  children,  with  fore«talling  smiles, 

TlHong,  happy,  to  the  gates  of  Edeo  BCimv; 
It  la  not  plain,  to  my  poor  ftiith  at  least, 

That  what  we  christen  ^uatoral*  on  Bfoodaj, 
Tlie  wondrous  history  of  bird  and  beast, 

Osn  l>e  unnatural  because  it^s  Sunday  — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Bfrs.  Grundt  ? 


<  Whereon  Is  sinftil  flmtanr  to  work? 
The  dove,  the  winged  (}olumbds 


fhavent 
of  man's 
Tbe  tender  Ibye-biid— or  the  filial  stoik  t 

The  punctual  CEsne — the  providential  raven  ? 
The  pelioan  whose  bosom  fmds  riie  voung^ 

N«r,  most  we  out  tnm  Satorday  tul  Moodaj 
The  feathered  marvel  with  a  human  tongue, 
Becanse  she  does  not  preadi  upon  a  Sondaj— > 
Hut  what  is  your  opinion,  Bfrs.  GanimTf 

*  The  busy  beaver — that  sagaoiooB  beast! 

The  sheep  that  owned  an  Oriental  shephenl ; 
That  desertrflhip,  the  camel  oi  the  East, 

The  homed  rainoceros— the  q)otted  leopard; 
The  creatures  of  tbe  great  Crbator's  hand 

Are  surely  sigtits  for  better  days  than  Monday? 
The  elephant,  althoufl^  he  wears  no  band. 

Has  he  no  sermon  m  his  trunk  for  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mnt.  Gbuhdt  f 

*  What  harm  If  men  who  bom  the  midnight  oU, 

Weary  of  Arame,  and  womand  waninfeat«u«, 
Seek  (Mice  A-week  their  spirits  to  assoil, 

And  snatch  a  ^impse  of  'Animated  Nature  f 
Better  it  were  if,  in  his  best  of  suits. 

The  artisan,  who  goes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  Msore  boor  among  the  bnUes* 

Than  make  a  beast  of  his  own  selfonSonday — 

But  what  is  your  opinicm,  Mrs.  Gruitdt  f* 


There  is  something  worthy  of  heed  in  the  closing  argmnent  of  these  charaoteristio 
fines.  Something  we  think  should  be  conceded  to  the  eontervative  influence  of  in- 
tereating  and  instructive  Sunday  journals  upon  a  class  of  readers,  who  but  for  them 
might,  and  doubtless  would,  be  far  less  innocently  mnployed  than  in  their  quiet  pern* 
sal  by  their  own  hearths.  ^  Finally,  and  in  conclusion,'  we  marvel  much  that  well- 
meaning  and  pious  persons  in  our  day  cannot  revolve  in  the  great  wheel  of  reform 
without  rushing  at  once  to  the  periphery.  .  .  .  Havb  you  never  felt,  reader,  just 
at  this  season  of  mid-March,  the  force  and  truth  of  the  ensuing  obaervationB  T  Our 
only  wonder  is,  that  another  should  have  expressed  so  perfectly  our  own  thonghta  and 
emotions,  a  hundred  timea  awakened  and  experienced,  in  the  early  '  spring-time  of  the 
year :'  '  There  is  a  certain  melancholy  in  the  evenings  of  early  spring,  which  is  among 
those  influences  of  nature  the  most  universally  recognised,  the  most  dffionlt  to  ex- 
plain. The  sUent  stir  of  reviving  life,  which  does  not  yet  betray  signs  in  the  bad  and 
Uoasom ;  only  in  a  softer  clearness  in  the  air,  a  more  lingering  pause  in  the  slowly 
lengthening  day ;  a  more  delicate  freshness  and  balm  in  the  twilight  atmosphere ;  a 
more  lovely  yet  still  unquiet  note  from  the  birds,  settling  down  into  thdr  coverts ;  the 
vague  sense  under  all  that  hush,  which  still  outwardly  wears  the  bleak  sterility  of 
winter — of  the  busy  change  hourly,  momently  at  work — renewing  the  youth  of  the 
world,  re-dothing  with  vigorous  bloom  the  skeletons  of  things ;  all  these  messages 
from  the  heart  of  Nature  to  the  heart  of  Man  may  well  afieot  and  move  us.  But 
why  with  melancholy  ?  No  thought  on  our  part  connects  and  construes  the  low, 
gmtle  voices.  It  is  not  Thought  that  replies  and  reasons :  it  is  Feeling  that  hears  and 
dreams.  Examine  not,  O  child  of  man ! — examine  not  that  mysterious  melancholy 
with  the  hard  eyes  of  thy  reason ;  thou  canst  not  impale  it  on  the  spikes  of  thy  thorny 
logic,  nor  describe  its  enchanted  circle  by  problems  conned  from  thy  schools.    Borderer 
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thyself  of  two  worlcb — the  Dead  and  the  living — give  thine  ear  to  the  tonoi,  bov 
thy  soul  to  the  shadows,  that  steal,  in  the  season  of  change,  firom  the  dim  Botdepr 
Land.'  .  .  .  Thbt  hav^a  choioe  specimen  of  '  high  old  art'  at  Washington,  if  we 
may  judge  from  the  'prepared  report'  of  a  correspondent  at  the  national  capitQl: 
'  By  the  way,  talking  about '  |»oters ;'  they  have  a  new  one  in  the  Rotonda,  whiok 
the  '  Bonknm  Flag-Staff'  ought  to  notice.  General  Washimoton,  of  course,  ooon- 
pies  the  middle.  He  is  wrapt  in  a  white  sheet,  and  looks  very  like  an  old  woman  of 
the  '  middle  ages'  doing  penance  before  a  church  door.  Three  or  four  fellows  in  the 
fore-ground,  whose  fiices  must  have  been  drawn  with  a  blister-plaster,  are  each  of 
them  making  violent  efforts  to  stick  a  carrot  into  his  eye.  Three  '  iftodel  Artiatea,' 
without  a  rag  on,  are  jumping  over  his  head ;  and  one  <^  them,  just  visible  behisd 
an  enormous  breast-work,  is  going  to  drop  a  well-scoured  beetle-ring  on  his  naked 
skull.  All  aBound  and  behind  are  the  portraits  of  Gut  Fawkks,  Hookbt  Walkxb, 
Mr.  Grbkn,  John  Smith,  Billy  Paterbon,  Sir  John  Maundbvillb,  Captain  Jambb 
RiLBT,  Ferdinand  Mendez  Pinto,  Wouter  Van  Twillbb,  and  Judas  Ibcaeiot, 
making  horrible  contortions.  In  short,  it  is  a  very  striking  historical  *■  picter.'  The 
artist  is  some  relation  of  the  young  genius  who  was  taken  by  his  father  to  Powsaa, 
that  he  might  learn  to  *  sculp !  *  .  .  .  Our  Burlington  correspondent's  story  of '  The 
Profane  Man  who  could  nH  do  Justice  to  his  SuhjecV  was  written  iot  and  published 
in  the  *  Gossip'  of  the  Ejxickerbockbr  years  ago.  .  .  .  Wb  wkih  that  every  one 
of  our  readers  could  hear  that  accomplished  musical  artist  and  natural  gentleman,  Mr 
friend  Mr.  Joseph  Burke,  sing  the  following,  in  his  rich,  melodious,  roUieking  man- 
ner. It  is  better  than  a  concert,  especially  with  our  old  friend  *  Brouoh'  to '  oome  in' 
in  the  chorus : 


Saimt  Patrick  wm  a  gentlemaiif 

And  he  came  of  daoent  peoplot 
He  built  a  dmrch  in  Dublin  town, 

And  on  it  put  a  steeple ; 
His  mother  was  a  Gallaohkr, 

His  fktber  was  a  BRAOTf 
His  aunt  was  an  Q'Sbavonksbt, 

First  oousin  to  0*Grai»t  : 

'  Good  luck  attend  Saint  Patrick's  flst, 
For  he  was  the  saint  so  clever, 
He  gare  the  shnakes  and  toads  a  twist, 
And  be  bothered  them  for  erert 

The  WIcklow  hills  are  very  high, 

And  so *S  the  hill  of  Howth.  Sir; 
But  there  *s  a  hill  much  higher  still, 

Much  liiffliernor  them  both,  Sin 
T  was  on  tibe  top  of  that  high  hiU 

Saint  Patrick,  preached  bis  sannint ; 
He  drove  the  frogs  into  the  bogs, 

And  lie  bothered  all  the  varmint: 

Good  hick  attend  Saint  Patrick's  flat, 
For  he  was  the  saint  so  dever: 

He  gvre  the  shnakee  and  toads  a  twist, 
And  he  bothered  them  forever! 

There 'k  not  a  mUe  in  Ireland's  Isle 
Where  the  dirtv  vannints  musters, 

But  dhere  he  put  his  own  fbre4^ 
And  raurthered  them  in  dusters; 

The  toads  went  pop,  the  frogs  went  plop, 
Slq[HlMhfaitotSewathav 


And  the  shnakes  oommittsd  ahuidde, 
To  save  themselTes  from  shlaofl^iter  t 

Ck>od  luck  attend  Saint  8atrick*s  iM, 
For  he  was  the  saint  so  clever ; 

He  gave  the  shnakee  and  toads  a  twM, 
And  he  bothered  them  for  sverl 

# 

No  wonder  that  we  Irish  boys 

Are  so  fl-ee  and  friaky, 
For  sure  Saint  Pat,  he  taoght  us  that, 

As  wen  as  drinking  whiwey: 
No  wonder  that  the  Babit  himself 

To  drink  it  should  be  willii«, 
For  his  mother  kept  aBheb6aB-dM>p 

In  the  town  of  Inniakillen. 

Good  luck  attend  Saint  Patricx?b  M, 
For  he  was  the  saint  so  devsr ; 

He  gave  the  shnakee  and  toadsa  twiil. 
And  he  bothered  them  fbr  ever! 

Oh !  was  I  but  80  fortonate 
As  to  be  back  in  Mnnster, 

"T  is  I 'd  be  bound  that  from  that  graastf 

I  never  ssore  would  mue stir; 
'T  wu  there  Saint  Patrick  plamed  tarf* 

With  plentv  of  the  pnOea, 
With  pigs  galore,  magramastora, 

And  cabbagea  andEidiest 

Good  luck  attend  Saint  Patrick's  irt, 
For  he  was  the  saint  soeiever ; 

He  gave  the  shnakee  and  toads  a  tfrfsL 
And  he  bothered  them  for  avsr  I 


Om  the  shores  of  Lake  Ontario,  near  the  village  of  Oawego,  or  *  'Swago'asthey  ved 
to  can  h  in  the  ^ked'ntry,' there  are  hnadreda  of  those  pecohar  holea  or  oeUa  made  bj 
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bank-flwallows.  On  one  occasion  there  was  a  tremendooa  gale/>n  the  lake,  the  efiaot 
of  which  was  thus  deBoribed  by  an  eye-witnem  to  the  '  ear-witnesB'  who  ghrea  the  re- 
cord tons:  *  I  never  see  such  a  gale  in  my  life  —  never!  It  blew  so  hard  that  it  blew 
afl  the  rand  off  the  bank,  and  left  ike  nDoUow-holet  9ticking  out  a  foot  and  a  kalfP 
Not  unlike  the  Xrishman's  explanation  of  how  cannon  were  cast:  '  Ton  take  a  round 
hole,  and  run  iron  or  braas  around  it  P  .  .  .  Wb  heard  to-day  a  lan^iable  ^Anecdote 
of  a  Man  with  a  big  FooW  He  was  a  BoJBblonian,  who  mnst  be  living  now,  for  a 
man  with  so  good  a  hold  upon  the  groond  is  not  likely  to  ^Akj^  off'  in  a  hurry.  He 
stepped  one  day  into  the  small  shop  of  a  boot-maker's  in  the  fbnrishing  capital  of  old 
Erie,  and  asked  Crispin  if  he  could  make  him  a  pair  of  boots.  Looking  at  his  long 
■play  pedal  extremities,  and  then  glancing  at  a  huge  nncnt  cow-hide  that  hung  upon 
the  wall,  he  said,  *  Well,  yes,  I  guess  so.'  *  Wh^t  time  will  you  have  them  done  ? 
To-day  is  Monday.'  ^  Well,  it  '11  depend  on  circumstances ;  I  guess  I  can  have  'em 
done  for  you  by  Saturday.'  On  Saturday,  therefore,  the  man  called  for  his  boots : 
'  Have  you  got  'em  done  ?'  said  he,  as  ho  entered  the  little  shop.  '  No,  I  have  n't  —  I 
oould  n't ;  it  has  rained  every  day  since  I  took  your  measure.'  *  Rained !'  exclaimed 
the  astonished  patron;  *  well,  what  of  that  ?  What  had  <Aat  to  do  with  it?'  'What 
ha4  THAT  to  do  with  it  V  echoed  Crispin  ;  '  it  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  it.  When 
I  make  your  boots  /  'ee  got  to  do  it  out  doors,  for  I  haven't  room  in  my  shop,  and  I 
oan't  work  out  doors  in  rainy  weather  ?'  It  was  the  rame  man  of '  large  understanding' 
whom  the  porters  used  to  bother  so,  when  he  landed  from  a  steamer.  They  would 
rash  up  to  him,  seize  hold  of  his  feet,  saying, '  Where  shall  I  take  your  baggage.  Sir  ? 
Where 's  this  trunk  to  go,  Sir  ?'  .  .  .  We  had  *■  taken  our  pen  in  hand'  to  express 
our  surprise  at  the  magnitude  of  the  neatly-executed  and  exceedingly  corpulent  cata- 
logue of  Messrs.  Cooley  and  Keeee^e  great  Trade- Sale  of  Books,  etc.,  and  to  deng- 
Bate  some  of  the  '  good  bargains'  which  it  offers  to  the  book-loving  public,  when  we 
encountered,  in  the  columns  of  a  daily  contemporary,  the  paragraph  which  100  should 
have  written,  though,  as  RicHARn  the  Third  has  it,  *  not  so  well,  perh^w.'  Vfk  can 
at  least  say  *■  ditto  to  Mr.  Burke,'  and  accordingly  (2o  do  so :  '  The  sale  5inll  commence^ 
at  their  rooms  on  Thursday,  the  twenty-first  instant  It  is,  we  believe,  Uie  largest  cata- 
logue ever  issued  in  this  country,  and  may  well  be,  as  it  fills  a  large  octavo  of  three 
hundred  and  twenty-eight  pages.  The  sale  comprises  invoices  from  more  than  one 
hundred  and  fifty  of  the  most  prominent  houses  in  the  country,  and  includes,  beside, 
books,  paper,  paper-hangings,  stationery,  stereolype-plates,  and  binder's  leather.  It 
will  doubtless  be  a  grand  reanion  of  members  of  the  trade  from  all  parts  of  \he  coun- 
try. This  is  to  be  the  last  sale  by  Messrs.  Coolet  and  Keesb  before  they  remove  to 
their  spacious  and  elegant  rooms  in  the  fine  stone  building  on  the  comer  of  Wliite- 
Btreet  and  Broadway,  a  location  admirably  suited  to  the  wants  of  a  firm  dealing  so 
largely  in  objects  of  literature  and  th^  fine  arts.  We  observe  that  they  annonnoe 
coming  sales  of  three  great  and  well-known  collections  of  books  *,  the  library  of  Bfr. 
James  Campbell,  the  stock  and  library  of  the  late  William  Colman,  and  a  library  of 
ten  thousand  volumes  collected  in  Europe.  .  .  .  Our  country  friend,  the  *  Peasant  Bard,' 
who  wrote  several  years  since  for  these  pages  the  beautiful  ^Lament  of  the  Cherokee,^ 
and  in  a  late  number,  ^  The  Minute-Men,^  sends  us  the  following  stanzas.  In  hb  note  to 
the  Editor,  the  writer  observes  :  '  I  have  had  no  great  nautical  experience,  but  was 
once  witness  to  the  heaving  of  the  lead  in  a  storm.  We  were  passing  over  shoal  water ; 
and  several  times,  as  the  vessel  plunged  down  into  the  trough  of  the  sea,  we  Mt  her 
keel  grind  upon  the  bottom.    The  mate,  who  was  lashed  in  the  chains,  heaved  fte 
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lead,  and  *  called  off'  in  true  sailor  style,  and  oheerQy ;  but  still  his  fiioe  vmre  tlie  <■- 
pression  of  a  sinner  on  the  *  anxious  seat.'  The  danger  passed,  the  shoal  deepened, 
and  he  sang  out,  *■  By  the  deep  nine  !'  unth  a  will.  It  was  a  noTel  and  sUrring  aeeoe 
to  me,  a  boy,  and  made  an  abiding  impression  on  my  memory;  the  result  of  wUeli 
is  the  production  of  the  accompanying  song,  composed  this  day,  after  the  lapoe  ef 

many  years  t' 

*  Whkn  wearing  off  the  shore,  with  the  brookert  on  the  leO) 
Hie  wind  throngh  the  cordage  piping  loud  and  drearily, 
As  the  shoal  deeper  grows,  it  becalms  the  sailor^  fiaan, 
As  tremblingly  he  listens,  and  the  saying  call  he  hears: 

< By  the  deep  nine!  by  the  deep  nine T 

'  When  murky  is  the  night,  and  the  misty  wind  is  ftee* 
When  black  is  the  sky  above,  and  blacker  still  the  sea* 
When  uncertain  the  landfoll  that  dimly  looms  ahead, 
Tlien  ye  ^  hcave-to,  my  hearties  t  bear  a  hand  with  the  lead : 

*  By  the  deep  nine  I  by  the  deep  nine  V 

*  Lashed  o^er  the  drenching  waves,  the  hardy  sadlor  staiidsi 
His  eye  is  quick  and  certun,  and  ready  are  his  hands ; 
Right  cheenly  overhead,  thoUf  the  plunging  lead  he  swings^ 
Down,  farther  down,  it  goes,  and  he  mnsically  sings : 

» By  the  deep  nine!  by  the  deep  nine P 

*  And  ye  who  are  voyaging  o'er  lifers  tempestuous  sea, 

Let  Judgment  be  your  compass — your  lead  let  prudence  be ; 
Should  Passiou^s  current  take  you  toward  a  wrecking  reef, 
Be  wiae  to  put  about  as  soon  as  Prudence  sounds  reuef : 

*  By  the  deep  nine !  by  the  deep  nine !' 

*The  gallant  ship,  the  Union,  our  brave  old  fiithers  built! 
Her  keel  was  laid  in  hearts^-bk>od  of  willing  martyrs  spilt : 
Then  beware,  ye  who  sail  her  along  the  flood  of  time  I 
Keep  her  bearings,  keep  her  soundings— she  ^  float  to  the  chime: 

*  By  the  deep  uiao !  by  the  deep  nine  V  * 

*  While  travelling  up  the  Missiseippi  river  a  short  time  since,'  writes  a  Maasofliift- 
settB  correspondent,  ^  I  fell  in  with  a  man  who  had  made  several  excursions  beyond 
the  Rocky  Mountains.  lie  abounded  in  jokes  and  anecdotes  of  the  ^  fiir  West,'  and 
among  other  amusing  incidents  he  related,  was  the  following :  *  About  three  years 
ago,  a  lady  in  Connecticut,  believing  that  the  Lord  had  called  her  to  go  to  the '  flur 
West'  and  christianize  and  civilize  the  Indians,  left  her  home,  where  her  charms  bad 
never  been  appreciated,  to  fulfil  her  ^  mission  j'  and  after  a  tedious  journey  of  two 
months,  she  arrived  at  the  place  which  was  to  be  the  scat  of  her  missionary  lobora. 
Here  she  remained  nearly  a  year ;  when,  finding  her  progress  slow,  and  her  eflEbita 
in  the  work  she  had  undertaken  of  little  avail,  she  returned  to  Independence,  Bfio- 
souri,  intending  to  tarry  there  awhile,  and  prepare  notes  and  collect  materials  for  a 
work  on  '  The  Far  West  and  its  Wonders.'  The  landlord  of  the  hotel  where  she 
was  boarding  asked  her  one  day  if  she  would  not  like  an  interview  with  a  ftmoiDa 
^  mountain-man,'  who  had  just  returned  from  a  long  trip  to  the  mountains,  mtinuk- 
ting  that  ho  could  furnish  her  with  interesting  facts.  *  Oh,  yes !'  said  she,  hi  tme 
Connecticut  style,  *  of  all  things  in  this  world  I  should  !  Do  pray  ask  him  in  1'  Kow 
ilARBis  was  indeed  a  famous  *  mountain-man ;'  famous  as  the  best  guide,  the  '  cradL 
shot,'  the  greatest  wag,  and  most  consummato  liar,  of  all  the  host  of  untamed  opirlli 
that  room  among  the  mountuns.  Acceding  to  the  lady's  wish,  the  landlord  brouglit 
ILoiRis  up  and  introduced  him.  Ho  was  bidden  to  take  a  scat ;  whereupon  the  lady 
commenced  questioning  him  concerning  his  adyentures  in  the  motmtains.  She  was 
seated  near  a  table,  on  which  lay  her  note-book ;  and  as  Harris  recounted  his  peifl- 
o«8  adyentures  and  hair-breadth  escapes,  she  noted  them  down  word  for  word.    Aa 


1850.]  Editor's  TahU.  367 


he  told  the  Btories  he  had  often  told  before,  while  attiug  by  the  forest  camp-fire,  to  a 
band  of  rough  oompaniona,  he  forgot  his  '  whereabout/  and  was  soon  spicing  his  tales 
with  an  occasional  oath.    The  lady  was  somewhat  surprised  and  not  a  little  scandalized 
at  this ;  but  as  yet  she  placed  implicit  confidence  in  his  veracity,  and  at  length  asked 
him  if  he  had  ever  seen  in  his  travels  any  petrifactions.    '  Oh,  yes,  Ma'am,'  said  he ; 
'  about  them  things  I  can  teliyou  something  interestmg,  and  «o  strange,  that  if  I  had 
not  seen  it  I  should  bo  tempted  to  doubt  its  truth  myself.    As  my  companions  and 
myself  were  travelling  near  the  Yellowstone  Forks,  one  afternoon  last  winter,  where 
^16  snow  was  very  deep,  we  suddenly  came  upon  a  spot,  on  the  side  of  a  mountain, 
where  every  thing  looked  fresh  and  green  :  the  trees  were  covered  with  foliage,  the 
bards  were  singing  merrily  in  the  branches,  the  grass  was  waving  in  the  breeze,  and  ^ 
in  short,  Ma'am,  it  looked  like  a  spot  of  summer  dropped  into  the  middle  of  winter. 
The  sight  was  so  strange,  that  wo  concluded  to  'camp,  although  it  was  yet  two  hoars 
before  sundown  ;  so,  unpacking  my  mule,  I  took  a  hatchet  and  went  to  a  log,  thmlrmg 
to  hew  off  some  kindling-wood.    I  struck,  and  the  hatchet  glanced.    I  looked  at  the 
edge  ;  it  was  turned  !    That  log,  Ma'am,  was  petrified  !    I  then  went  to  a  tree  that 
looked  green,  with  birds  singing  on  its  branches.    That  too,  Ma'am,  was  petrified  ; 
and,  Ma'am,  the  very  leaves  and  grass  were  petrified ;  and  stranger  still.  Ma'am,  the 
birds  themselves  were  petrifactions  I'     ^  Ah,  yes  !'  said  the  lady,  smiling  exultingly, 
as  though  she  had  now  caught  him ;  *  but  you  said  the  birds  were  singing ."    Hak* 
Els  was  perplexed ;  ho  had  gone  too  £ar ;  but  resolving  not  to  back  out,  he  exclaimed, 
*  Yes,  Ma'am,  by  — —  they  were  !  — the  very  notes  in  their  throats  were  petrified  !* 
The  *•  Notes  on  the  Far  West'  were  suddenly  di^^ntinued ;  Harris  was  dismissed ; 
and  that  chapter  on  petrifactions  is  not  yet  concluded  !'    Our  correspondent  reminds 
OS  of  a  kindred  hoax  that  was  perpetrated  upon  one  ^r.  Sous  Ross  Dix,  or  John 
Pec  Ross,  who  came  over  from  England  to  enlighten  the  people  of  this  ^  wooden 
country'  some  four  or  five  years  ago.    Ho  was  reading  to  us  in  the  sanctum  from  his 
'  Notes  on  America^'*  and  thereabout  especially  of  them  wherein  he  spoke  of  New« 
York.    The  following  was  a  passage :  ^  In  the  '  Bowling  Green,'  a  round  '  square'  at 
the  ibot  of  Broadway,  near  the  Battery  promenade,  is  a  fountain,  buflt  of  primitive 
rook,  in  every  variety  of  uncouth  raggedness  and  irregularity.    It  is  erected  over  the 
spot  where  rest  the  remains  of  the  Old  Gray  Horse  rode  by  C^eral  Andrew  Jackson 
at  the  great  Battle  in  New-Orleans ,  Missouri ."    We  could  not  resist  an  uproarious 
goffiiw,  that  waked  the  sleeping  echoes  of  the  sanctum :  ^  Who  in  the  name  of  all 
that  is  fiibulous  gave  you  that  interesting  piece  of  information,  Mr.  Ross  ?'  we  asked. 
^  A  gentleman  on  the  Battery,'  said  he,  *■  when  I  was  pencilling  some  memoranda  for 
my  *  Notes,'  and  to  whom  I  mentioned  their  object.    He  must  have  been  a  Nvmhug^ 
I  think,  d  'ye  kno' !'    Well,  we  rather  suspect  he  was  ^  open  to  that  objeoUon'  at  the 
time  he  imparted  the  foregoing  ^  fact'  for  English  readers.    .    .    .    Well,  we  are  to 
have  Jennt  Lind,  the  charming  vocalist,  whose  fiEime  has  filled  the  world ;  and  for 
this  consummation,  which  has  been,  so  long  devoutly  wished,  the  people  of  this  coun- 
try are  indebted  to  the  indomitable  enterprise  and  public  spirit  of  Mr.  P.  T.  Barnum,. 
the  opulent  proprietor  of  the  Philadelphia  and  American  Museums.    It  is  not  saying 
too  much  to  assert,  that  this  gentleman  is  the  only  American  proprietor  who  would 
have  offered  the  magnificent  terms,  by  the  tendering  of  which  he  has  secured  for  our 
citizens  so  great  a  musical  luxury  as  the  performances  of  Jennt  Lino.    For  the  pre- 
sent we  call  attention  to  the  following,  which  we  take  from  the  columns  of  a  dafly 
contemporary,  simply  premising  that  Mr.  Barnum  will  place  the  price  of  tickets  giv* 
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ing  adminion  to  M'lle  Lind's  performanoes  in  thk  coontiy  at  the  loweat  remuMra- 
tSve  rates: 


*Iif  London  the  price  of  tickets  ranged  from  five  to  fifty  doUan;  in  the  pfovinoes  of 
lirom  three  to  flAeen :  on  the  continenti  the  same ;  but  have  very  often  been  sold  at  anetion  for 
enormous  sums ;  ana  we  have  now  before  as  an  account  of  two  concerts  given  by  her  in  Um  Ioivb 
of  Nnrwicht  in  England — a  place  of  about  eleven  thousand  inlutbitants — where  four  tlioQMad  one 
hundred  and  fortv-three  tickets  were  sold,  which  realized  about  nine  thousand  three  hundred  del* 
lars,  in  a  mere  village ;  which  concerts  were  to  enable  her  to  establish  •  tnod  for  the  punliMU  of 
tvtei  for  the  poor  of  that  place  in  winter.  MHle  Jknnt  Luin's  whole  career)  Ihnn  her  dtiut  to  her 
retiring  last  year,  has  been  one  continued  serips  of  unapproached  enthusiasm  and  triumph.  11iraa||i 
town  and  country,  at  home  and  abroad,  amid  the  gayeues  and  splendor  of  the  palace,  and  the  km- 
liness  of  the  cottage,  all  have  but  one  feeling  towtud  her— an  admiration  which  amounts  almoak  to 
adoration.  Her  Toice  seems  to  be  a  spell  which  totally  entrances  her  hearers.  We  woBey  a  km 
days  ago,  conversing  with  some  gentlemen  who  had,  in  England,  on  two  occasicas,  paid  twenty 
douars  to  hear  her,  and  only  once  succeeded  in  getting  a  place,  all  of  whom  declared  tlieir  inabOHj 
to  describe  the  wcmderfbl  and  enchanting  powers  of  the  sweet  sonsstress,  and  who  said  tlut  tkqy 
were  fora  ttme  literally  unconscious  of  every  thing  around  them :  mat  they  were  riTetted  with  d»> 
Itefat,  ana  seemed  to  be  listening  rather  to  the  muMc  of  celestial  beings  than  to  a  creature  of  earth. 
TDere  is  one  great  and  indisputai>le  flu;t,  which,  when  considered  for  a  moment,  puts  aside  all  auea- 
tions  concerning  her  superiority ;  which  is,  that  throughout  all  Europe,  and  by  all  ckoMSy  she  it 
believed  to  be  the  greatest  and  most  wonderflil  vocalist  that  ever  Uved.  We  shall,  ere  she  arrtrtti 
he  enabled  to  give  our  readers  a  series  of  statistical  facts  connected  with  the  career  of  this  ilhMlrlr 
uus  cantatrice,  for  which  we  have  already  written  to  some  friends  in  Europe,  and  on  whoae  autho- 
rity we  can  rely.  Mr.  Barnum  is  entitled  to  great  credit  for  the  courage  he  has  evinced  in  eren 
attempting  (setting  aside  his  success  in  arranging)  this  great  undertaking ;  and  the  AnMvlca&  people 
faOj  Mprociate  his  noble  and  great  anxiety  to  give  thm  an  opportunity  of  hearing  this  greatosi  of 
all  artuts.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  careMly  adopt  some  plan  whereby  as  many  aa  pooi 
may  be  able,  with  perfect  comfort  to  themsdiveB,  to  see  and  hear  the  *  NightingBle  of  Swedon.' 


Tbere  is  a  good  deal  of  yaluable  iustmctioD,  especially  for  the  young  and  impelii- 
ons,  conveyed  in  the  lines  entitled  *  An  Illustration.^  Wc  hope  the  leascm  which 
they  convey  will  not  be  altogether  lost  upon  one  little  girl  whom  we  wot  of— the 
treasury  of  many  ioad.  hopes  and  anxious  expectations : 


Wkei  Ella  C a  watch,  the  spring 

Would  move  with  such  a  power, 

A  common  *Bcapement  wouul  not  bring 
Its  index  to  the  hour. 

Or  if  an  hom^glaas,  sheM  not  wait 

For  single  sands  to  pass. 
But  choke  at  once  its  narrow  strait 

By  crowding  down  the  mass. 

An  arrow  sped  with  Ei  la^s  force 

WouM  gyrate  in  its  flight. 
And  take  a  wild  erratic  course 

If  feathered  not  arig^L 


A  ship  that  carried  such  a  salU 
WiUi  all  her  canvass  spread 

Would  surely  fdunder  in  the  gale, 
If  not  well  ballasted. 

A  Hare  and  Tortoise  ran  a  raee, 
Hie  Hare  went  very  fleet; 

The  Tortoise  took  a  plodding  paoe| 
He  plodded  on— -and  beat. 

Of  motive  power  a  two^bld  share 
This  favored  child  has  broii^^; 

Two-fold  should  be  the  pilot's  care 
To  guide  it  as  he  ought 


Much  amused  to-day  by  this  passage  in  a  letter  of  a  correspondent  ttom  whom 
our  readers  hear  frequently,  and  from  whom,  as  wc  have  good  reason  to  know,  thej 
are  always  well  pleased  to  hear,  lie  has  been  preparing  a  new  work  for  the  "pfem^ 
touching  which,  and  en  passant,  he  observes :  ^  I  would  fain  hope  that  it  may  find  more 
readers  than  its  predecessor,  which  was  published  by  the  Harpers,  and  made  Bome- 
Ihing  of  a  fittle  book,  and  of  which  I  may  say,  if  it  had  a  reader,  I  never  heard  of 
him.  Such  oasualities,  like  most  others  in  life,  are  nothing  when  a  man  is  used  to 
them,  and  I  claim  to  be  in  that  position.  In  reference  to  this  position,  the  HARrsms 
once  said,  that  the  reason  why  I  had  not  readers  like  other  authors,  waa  that  other* 
wrote  to  suit  the  public,  and  I  wrote  to  suit  myself.  Again,  they  claimed  that  the 
way  to  obtain  readers  is  to  write  anonymously ;  and  as  a  clue  to  the  influence  of 
anonymous  authorship,  one  of  the  brothers  told  me  the  following  anecdote :  lliey 

published  an  imaginative  work  anonymously,  written  by  Mr.  A .    They  were 

immediately  asked  the  name  of  the  author,  but  they  protested  that  they  were  not  at 
iberty  to  tell, '  although  they  would  say  confidentially  that  they  would  not  say  H 
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not  written  by  Ixymo.'  Tliis  was  enough  Ibrllieqiierist,  and  he  forthwith  pro(daim^^ 
with  many  knowing  geetionlationa,  that  Irtuio  was  the  author.  The  enrrenoy  of  this 
report  soon  brought  another  to  inquire  the  name  of  tiie  author,  and  he  was  told  by 
the  Harfers  that  they  would  not  say  the  book  was  not  written  by  Pauldino.  Some 
etiier  authors  were  named,  in  the  same  way,  to  different  inquirers,  until  the  whde 
Ulenury  public  were  in  commotion  in  relation  to  the  authorship,  and  the  book  acquired 
s  great  notoriety ;  and  bdng  deemed  the  production  of  a  man  wiUi  acknowledged 
lidfliitB,  nobody  presumed  to  doubt  its  value,  lest  he  should  thereby  publish  his  own 
defect  of  discernment.  But  the  poor  author  began  to  be  jealous  at  seeing  his  hmreto 
w<om  by  starangers,  and  unprudently  cliumed  them  for  himself;  when  suddenly  dl 
who  had  praised  (preises,  editors  and  readers,)  began  to  ieel  that  they  had  beea 
bottzed,  and  made  to  give  currency  to  spurious  coin,  and  forthwith  attempted  to  retriere 
Ae  ftilse  step,  and  show  that  they  knew  gcM  from  tinsel,  by  all  manner  of  ridicule  of  the 
wioric,  until  it  sank  into  oblivion.'  .  .  .  Ws  have  nncere  pleasure  in  galling  the  s^ 
tention  of  our  readers  to  the  ^Ntw-YwrJc  Organ,  a  Family  Companion,''  which  we  are 
w^  pleased  to  learn  has  not  only  a  very  wide  circulation,  but  is  increasing  beyond  aH 
Ibnner  precedent.  It  deserves  this  success,  not  only  because  it  is  fiuthful  to  the  in* 
cukstion  of  its  own  temperance  principles,  but  because  of  the  taste,  industry,  and  good 
judgment  with  which  it  is  conducted.  Its  literary  selections  and  its  editorials  would 
do  credit  to  any  journal,  foreign  or  domestic ;  and  we  are  glad  that  a  moral  design 
may  be  subserved  with  the  adjuncts  of  talent,  skill  and  good  taste.  We  commend 
*The  Organ*  to  our  readers  and  the  public  at  large,  confident  that  it  will  be  found  to 
eoofirm  in  all  respects  the  justice  of  our  encomiums.  .  .  .  *  K.  A.'  of  St  L 
may  be  well  assured  that  we  fed,  and  know  well  how  to  feel,  the  sympathy  of  which 
he  speaks,  with  such  natural  and  sincere  emotion.  Verbal  defects,  however,  in  the 
fervent  lines  enclosed,  prevent  their  insertion.  There  is  hardly  a  medium  of  ez- 
odlence  in  the  manner  of  blank- verse ;  and  the  recurrence,  especially,  in  the  present 
pieee,  of  lines  closing  with  a  preposition  or  a  definite  article  is  fetal  to  the  melody  ot 
the  verse.  The  thoughU  expressed  are  beautiful.  .  .  .  *  I  do  n't  think,'  writes  a 
Westem-New-Tork  correspondent,  from  whom  we  are  always  glad  to  hear,  and 
whose  *■  good  words'  are  cheering  to  us,  *  I  don't  think  that  any  of  your  law  stories 

beat  one  told  of  Justice  G ,  of  the  Sixth  District    He  was  holding  the  summer 

eiresit  in  Chenango  Ckmnty.  The  day  was  very  hot  and  sultry.  A  very  fet  old  lady 
was  called  upon  the  stand  as  a  witness.  She  took  a  seat,  pulled  out  a  handkerchiel^ 
and  tried  to  wipe  off  the  perspiration  from  her  fece,  but  the  more  she  rubbed,  the 
redder  her  fece  grew,  and  the  fester  the  great  drops  of  sweat  rolled  down.  At  length, 
in  a  perfect  agony  of  heat,  she  began  to  untie  her  bonnet-strings,  but  her  *  fingers 
were  all  thumbs,'  and  she  only  succeeded  in  tying  a  hard  knot.  Finally  she  turned 
lo  the  judge,  who  is  celebrated  for  his  urbanity  and  kindness  to  the  sex,  and  asked 
him  to  untie  it  for  her,  which  of  course  he  did.  ^  There,  thank  ye.  Judge,'  said  the 
old  lady,  with  a  profound  courtesy ;  *  when  I  have  any  thing  to  do,  I  always  like  to 

otrip  to  itP    The  court  immediately  took  a  recess. In  the  early  settlement  of 

this  county,  a  carriage-maker  took  a  young  lad,  who  wished  to  learn  the  trade,  about 
6fteen  miles,  to  a  lawyer,  to  get  his  indentures  of  apprenticeship  drawn.  He  went 
early,  and  reached  the  place  at  what  is  now  about  early  breakfest-time.  The  attor- 
ney inmiediately  set  to  work  to  draw  the  articles,  which  he  promised  to  have  done  at 
noon.  The  master  and  boy  adjourned  to  the  tavern,  kept  by  a  celebrated  pubUcan, 
old  Colonel  H ,  whose  buxom  wife  was  the  neatest  and  deaverest  of  landladies,  and 


370  EdUor't  TitUe.  [i^ril 

spent  the  time  quite  pieaaantly,  drinking  tlie  GokMMl'a  ffip,  and  eatiag  hk  hAf%  Wl 
oakes,  until  the  time  appointed.    He  then  oaUed,  and  fonnd  hot  1Mb  fupwi  hii 
been  made  in  his  busineea.    The  lawyer  was  very  busy,  bat  anma^faig  of  ft  ^mffttt 
(quite  unlike  any  of  the  profeasiou  now-a-days,)  and  he  went  sintj  i^e^b,  abI  tosk 
another  mug  of  flip.    So  he  kept  calling,  and  being  pot  ofl^  milil  »nr  v^f^  wfea 
he  grew  impatient,  and  said  to  the  boy :  '  Omie,  Hoeaos,  w»  vmy  m  wdl  alvt  fcr 
home, /or  your  time  wiU  be  out  before  he  gets  the  indemtmresin»»P    •   .  .  Wi 
write  this  subjection  of  *  Gossipry'  with  one  of  Sntfcm,  P»»"""  am  Dnoft^fdl 
pens,  the  best,  the  most  perfectly  quill-like  inatnunaii,  wd  ever  *  took  Ia  liaad.'   hh 
a  positive  luxury  to  use  it ;  and  we  know  of  nothing  to  add  to  that  faunBy, ' 
ability  to  use  it  as  Mr.  Dixon  himself  does ;  the  moat  elegant  r*^*'*f*t 
rographer  we  ever  saw  put  pen  to  pi^r.    The  appointmenta  of  the  pea  i 
Its  parts,  including  a  pencil  and  case  for  leads,  slide  into  eaoli  other  in  fhb  moit  mmr 
pact  form,  and  the  whole  is  exquisitely  neat  and  finiahed.    Hie  dmpoaitnty  «f  tei 
pens  is  in  Broadway,  nearly  opposite  the  Franklin  Hoaaei   •   .   .    T^nuB  an  aavnl 
clever  *  Quecrities'  in  the  ^  Stray  Leavea^  of  *  Asbtoii.'    We  annex  ft  few  *  anfffai:' 
*  Looking  over  for  the  twentieth  time  the  never-tireacMne '  Goarip*  of  oar  boMl 
Knickerbockers,  ('  thank  you !')  several  aneodotee  of  our  preaoldng ' 
to  ray  mind  various  queerities  that  had  fiedlen  upon  my  awn  ear  fraODi 
wbioh  I  am  tempted  to  relate ;  and  although  I  hold 

*That  cbarcb4addera  are  always  mofm^sd  belt 
By  loamed  derka  and  TiatlDiiita  pnAaed,' 

yet  to  many  of  our  itinerant  clergy  more  eduoatkm  wo«dd  be  of  great  bflMfty  all 

hope  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  the  powers  thatbe  wfll  ^  la^yhanda 

no  man,'  or  at  least  give  him  no  authority  to  teach  othen,  mitil  lie 

himself,  and  has  a  good  common  education,  if  nothing  more.    To  hear  tke  sort  hif 

of  all  subjects  touched  upon  as  it  is  sometimes  done  by  tfaoee  who  hare  vMm^wl^ 

taken  thoir  vocation,  is  shocking  to  one  endowed  with  a  finr  abate  of  Tfaictaliiai ;  ■! 

if  at  the  same  time  he  possesses  a  keen  sense  of  the  ludidona,  he  oan  ooHeefiHlnkt 

■mile  at  that  which  pains  him.    But  to  the '  pi'nt,'  as  a  worthy  frioid  of  oiM  ahnyi 

says.    TjQst  season,  on  a  beautiful  Sabbath  morning,  I  rode  oat  wHli  ft  friend  to— 

chapel,  where  a  quarterly-meeting  was  being  held,  and  nimierooriy  aManled.   Hi 

sermon  must  have  been  half  through  when  we  took  onr  aeati  in  the  erowUrfAw 

I  attempted  in  vain  to  catch  the  thread  of  the  disoonrae.    FinaUf  ,  * 

moment,  and  said :  *  Respecting  the  young  man  whoee  ftmcnd  (i.  e. 

I  am  preaching,  as  Shakspeare  says,  *■  Murder  wiD  out,  and  waftedy  km&w  any|M< 

of  him  /'    lie  gambled,  run  horses,  and  bet  onto  'em;  used  proifinie 

the  Sabbath,  and  my  dear  hearers  and  mourning  friends,  we  aU  knoir 

says  such  folks  will  go ! '    Imagine  the  feelings  of  the  monrnera ;  yet  an  oa^  i 

among  them  at  the  time.    At  anotlier  time,  an  odd  speoimen  of  hnmaidlji 

p\ing  the  pulpit,  and  attempted  to  wind  up  a  loud  and  not  nninlffwling  i 

a  description  of  Heaven,  its  joys,  ambrosial  fruita,  gulden  atreetiy  and  eijrtii 

its  freedom  from  man's  constant  earthly  attendants,  pain,  aorrow,  and  oaie  | 

he  seemed  to^have  exhausted  his  imagination  and  hia  TTrrubnkry ^  Iw  addadj  m  I 

a  &r  more  perfect  idea  might  have  been  comprised  in  few  word8|  *Mm  aiirtyai 

brethren^  Heaven  is  a  real  Kentuck  tort  of  a  piaee  P  I  need  not  add,  UmI  tta  i 

was  a  Kentnckion.    The  same  preacher  taking  for  the  theme  of  hk  fwuwn  'Wi 

thus  equivocally  complimented  the  sex :  *  I  should  n't  think  H  jlrt  ri^Mt|  or  \ 
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to  scripttir',  to  call  ladies'  —  Kentnokians  and  western  preaohers  genenAy  do  not 
preach  to  men  and  women,  bat  to  ladies  and  gentlemen  —  *  angels,  but  I  will  say  ihsy 
are  next  to  it ;  they  are  indeed  /o/^en  angels !'  Another,  of  the  same  persuasion,  I 
heard  in  a  sermon  (?)  talk  of  the  ^etieutU^  (etiquette)  of  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  1' 
My  risible  muscles  were  also  once  severely  put  to  the  test  by  a  certain  '  teaeher,'  who 
was  enlightening  a  very  respectable  audience  upon  the  various  matters  touched  upon 
by  St.  Paul.  He  was  a  small-headed,  small-voiced,  squeaking  speaker,  and  every 
word  was  drawled  to  twice  its  original  length.    ^ Paul,'  said  he,  ^  says  you  mustn't 

have  two  wives,  but  you  may  have  one  wife' a  long  pause  —- '  if  you  can  get 

her  !'  But  enough  of  the  pulpit  for  this  time.'  .  .  .  Southbt  speaks,  in  one  of  his 
letters  to  an  early  friend,  of  his  keen  enjoyment  of  the  aenae  of  amell.  *  Wordsworth,' 
he  remarks,  *  has  no  sense  of  smell.  Once,  and  once  only  in  his  life,  the  dormant 
power  awakened :  it  was  by  a  bed  of  stocks  m  full  bloom,  at  a  house  which  he  inhab- 
ited in  Dorsetshire,  some  five-and-twenty  years  ago ;  and  he  says  it  was  like  a  vision 
of  Paradise  to  him ;  but  it  lasted  only  a  few  minutes,  and  the  faculty  has  continued 
torpid  from  that  time.  The  fiict  is  remarkable  in  itself,  and  would  be  worthy  of  no- 
tice, even  if  it  did  not  relate  to  a  man  of  whom  posterity  will  desire  to  know  all  that 
can  be  remembered.  He  has  often  expressed  to  me  his  regret  for  this  privation.  I, 
on  the  contrary,  possess  the  sense  in  such  acuteness,  that  I  can  remember  an  odor  and 
can  up  the  ghost  of  one  that  is  departed.'  We  confess  to  a  keen  appreciation  and  en- 
joyment of  all  pleasant  odors.  The  scents  of  fresh  hay,  of  leaves  in  their  incipient 
deaay,  of  odorous  woods,  of  fruits  and  flowers,  these  wo  can  recafl  by  a  mere  exercise 
of  the  memory.  As  we  were  passing  through  the  hall  of  a  little  inn  at  Rhinebeck,  on 
the  Hudson,  on  a  recent  winter-trip  to  Red  Hook,  there  came  from  Uie  open  cellar 
door  a  damp  cold  odor  of  apples  in  bins  ;  and  we  could  have  told,  from  one  inhalation, 
what  apples  were  there.  *  Seek-no-forthers,'  were  they,  and  Spitzenbergs.  No  mis- 
take about  it !  ...  *  Children,'  writes  a  friend,  *■  say  as  queer  things  as  their  elders. 
I  stopped  a  few  moments  the  other  day  to  look  at  a  group  of  children  who  were  play- 
ing in  front  of  a  school-house.  One  little  fellow,  about  five  years  old,  appeared  to  be 
no  finvorite  with  the  rest ;  and  while  I  stood  there,  he  swore  most  lustily  at  something 
or  other.  A  fat  curly-headed  little  girl  spoke  up  quickly :  *  Billt,  if  vou  say  such 
bad  words  you  can't  go  to  heaven ;'  then  laughing  out,  she  clapped  her  hands  with 
f^«l<li«h  glee,  and  excliumed,  ^Ooodey  !  goodey  /'  There  was  no  malioe  in  this,  but 
Mitisfaction  and  delight  apparently,  that  he  would  not  in  heaven  interfere  with  their 
sports.  Billy  did  not  heed  the  warning,  but  directly  repeated  his  *  bad  words'  with 
more  emphasis.  This  time  a  little  lame  girl,  with  dark  eyes,  and  a  solemn  oast  of 
countenance,  spoke  up  :  ^  Billy,  if  you  say  such  words  you  '11  be  buried  way  down  -r- 
she  pointed  to  the  ground  —  down  where  you  'U  bum  like  every  thing  I'  '  I  don't 
care,'  responded  Billy,  beckoning  with  his  hand  over  his  shoulder :  '  come,  Dsvu.,' 
he  shouted,  ^  come  !'  The  little  things  seemed  thunderstruck  by  the  action,  and  scam- 
pered away  into  the  house,  in  terror  lest  his  Satanic  Majesty  should  accept  the  invita- 
tion. .  .  .  SouTHEY,  speaking  to  a  friend  of  that  species  of  verse  which  we  *  at  the 
same  time  detest  and  praise,'  says :  '  There  was  not  a  fidse  quantity,  nor  a  gram- 
matical fault,  nor  a  decent  line,  in  the  whole  piece.'  The  early  school-mistresses  of 
England, '  according  to  history,'  must  have  possessed  rather  limited  acquirements : 
*■  Two  sisters,  who  had  been  mistresses  of  the  most  ftshionable  school  in  Herefordshins 
fifty  years  ago,  used  to  say,  when  they  spoke  of  a  former  pupil,  *■  Her  w^at  to  school  to 
ice  /"  .   .   .  We  have  omitted  to  mention  the  recent  death  of  Mr.  T.  Pendleton 
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Cooke,  of  Virginia.  He  was  an  early  ocmtrflmtor  to  the  Knonnttocnuat,  aiid  WM  a 
poet  of  deservedly  good  repute.  He  leaves  behind  him  a  laige  oirde  of  flioidi^ 
who  deeply  lament  his  untimely  departure  from  among  them.  A  few  moirtha  bcfcn 
his  decease,  he  communicated  the  foUowmg  bcantifiil  'Z«iieff  fe  my  DtmgkUr  Lify^*U 
the  pages  of  the  ^Southern  Literary  Messenger'*  Magadne : 


(Su  changoM  yean  are  gone,  Lilt, 

Since  you  were  bora  to  be 
A  dariing  to  your  mother  good, 

A  happlneM  to  me : 
A  Uttle  sniTering,  feeblo  thing, 

You  were  to  touch  and  view. 
But  wo  could  see  a  promise  in 

Your  baby  eyes  or  blue. 

*  You  ftstened  on  our  hearts,  Lilt, 

As  day  by  day  wore  by. 
And  beauty  grew  upon  your  choeks, 

And  deeimtied  in  your  eye ; 
A  year  made  dimpk»  in  vour  hands, 

And  plumped  your  little  feet; 
And  you  baa  learned  some  meiry  ways, 

Which  wo  thought  very  sweet. 

*  And  when  the  first  sweet  wwd.  Lilt, 

Your  wee  mouth  learaed  to  say, 

*  Your  mother  kiraed  it  fifty  times. 

And  marked  the  fkmous  day: 
I  know  not  even  now,  my  dear, 

If  it  was  quito  a  word. 
But  your  proud  mother  surely  knew, 

For  she  the  sound  had  heard. 

*  When  you  were  four  years  old.  Lilt, 

You  were  my  little  friend, 
And  we  had  widks  and  nightly  plays, 

And  talks  without  an  end : 
You  little  ones  are  sometimes  wise, 

For  you  are  undofilod ; 
A  grave  grown  man  will  start  to  bear 

The  strange  words  of  a  child. 


<  When  esra  pteHsd  «»  oar  hooM^  I^LTf 

Pressed  wltfa  an  Iron  iMBdi 
I  haled  nwnktad  Ibr  the  tmaf 

Which  foatend  ia  tlM  Ind ! 
But  when  I  read  your  yoog  fMft  feOB^ 

Its  nwaalogB,  sVMt  sad  ■oodi 
My  charitiea  grew  dear  wmSiakf 

I  fcltmy  brolfcerliDod. 

*■  And  BomeUmai  It  woold  bei  IttTt 
My  fkUh  in  Go»  grav  eQla» 

Fbr  I  saw  vljtae  go  in  mflk 
And  vloe  in  doth  of  goU; 

Bat  in  voor  tnnncwiwi|  wj  eUdi 
And  in  yoor  BftoChen  lovei 

I  learned  tlMM  Iflaaoaa  er  «» toi 


Which  flMtfln  it  sbove. 


( At  laat  our  cvea  an  0gB%  IaiIV 

And  peace' 
As  you  nave  I 


IheaoB 
After  the  ^UKany  ndn: 
In  tho  good  nad  where  we 


We  may  be  hnNny  dl 
A  life  or  tove  wUl  bteas 
The  hooae  upon  the  UB. 


^Thanks  to  your  genflatee,  IaiT^ 

Ita  IniinciMice  was  Strang 
To  keep  me  oooslsni  to  Ite  ilgMi 

When  templed  bj  the  wieng: 
The  little  onaa  wen  dear  lo  Hm 

Who  died  upon  the  Wood— 
1  aik  Hia  gBBUe  eaie  te  yoOf 

And  fi>r  year  mottiet^  flood.* 


These  lines  are  very  touching :  and  the  reader  will  lament,  in  ««■■■■■*■>  wilk  tti 
writer's  bereaved  friends,  that  a  heart  so  warm  should  now  be  odd  and  iQaBt  ta  Al 
grave.  ...  A  keen  apprcciator  of  the  humorooa  and  the  bmleiqiie,  who  viiki 
a  story  almost  as  well  as  he  narrates  one,  sends  ns  the  ioDowing.  It  iknU  trf  Al 
sides  of  a  dyspcptio  Quaker  on  *■  First-Day :'  '  *  And  the  wildemeH  iball 
the  rose.'  Wc  were  always  *  forcibly  reminded,'  as  onr  friend  Dr.  Yaw  Vi 
to  say,  of  this  passage  whenever  wo  met  the  good-natnred,  rosy  fsae  iji  BuMMi*" 
Colonel  Blossom,  of  the  Ganandaigna  Hotel,  in  days  of  yore,  when 
the  go,  and  the  festost  kind  of  going  was  by  tho  *  Telegraph' — not 
hundred  thousand  miles  a  minute^  but  by  the  good  old-fiiahiQoed  fail^oMh  *  Ml* 
graph,'  six  miles  an  hour,  and  no  mistake ;  through  to  Bnffiilo  In  risif  hoH^  wK 
good  luck,  and  did  nH  get '  stuck'  in  the  neighborhood  of  Oneida  Greek.  Birt  «• 
made  it  a  pHnt  to  stop  with  Blossom  one  night,  any  how.  BiXMMM  ]  cUrfM  d 
Bonifaces  1  thy  face  radiant  with  good  humor  and  comfortable  dfauMn;  ^  4fi 
sparkling  with  wit  and  mirth ;  and  thy  wh^o  outward  man  anggeatJie  «t  eaoe  flf  gMi 
things  past,  present  and  to  oome !  Alas !  where  be  thy  jeiti  ml  &Mn  Mv! 
Blossom  is  not !  We  have  stood  within  the  halls  made  pleasant  bj  tfaj  MforiiiM^ 
ing  presence,  before  the  horrid  shriek  of  tho  steam-whisfle  proftoed  tikeflttiiitf 
the  forests,  and  as  tho  refluent  wave  of  time  rolled  back  opon  na  lihe  reeolMiBn  tf : 
former  years;  how  when  at  night  we  gathered  aroond  the  ■ooU  firejJm^  Ml  ^ 
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tflned  to  the  w<Hiderftil  adyentnreB  of  the  trayellen  who  had  been  aU  the  way  to 
magara  and  Genesaee  Falls ;  Blosiom  was  there,  ready  for  his  qniet  joke ;  and  he 
Waa  the  meekest  of  men  when  seeking  for  it,  and  offended  nobody.  I  used  to  thiid( 
he  went  into  the  baggage-room  to  langh  alone,  so  unoffending  was  he.  Bat  we  are 
getting  off  the  track.  How  he  loved  a  joke  for  the  joke's  sake !  We  must  mentMm 
one.  Lobsters  were  formerly  quite  scarce  at  Canandaigua,  on  account  of  their  nol 
being  found  m  the  waters  of  Canandaigua  Lake,  nor  in  the  streams  circumjacent  I  Bum- 
aoM  had  been  to  the  city,  procured  a  fine  one,  packed  it  carefidly,  and  took  it  home  with 
hioL  The  &ct  was  duly  prodahned,  the  lobster  boiled,  his  friends  invited — and  the  sup- 
per came  off.  There  was  a  quaint,  dogmatical  old  fellow,  a  shoe-maker  named  Johnson, 
an  authority  in  the  village,  who  had  lost  all  his  teeth  but  two,  imd  those  were  in  opposite 
sections  of  his  mouth.  He  had  never  seen  a  lobster,  nor  had  the  slightest  idea  of  what 
kmd  of  an  animal  it  was.  Blossom,  tipping  the  wink  to  his  confreres,  helped  him  to  one 
of  the  daws,  as  large  as  a  stone,  and  about  as  hard.  ^  How  do  you  eat  the  'tamal  thing, 
any  how  V  said  Johnson.  *■  O  go  right  ahead  with  it,'  replied  BLoasoM,  ^  just  aa  it  is ; 
need  n't  be  afraid  of  it ;  do  n't  want  any  seasoning.'  After  diligent  but  somewhat 
protzacted  eflforts,  the  old  man  succeeded  in  drilling  a  hole,  and  establishing  a  sndc, 
got  a  taste  of  the  interior.  Seeing  this  position  of  affiurs.  Blossom,  with  the 
moat  imperturbable  gravity,  inquired  :  *  Well,  how  do  you  get  along? — how  ^o  yoa 
Uke  it?'  *■  Waftl,'  said  the  old  man,  ^  I  kind  o'  like  the  peth  on  't !'  The  company 
only  smiled ;  they  did  n't  laughy  until  the  old  gentleman  left ;  and  he  do  n't  know  any 
thing  about  it  to  this  day — they  were  so  polite  and  well  bred  !  Blossom's  spirit  must 
linger  about  there  yet.  A  friend  of  mine  stopped  at  the  hotel  a  short  time  since,  and 
took  his  seat  near  the  blazing  fire,  and  formed  one  of  quite  a  large  circle  of  smokers. 
Presently  a  fimcifully-drcssed  young  gentlemen  entered,  and  stepping  within  the  ciide, 
l^anted  himself  directly  in  front  of  one  of  the  gentlemen  enjoying  his  Havana,  who 
was  expectorating  in  sundry  directions,  between  his  legs,  on  either  side,  in  curves, 
and,  as  it  were,  in  a  fit  of  desperation,  after  accumulating  a  ftdl  supply,  in  a  direo| 
straight  line.  The  young  dandy,  apprehending  the  discharge,  moved  one  side* 
*  00  n't  stir.  Sir ;  do  n't  disturb  yourself,'  siud  the  smoker ;  *■  I  think  I  can  spit  through 
you  !•''...  There"  are  few  of  our  readers  who  do  not  well  remember  the  *PAtla- 
delphia  Mu9eum,^  published  by  R  LrrrBLL,  Esq.,  with  a  single  exception,  the  beat 
pubUcation  of  its  kind  ever  issued  in  this  country.  That  exception  is  '  The  Lining 
Age^  a  weekly  publication,  in  the  book  form,  now  issued  in  Boston,  under  the  super- 
▼inon  of  the  same  competent  editor.  We  content  ourselves,  on  this  occasion,  by 
calling  especial  attention  to  the  Advertisement  of  ^  The  Living  Age*  on  the  third  and 
fourth  pages  of  the  cover  of  the  present  number  of  the  Knickbrbockbr  ;  simply 
adding,  that  we  ftdly  indorse  the  encomiums  which  are  there  passed  upon  the  work 
by  some  of  the  first  minds  in  the  country,  and  that^wo  shall  take  frequent  occask>n 
hereafter  to  show  *  the  reason  of  the  faith  that  is  in  us.'  ...  A  missionary  in 
Chins  writes :  *  The  sky  is  in  a  universal  flutter  of  kites.  I  counted  this  afternoon, 
itom  my  ^window,  ninety-three,  which  were  flown  at  various  heights  with  great  skill. 
Some  represented  hawks,  and  admirably  imitated  their  mansuvres  in  the  air,  poising 
themselves,  and  sailing  and  darting ;  gaudy  butterflies  floated  around,  and  dragooa, 
fbrmed  of  a  long  succession  of  curcular  kites,  with  a  fierce  head,  flew  about  the  sky. 
The  majority  were  of  merely  &nciful  shape.  Loud  noises,  like  a  wind  instrumest, 
oonid  be  heard  frdm  them.  The  most  amusing  form  was  that  of  a  huge  fish,  aa  it 
swam  through  the  blue  above,  moving  its  tail  and  fins  with  a  ludicrously  natural  effiset. 
Those  like  foiiniala  are  also  flown  in  pairs,  and  made  to  fight'    We  sent  up  a  Chineae 
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kito  for  *•  Yomig  Knick.'  onoe,  a  present  from  a  friend.    It  wm  madd  of  tfia  mAhI 

Chinese  paper,  gorgeoosly  painted  with  the  ohmoeflt  ookxa  of  tiw  ^  oelertU  flowtty 

land.'    It  was  in  the  shape  of  a  fiery  dragon,  and  when  it  fkrad  dovm  upon  aa  «ift 

its  great  eyes  from  the  sky,  it  looked  like  Apoixton  in  our  fint  copj  of '  Tha  PSIgn^ 

Progress,'  when  he  '  straddled  quite  over  the  whoie  breadth  of  tha  kmg'k  hi^mj/ 

sqnarcd  off,  and  told  Chbistian  to  *  oome  on,'  for  he  waa  ready  fbt  lum  I    The  ap» 

pearanco  of  that  awful  dragon  in  the  air,  which  was  fall  of  Amerioaa  kitaa,  aoi  «Bl|f 

made  a  terrible  fluttering  among  the  latter,  but  brought  a  atraet-AiIlof  boya  to  kik 

at  ^  Old  Knick.'  on  the  top  of  the  house,  who  was  '  at  the  wheel/  aa  H  wcrei  «f  tti 

odd  craft,  and  navigating  it  to  the  best  of  his  alnlity.    But  mora  about  IdfeM  aam. 

We  want  to  tell  our  metropolitan  boys  how  to  make  and  aail  'am.    Tliara  ^  a  g^Ml 

deal  of  ignorance  afloat  '  in  community'  on  this  subject— a  great  deaL    .    .   .  Mb* 

Wbbsteb,  in  his  recent  speech,  speaking  of  political  becommgaiwtlfial  -  *  wUgpoi' 

disputes,  observed  that  *  it  was  in  the  nature  of  man,  that  religkma  dSapntca  »•  if! 

to  become  toorm.'    We  thought  of  this  while  reading  the  annoTifid 

'  Methodist  Quarterly  Review,'  South : 

'  Da.  Dixoif  and  Dr.  Lkk  are  both  wrong,  if  they  intend  to  snj  Dr.  Pbok  has 
c<nUr9V0r^,  Btrlctly  and  properly  speaking.  It  is  but  Just  to  him  to  add,  tkat  wltti  a  i 
craft,  and  without  a  talent  tor  controveray,  he  descends  to  a  point  ii^nttthf  Umtr,  Wll 
in  the  art  of  defamatwn.  as  exhibited  in  his  critiqiie  of  the  IMi  Octobsr,  HUB,  upon  the  •AsMir if 
the  Southern  Commissioners;  and  in  his  edltonal  of  September  6tht  18tt;  pmneCloiis  WBMi|k 
point  of  taste  and  temper,  would  do  honor  to  any  kuckster  m  the  U^tut  marHit  of  L  moMwrn^  sr  saM*^ 
womoK  that  can  be  found  short  of  the  Five  Points^  mi  anffpart  ef  the  CU§  ofJfln^York* 


It  strikes  us,  on  a  hasty  perusal,  that  this  language  would  be  oonaidecad 
^  strong,'  even  in  a  *  secular'  journal.  .  .  .  Lauohko  to-night  at  a  Panama  jobs  • 
good  deal.  You  see,  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  F— —  left  San  I^andsoo,  amoqg  aAtf 
pets,  they  had  a  handsome  little  native-born  spaniel,  not  a '  woolly'  qwnkl '  tndift 
but  like  unto  it,  which  was  a  great  favorite.  Its  personal  habiti^  howafcr,  wma  ■■& 
of  the  cleanliest,  and  the  sailors,  who  had  Uie  *■  oorreotive'  of  them  on  daok,  did  Mk 
greatly  affect  that  duty ;  and  so  it  chanced  that  one  dark  ni^  thrt  fimi-hgyd  fil 

disappeared.    Great  was  the  lamentation  of  Mrs.  F thereat.    '  Hope  drnkmi 

into  doubt,  doubt  into  fear,  fear  into  despair.'    *  Where  Ma  tha  poor  litfla  IbOov  htf 

said  she,  for  the  twentieth  time,  to  the  captain,  at  breakfiist,  on  the  nioniing  of  Ai 

third  day  after  the  loss  of  her  fistvorite.    '  I  've  sat  up,'  said  the  o^ttain,  nmfaig, '  mmt* 

times  till  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  to  see  if  I  oould  eatek  'em  at  it    I  naver  aaalA 

do  it!    I  don't  know  how  it  is,'  he  addcd,consolingly,after  akngpanae, 'bntst^f 

lost  fewer  dogt  overboard  this  trip  than  on  any  previouo  poBoago  /'    "nie 

who  heard  '  what  the  cap'n  said,'  inferred  that  all  fiirther  hnqniry  fivr  tha 

spaniel  would  prove  *  adscititious  and  supererogatory.'    ...   It  waa  a  ' ; 

sight  to  see'  *  Toung  Ollafod'  and  '  Young  Knick.'  the  other  availing,  ^  a 

the  ^  City  of  Brotherly  Love,'  their  hands  over  each  other's  ahowMetai  wajqjfta^ 

wonderful  ^  sports  of  the  rinpr'  and  the  ancient  jokeoand  trioksof  the  oknrQ. 

was  busy,  as  we  regarded  those  young  spirits ;  '  and  therewithal  the  wator  aloii  ii 

our  eyes,'  while  thcir's  were  swimming  in  laughter.    But  it  waa  on^  an  epilamaif 

life,  in  its  best  estate — smiles  and  tears.    .   .   .    Wi  oommend  attn^DBto-'llf 

Mysterious  Pyramid^  in  preceding  pages.    The  style  is  a  mfagHiig  of 

and  Sam.  Suck,  Latajld  and  Jack  Downing  j  whOe  the  diamttio  portkm  ii  a< 

between  Victor  Hugo  and  Mrs.  Radcuffe.   .   .   .   Ma.  Baibi  a  wortky  man  M 

exoellont  actor,  has  taken  the  Astor-Place  Theatre  for  the  spring  and  i 

with  a  very  talented  company.    We  shall  advert  more  at  large  to ! 

oar  next  number.  .  .  .   'TniuEiamnch  knowledge  of  hnmanaatan^aawsli 
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flstire,  in  the  tale  whioh  Addimn  teHs  of  the  atheist,  who,  bewailing  on  his  death-bed  the 
hann  his  works  would  do  after  he  was  gone,  quickly  repented  of  his  repentance  when  his 
spiritual  adviser  nnhappfly  sought  to  alleviate  his  grief  by  assuring  him  that  his  arga- 
ments  were  so  weak,  and  his  writings  so  little  known,  that  he  need  not  be  under  any 
af^rehensions.  Tlie  dying  man  had  still  so  much  of  the  frailty  of  an  author  in  him 
as  to  be  cut  to  the  heart  with  these  consolations ;  and,  without  answering'  the  good 
man,  asked  his  friends  where  they  had  picked  up  such  a  blockhead,  and  whether 
they  thought  him  a  proper  person  to  attend  one  in  his  condition.'  This  reminds  us 
of  a  certain  publisher  of  a  Magazine,  who  clipped  off  the  end  of  an  article  by  the  late 
Samuel  L.  Knapp,  because  it  was  taking  up  too  much  room ;  and  who,  when  remon- 
strated with  for  putting  a  *•  full  stop'  to  his  piece,  where  there  should  ooly  have  been 
a  comma,  after  several  abortive  attempts  at  pacification,  said, '  Oh,  let  it  go  in,  Knapp, 
let  it  go  in !  It 's  well  enough  as  it  is ;  just  look  at  it ;  see,  now ;  beside,  you  know, 
nobody  ^U  read  it  !  So  what 's  the  odds  ? — what 's  the  oddt,  Knapp  !'  The  paper 
was  withdrawn.  .  .  .  ^  Charles  Dicksns,  according  to  an  English  paper,  is  received 
in  the  best  English  society.  He  lately  dined  with  Lord  John  Russell  and  a  party 
of  the  highest  rank.'  So  says  a  metropolitan  daily  journal.  ^  Well,  what  of  it?' 
Distinction  in  literature  is  a  better  title  than  inherited  dulness,  and  quite  as  honorable 
as  mere  political  distinction.  But  Mr.  Dickens  is  not  now  for  the  first  time  holding 
a  prominent  place  in  the  highest  intellectual  and  noble  circles  of  the  metropolis.  He 
has  heretofore  frequently  entertained,  and  been  entertained  by,  the  nobility  of  Eng- 
land. .  .  .  The  twentieth  volume  of  our  old  and  esteemed  contemporary,  the 
^New-York  Spirit  of  the  Times^^  makes  its  appearance  in  a  new  and  tasteful  typo- 
graphical garb,  and  now  presents  an  added  attraction  to  its  thousands  of  readers.  In 
the  character  and  variety  of  the  contents  of  ^The  Spirit^^  as  with  appropriate  sen- 
tentiousness  it  is  aptly  termed,  ^  for  short,'  no  change  was  needed,  or  desirable.  Under 
the  able  editorial  management  of  William  T.  Porter,  Esq.,  who  has  stood  at  the 
helm  of  the  popular  craft  from  its  commencement,  it  has  obtained  a  cdebrity  which 
few  similar  journals  enjoy,  and  which  it  has  fiiirly  and  honestly  earned.  Of  all  our 
sportB  of  *  forest,  field  and  brook,'  it  has  been  the  steady  supporter  and  conservator, 
and  it  has  embodied  in  its  capacious  columns  various  articles,  in  prose  and  verse,  of 
rare  merit  It  has,  as  it  always  hae  had,  our  best  wishes  for  its  triumphant  suc- 
cess. .  .  .  ^  Punch'  has  established  a  ^Neto  French  Vocabulary^''  after  the  popular 
method  of  *•  French  made  Easy."*    His  first  lesson  is  Umited  to  the  ^calls'  common  at 

a  London  inn : 

Ik  a  Tavbrn.  Daks  uh  Cabarst. 

WtuUr.  Oaram, 

What  have  you  got  to  peck  T  Qooi  avez  vona  gagn6  do  becqneter  ?     [fldtSB. 

BrfiK  me  two  mutton  aim  •—  under  done.  Apportea  moi  deux  moutons  trsMitinB    desMUi 

WhflfB '8  the  catsup?  gleet  to  chat  aouper? 

Another  bread.  U'*"*"1P?*°:.> 

A  nip  of  mild  beer.  Un  pine6e  de  bidre  amiable. 

A  Welch  rabbit.  Un  lapin  des  GaUes. 

ApotofBtout.  Unpfitde  Krtroato. 

A  pint  of  haif-and-halt  Une  litre  de  demie  et  demie. 

A  go  of  brandy-punch.  Un  aller  de  o-n-v  ponehe. 

A  acrew  of  tobacco.  Une  via  de  taboc 

Binl't  eye  and  returns,  If  you  please.  Oiseau  obU  et  rfitoura,  e'U  tous  platt. 

Bring  the  bill.  Apporlexlebec.  ^  ..      . 

How  much  hare  I  to  fork  out  ?  Gombien  ai  Je  de  fourchette  dehon  7 

All  right!    Theio'sthetin.  Towtdroitl    LAestrfttatai. ' 

Hand  me  my  fourand-ntoe.  Menea  par  la  main  mon  quatre  et  near. 

That's  the  ticket!  Oela eat  le  billet! 

Good  bye,  oki  cock!  Adieul  mon  vieuxooq. 

In  a  recent  trip  to  Philadelphia— which,  aiiMe  the  death  of  one  who  mada  il  a 
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pleasure  always  to  visit  it,  we  had  not  seen — we  were  struck  with  many  ehangeo,  iStmt 
have  greatly  improved  and  beautified  the  village — for  Fhilad^hia,  though  an  im- 
mense place,  is  still  only  a  very  large  village.  The  absence  of  shipping  is  the  first 
thmg  which  will  strike  a  New-Yorker,  and  the  next,  the  narrowness  of  the  sireeto, 
in  comparison  with  the  principal  streets  and  avenues  of  the  ^  Commeroii|}  Enqjorhm.' 
The  small  number  of  steeples,  also,  is  another  defect  in  the  appearance  of  Philadfll- 
phia,  although  we  remarked  several  new  and  tasteful  ones,  which  have  done  muah  to 
improve  the  general  aspect  of  the  place.  We  were  taken  by  a  congenial  and  ()bligiBg 
fHend  to  see  many  of  the  prominent  objects  of  attraction,  some  of  which  we  hyid 
hoped  to  be  able  to  advert  to.  We  must  say  that  Fairmount  retains  all  its  original 
and  even  much  added  loveliness.  It  is  indeed  a  most  charming  spot ;  marked  every 
where  by  the  exercise  of  good  taste  in  its  embellishments,  and  a  beauty  of  position 
which  nothing  could  enhance.  Oirard  College,  looming  in  the  distance  above  the 
city,  like  the  Parthenon  at  Athens,  as  you  approach  or  depart  f^om  town,  is  a  mag- 
nificent structure,  replete  with  beauty,  sublime  in  its  vastness,  and  ooly  little  in  the 
little  use  to  which  it  is  now  applied ;  the  only  purpose  to  which  any  of  its  halls  and 
apartments  are  now  devoted  being  to  *  startle  the  marble  echoes,'  and  afiford  a  store- 
room for  the  miserable  household  furniture  of  the  *  old  miser,  who  gave  the  money 
to  bund  the  edifice,  when  he  could  keep  it  no  longer,  and  nutwt  give  it  to  somebody.' 
This,  reader,  is  Philadelphia  criticism,  not  ours ;  for  verily,  it  was  a  pleasant  thing  to 
look  down  from  the  marble  roof — a  matchless  prospect  does  that  roof  afibrd ! — upon 
the  blue  uniform'd  orphans  disporting  in  the  spacious  grounds, '  turning  to  mirth  all 
things  of  earth,'  and  secure  against  want  and  aU  vicious  influences.  .  .  .  Tbb  fol- 
lowing lines  were  penned  by  Lord  Nozoo,  in  1 67-.  They  first  appeared  in  the  «  , 
about  the  time  of  the  reign  of  the  first  ,  in  England : 

*  FoK  jearSt  upon  a  mountain's  brow,  i     *  No  care  nor  trouble  vexed  his  lot ; 

A  hermit  lived —the  Lord  knows  how.  i       He  had  a  wish— the  Loan  ImowB  what. 

*  Plidn  was  his  dress,  and  coarse  his  fhre ;  *  At  length  this  holy  man  did  die ; 

He  got  his  food — the  Lord  knows  where.  Heleflthe  world— the  Loan  knows  why. 

*  EDs  prayers  were  short,  his  wants  were  few ;         <  He 's  bnried  In  a  gloomy  den. 

He  had  afliend— the  Loan  knows  who.  And  he  shall  rise—the  Loan  knows  whoa  T 

Wi  beg  to  say  to  '  Fathkr  Aaron'  that  we  consider  ^  Slavery  in  the  DiHriet  of 
Columbia''  a  theme  better  befitting  partisan  or  sectional  journals  than  the  pafea  of 
a  literary  Magazine  like  the  Knickerbocker.  At  all  events,  the  paper  is  not  to  cmr 
taste :  it  therefore  awaits  the  order  of  the  writer  at  the  publication-office.  .  .  .  Ws 
anppose  every  body  has  long  before  this  seen  Burton  in  *  The  Seriout  FamUyJ*  His 
impersonation  of  the '  big-gun'  of  moral  reform,  Aminidab  Slsrk,  is  one  of  hjahqn 
piest  efibrts.  It  is  oQy  and  unctuous,  side-splitting,  a  great  promoter  of  joflity,  and 
a  smoother-down  of  incipient  wrinkles  and  the  ugly  crow's-feet  of  care.  The  oha- 
raoter  is  by  no  means  original,  howevw ;  it  is  a  decoction  of  ^  Mawworm'  and  *  Cant- 
well,'  with  a  due  infusion  of  the  old  stock  hypocrite,  the  middle-aged,  white-oravatted, 
Methodistioal  sneak  of  the  stage.  The  moral  of  the  play  is  also  old.  Many  of  the 
sentiments,  and  the  wholesome  truth  that  Ci^ptain  Maouire  teaches  Mrs.  Ghaales 
ToRRENS,  namely,  that  men  will  seek  abroad  for  the  pleasures  which  are  denied  ^em 
at  home,  are  to  be  found  in  ^  old  comedy  of  *  The  Way  to  Keep  Him.'  .  •  .  Noncn 
of  GoopiL  AND  ViBBRT^s  Eograviugs,  *  Pendennis,'  Philips  and  Samson's  <  Sliak* 
ipeare,'  <  King  of  the  Hurons,'  <  The  Two  Worlds,'  *  Agassiz's  <  Lake  Superior,'  etc., 
are  aol  ovierlookad,  but  only  of  neoenity  delayed.    *  The  same'  of  oontribntions. 
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Friday,  February  11. — We  have  been  so  fortunate  as  to  hit  tlie 
good  season  in  these  latitudes.  With  a  favorable  breeze,  a  clear,  bright 
sky,  and  pleasant  temperature,  we  speed  along  to  our  destination,  and 
were  at  noon  to-day  about  two  hundred  and  ten  miles  distant  from 
Princes'  Island,  and  off  the  mouth  of  the  Quorra. 

Among  other  results  of  our  visit  to  Wydah,  not  die  least  agreeable 
18  die  abundance  of  fresh  fruit  and  provisions,  thanks  to  die  '  dashes'  of 
Sefior  de  Lonza,  his  son  Antonio,  and  the  native  governor.  Our  table 
would  do  credit  even  to  one  of  our  best  city  hotels ;  and  so  far  as  the 
mere  animal  comforts  are  concerned,  we  have  every  reason  to  be  thank- 
ful and  contented. 

To  give  some  idea  of  the  nature  and  value  of  our  '  dash,'  I  may  be 
allowed  to  state,  that  the  amount,  as  calculated,  aboard,  is  made  to  be 
about  two  hundred  and  seventy-five  dollars ;  a  very  pretty  and  accept- 
able compliment,  as  all  will  acknowledge.  Beside  bullocks,  cows  and 
goats,  a  couple  of  monkeys  were  added  to  our  collection  of  beasts  and 
birds,  and  variety  and  amusement  are  afforded  by  die  unusual  sounds 
which  pervade  the  ship,  and  vex  the  dull  ear  of  night,  and  clash  with 
sleep.  But  fortunately  for  peace  and  comfort,  every  day  diminishes  the 
evil,  and  we  shall  soon  be  reduced  to  the  antics  of  die  three  monkeys, 
who  begin  to  get  accustomed  to  their  new  quarters,  and  furnish  us  with 
quite  a  supply  of  interest  and  amusement. 

I  omittea  to  state,  in  my  description  of  our  Wydah  visit,  diat  among 
odier  strange  things  told  of  our  old  host  De  Lonza,  it  is  said  diat  be  has 
procured  and  keeps  for  family  use  three  silver  coffins,  one  valued  at 
two  diousand  dollars,  and  the  others  at  eighteen  hundred.  They  are 
reserved,  we  are  told,  for  himself,  his  favorite  wife,  and  eldest  son. 
This  may  give  some  idea  of  the  luxurious  habits  and  singular  character 
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of  our  worthy  entertainer.  But  it  is  quite  enoagh  to  eat  down  at  Us 
well-loaded  table,  to  see  the  abundance  of  preciouB  metals  in  Us  pos- 
session, and  to  experience  the  effect  of  his  liberality,  to  be  convinced  of 
the  power,  wealth  and  influence  he  enjoys  among  the  people.  His 
house  is  quite  a  spacious  and  conspicuous  mansion,  confltnicled  like 
many  others  of  the  better  class  of  foreign  residdnts,  of  atone,  andatoe- 
coed,  with  very  thick  walls  and  lofty  ceilings.  Its  only  drawback  ii  a 
straw-roof,  which,  while  it  adds  to  its  singularity,  debacts  voy  mock 
from  its  beauty  and  appearance.  His  son  Antomo  has  built  himeeif  a 
more  modem  and  comfortable  dwelling,  where  solidity  and  taste  hue 
been  somewhat  consulted.  It  is  near  his  Other's,  and  has  the  adfafltage 
of  being  well  tiled,  and  is  consequently  better  protected  against  fire, 
and  makes  a  better  external  appearance.  One  of  the  rooms  has  a  kind 
of  mosaic  floor  of  hard  cement  and  pieces  of  cocoa-wood  intenpened. 

Saturday,  February  12.  —  This  morning  we  had  one  of  those  sod- 
den but  brief  rain-squalls,  so  common  as  you  approach  the  line ;  bat  it 
was  followed  by  a  bright  and  breezy  day,  and  we  are  enjoying  a  nsfi- 
gation  hard  to  be  excelled  for  comfort  and  progress.  At  noon  we  mn 
about  ninety  miles  from  Princes'  Island,  wnich  is  in  latitude  one  dagree 
thirty-three  minutes  north,  and  longitude  seven  degrees  twentyHMfea 
minutes  east ;  so  that  we  may  expect  to  make  it  to-night,  and  enjoy  t 
little  rest  and  refreshment  West^ay,  whither  we  are  boundp  is  t^gn- 
sented  to  bo  very  quiet,  and  the  surrounding  scenery  of  the  most  de- 
lightful character.  Truly  will  it  be  delightful  to  recreate  tfaeereiA 
the  sight  of  fresh  verdure,  deliciously  cool  looking  streams  and  niete> 
resquo  mountains  and  valleys,  afler  so  long  a  banishment  fiom  me  w 
pect  of  Mother  Earth. 

Sunday,  February  13. — Behold  us  at  West  Bay.  We  cane  to 
anchor  about  noon,  and  found  '  The  Boxer'  awaiting  usy  having  airifel 
on  the  ninth.  A  British  man-of-war  brig, '  The  Dolphin,'  HoOi  Liea- 
tenant-commanding  Boyle,  was  also  anchored  in  the  harbor.  We  wore 
fortunate  in  makhig  the  island  in  such  good  weatlier,  having  enjoifod  t 
fine  view,  even  far  out  at  sea,  althou^  the  peaks  and  flanks  of  Aa 
mountains  were  often  shrouded  in  vapor.  The  appearance  of  dns  ptft 
of  the  island  is  picturesque  and  singular.  The  land  rises  in  laige  ad 
fantastic  shapes,  the  hilb  clothed  to  the  vczy  top  with  the  dense 


cry  of  nature,  and  dipping  gi*acofully  and  verdant  into  the  deepH 
ocean.  The  contrast  between  this  little  ocean  gem  and  the  late  te  sal 
monotonous  land  we  have  been  coasting  adds  materially  to  the  nkasan 
of  the  view,  and  makes  this  beautiful  spot  even  more  beandH  m1 
charming  than  it  is  in  point  of  fact  The  ship  is  now  more  cnwiftrtlHt 
and  easy  than  wo  have  experienced  for  a  long  time  past,  the  baj  bcnv 
well  protected  and  sheltered,  I  believe,  from  swells  and  windsi  pailiet- 
larly  at  this  season  of  the  year.  '  The  Needle,'  a  momCahi  mlieh 
shoots  up,  in  a  long  and  slender  shafl  of  a  conical  8hape»  to  a  faeq^  I 
should  suppose,  of  about  four  thousand  feet  above  the  lerel  of  dMi  seib 
some  three  or  four  miles  inward,  and  visible,  I  am  tdd,  firom  ereiryjpiKt 
of  the  island,  presents  a  most  extraordinary  spectacle.  It  is  nearigTB 
the  centre  of  the  semi-circle  which  embraces  the  harboTp  and  beb 
down  upon  the  surrounding  lofty  hills,  with  its  heads  and  sides  eraiy 
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now  and  then  clothed  m  the  clouds  which  are  floating  about  in  every 
direction,  and  seem  to  take  peculiar  pleasure  in  creeping  along  its  pre- 
cdpitous  flanks  and  reposing  on  its  spear-like  peak.  A  short  distance 
from  it,  and  nearer  the  water,  is  a  kind  of  huge  amphitheatre,  flanked 
with  two  large  sugar-loaf-looking  hills,  which  serve  as  a  vast  gateway  to 
&e  precincts,  and  fit  theatre  for  the  combat  of  some  giant  gladiators 
and  the  conflict  of  some  mighty  beasts.  Around  in  every  direction, 
wherever  the  eye  alights,  fantastic  and  towering  peaks  and  cli£&  are 
multiplied  and  piled  together  in  glorious  variety  and  confusion.  Nature 
seems  to  have  been  truly  prodigal  to  this  sea-girt  isle,  and  in  mountain 
and  valley,  sky  and  water,  has  enriched  it  wiUi  gifts  that  must  stir  the 
dullest  spirit  and  attract  the  heaviest  fancy.  Magnificent  scenery,  luxu- 
riant forests,  pure  water,  varied  skies,  may  be  visited  and  enjoyed  \  and 
yet  though  the  face  of  Nature  be  so  exquisitely  beautiful,  here  we  are 
told  lurk  the  latent  principles  of  the  fever,  and  give  it  the  character  of 
being  sickly  in  the  extreme ;  so  deceptive  is  outward  show,  so  lurks  the 
serpent  in  the  grass. 

The  island  is  thinly  inhabited,  and  belongs  to  the  Portuguese.  There 
is  another  harbor  on  the  north-east,  called  St  Antonio,  but  it  is  repre- 
sented to  be  inferior  to  this  bay  in  anchorage  and  health.  In  face  of 
us,  as  we  swing,  is  a  small,  insignificant-looking  fort,  with  the  flag  of 
Portugal  above  it ;  and  a  sergeant  brought  a  paper  aboard  to-day  for 
the  insertion  of  our  name,  nation,  voyage,  etc.  A  ^native  village  of 
slaves  is  situated  in  this  vicinity,  and  their  mistress,  a  lady  named  Madame 
Fareira,  has  property  here,  and  accommodation  at  her  house  for  offi- 
eers  visiting  me  shore.  Her  slaves  bring  ofl*  vegetables,  fruit,  etc.,  and 
I  trust  we  may  find  something  acceptable  in  that  line.  I  intend  to  take 
an  early  opportunity  of  visiting  terra  firma,  and  hope  to  gratify  eye 
and  fancy  with  the  beauties  of  this  imposing  scenery. 

A&er  a  late  dinner  in  the  cabin,  I  joined  our  '  First,'  who  v^as  going 
ashore  to  see  about  watering  the  ship.  We  landed  just  abreast  the 
ship,  in  comparatively  quiet  water,  and  found  some  of  Madame's  blacks 
loimging  about  the  pretty,  pure,  crystal-like  stream,  which  finds  its 
purhng  way  to  the  ocean.  Passing  over  this  refrediing-looking  brook- 
let, which,  hot,  bath-forbidden  as  we  have  been  for  so  long  a  period, 
presented  almost  an  irresistible  invitation  to  us  to  plunge  gayly  in,  we 
combed  up  the  steep  path  that  leads  through  flourishmg  groves  and 
trees,  with  tropical  names  and  produce,  to  the  residence  of  die '  Grande 
Dame'  of  the  neighborhood.  Our  Kroomen,  who  rowed  us  to  die  beach, 
decked  off  in  their  Sunday  muster,  white,  clean-looking  rig,  with  their 
honest  faces  and  manly  figures,  contrasted  finely  with  the  ragged,  half- 
clad,  ill-conditioned  island-escort  that  did  us  the  honor  to  receive  us 
upon  landing,  and  follow  us  up  the  mountain-path.  Afi»r  a  little  climb- 
ing and  scrambling  up  the  precipitous  and  shpnery  padi,  we  arrived  at 
a  collection  of  negro  nuts,  constructed  of  wood  and  thatched,  boasting 
of  but  one  small  door  or  opening  to  let  light  and  air  in,  and  dirty  and 
dark-looking  to  us,  but  palaces  no  doubt  to  people  whose  climate'  frees 
them  fix»m  the  trouble  of  donning  much  clothing,  or  caring  for  houses 
when  they  live  mostly  out  of  doors.  A  few  more  scramblings  up  the 
hill-side  and  the  stone  steps,  rudely  inserted  for  the  accommod^ion  of 
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pedestriansy  brought  us  to  the  mansion  of  the  '  Madamey'  to  wbich  ne 
were  introduced  by  Lieut  D.  and  the  master  who  had  precedad  «» 
and  made  themselves  acquainted  with  the  inmatiw.  We  were  ibCio- 
duced  to  the  '  Lady  of  the  -Manor/  a  stout,  buxom,  and  radier  good- 
lookinff  woman,  a  mulattress  as  to  complexion,  and  to  her  smiQ  \a^ 
band,  decidedly  her  lesser  half,  to  a  Portuguese  surgeon  and  BeutcMit 
of  artillery,  just  recovering  bxmi  the  fever.  The  latter  speaks  Eii|^ 
very  well,  having  been  educated  at  die  English  colleffe  in  Lisbon,  and 
appears  to  be  a  modest,  intelligent  young  man.  Madame  Farsnt 
is  surrounded  by  quite  a  colony  of  slaves,  owns  property  elsewfaera  is 
the  island,  and  occupies  a  long  low  stone  building,  with  a  laige  portieo 
in  front,  and  nestling  in  the  close  embraces  of  the  impending  momtnii 
having  a  retired,  picturesque  appearance,  and  cqmnouindinjg  a  finemir 
of  the  bay  and  ocean.  She  must  be  quite  a  rich  proprietor,  6r  it  il 
told  of  her  that  she,  some  time  ago,  made  a  trip  to  Earope,  where  ia 
six  months  she  spent  four  hundred  thousand  dollars,  besides  \on% 
sixty  thousand  through  the  negligence  of  her  affents  and  the  efieds  of 
her  absence.  We  were  politely  received  by  our  hostess  and  her  fiiendii 
and  were  obliged,  owing  to  the  lateness  of  die  hour,  to  decline  a  a^ 
of  coffee,  and  make  our  way  back  to  the  ship  ag^ain. 

Monday,  February  14. — This  morning  the  British  cmiseriy  As 
Brigs  Bittern,  commanded  by  Captain  Hope,  and  Kingfisher,  Ccb- 
mander  Horton,  came  in  from  Lagos.  The  arrival  of  there  xtmA, 
and  the  presence  of  the  Boxer  and  ourselves,  have  comnnmicaled  Mte 
a  lively  appearance  to  this  otherwise  quiet  and  lonely  harbor;  and  sB 
the  sights  and  sounds  usual  when  men  of  war  come  togedier  {Kefd 
at  present 

The  clouds  that  are  almost  constantly  drifting  about,  along  and  abofS 
the  peaks  of  the  hills,  gave  us  a  specimen  6£  tropical  weather  ddi 
morning.  The  rain  came  down  in  torrents,  but,  biefcilY,  wre  hrisf  si 
it  was  violent  And  yet  out  of  evil  cometh  good,  fat  the  ■^■"^'i*— 
is  decidedly  cooler,  and  we  truly  enjoy  the  improvement. 

I  am  never  tired  of  gazing  on  the  singularity  and  beauty  of  the 
The  fancy  is  continually  tracing  some  resemblance  to  natural  and 
ficial  objects,  and  wondering  how  Nature  can  be  so  eccentric  and 
form.  Now  it  is  a  bold  head-land,  which  projects  into  the  oeea 
looks  like  an  immense  shoe,  fit  for  the  pedestal  of  a  Titan ; 
peak  starts  up,  like  a  huge  ostrich  eg^,  and  opposite  is  a  mass  of 
clothed  granite,  which  may  be  imagmed  to  resemble  the  \maxp  of  s 
buffalo  or  camel ;  anon  another  assumes  the  outline  of  a '  ~ 
rampart,  and  frowns  down  in  massive  strength  mKin  the  deep 
that  open  at  the  base.  And  then  whenever  the  noadnff  dzifki 
will  aiSbrd  a  glimpse  behind  the  curtain,  a  sky-piercmff  oc 
aloft,  seeming^  to  stand  isolated  and  aspiring  among  its  Ibm 
neighbors.  The  Commodore,  the  Fleet-Surgeon  sod  myselC  mids  s 
hasty  survey  of  the  bay  this  evening,  and  with  gHmpses  of  ~ 

and  valley,  and  the  treat  of  multitudinous  notes  from  the 


habitants  of  the  luxuriant  groves,  enjoyed  the  refreshing  aspect  a 
and  water,  and  the  sweet  sounds  of  Nature  in  all  her  sinipBeity  «1 
wildness.    A  little  incident  occurred  during  oinr  croise,  inndi  a%k 
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have  terminated  in  an  ugly  manner,  and  sent  us  to  that  voyage  whence 
no  traveller  returns ;  for  while  coastinff  the  lovely  and  vocal  groves  and 
beach,  all  of  a  sudden,  when  nearly  abreaBt  the  Portuguese  fort,  and 
several  yards  from  dry  land,  the  baxge  struck  upon  a  coral  reef,  which 
runs  some  distance  out  into  the  bay,  and  afler  thumpine  several  times, 
keeling  over  twice  or  thrice,  nearly  gunwale  under  at  tunes,  by  dint  of 
oar  and  proper  management,  we  soon  got  off,  and  thanked  our  stars  that 
we  had  so  easily  escaped  from  rather  an  awkward  situation,  with  dry 
clothes,  and  without  swallowing  too  large  a  dose  of  the  briny  element 
Had  we  thumped  a  few  times  more,  a  hole  might  have  been  drilled  in 
the  bottom,  which  would  have  made  it  a  questionable  matter  whether  we 
could  have  got  safe  and  sound  out  of  our  quandary. 

Wednesday,  February  16. — I  have  been  kept  aboard,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  a  visit  to  my  friends  of  the  *  Boxer,'  for  the  last  two  days, 
a  good  deal  annoyed  for  the  want  of  exercise,  and  not  a  little  slaving 
with  pen  and  ink.  But  fortunately  the  shore  has  no  great  charms  to 
make  the  confinement  a  very  great  privation.  There  being  but  one 
white  family  in  this  neighborhood,  and  the  slaves  disagreeable  and  un- 
prepossessing, the  stranger,  afler  he  has  refreshed  himself  in  the  cool 
waters  of  the  mountain  brook,  which  escapes  gently  to  the  ocean  at 
this  dry  season,  and  scraped  a  passing  acquaintance  with  the  people 
who  dream  away  life  in  their  enervating  climate,  feels  no  great  desire 
to  pay  shore  visits  oflen,  or  linger  long  in  such  dull  company.  Better 
fSur,  when  once  a  close  acquaintance  has  been  made  with  shore  and 
people,  either  to  enjoy  the  grand  panorama  of  this  lovely  bay  from  ship- 
Doard,  or  pulling,  as  we  did  on  Monday,  glide  along  the  verdure-load- 
ed beach,  over  coral  reefi  and  transparent  water,  gaze  upward  on  the 
towering  clif&,  and  into  the  close-locked  groves,  whence  gush  the  hum 
of  busy  insects  and  the  music  of  a  thousand  birds.  The  harbor  makes  a 
graceful  sweep  inward,  and  set  in  the  glorious  frame- work  bf  these 
grotesque-looking  hills,  presents  to  the  stranger  approaching  from  sear 
ward  a  perfect  and  beautiful  semicircle.  Three-masters  can  ride  a 
auarter  of  a  mile  from  shore ;  and  the  water,  close  in  at  most  places,  is 
aeep  and  well  protected  from  wind  and  swell,  so  that  you  can  land 
without  scrambnng  on  a  native's  back,  or  wetting  foot  or  jacket.  We 
are,  however,  enjoying  something  besides  scenery  and  sentiment  We 
drink  pure  sweet  water  from  the  mountain  brook;  alligator  tears* 
granadillas,  guavas,  and  other  tropical  fruits,  refresh  us  at  our  well-pro- 
vided table ;  and  I  have  tasted  cofiee,  which  grows  wild  upon  this 
island,  of  the  richest  flavor.  Cocoa-nut  trees,  pawpawas,  oranges,  ba- 
nanas, etc.,  may  be  added  to  the  list ;  so  that  the  reader  may  well  grow 
envious  at  the  mere  enumeration  of  these  tempting  things,  known  to  us 
by  reputation,  and  placed  upon  our  tables,  but  robbed  of  all  their  fresh- 
ness, or  forced  into  a  sickly  existence  by  artificial  means.  Trul^  is  this 
a  spot  of  most  wonderful  fertility ;  and  were  it  protected  against  the 
scourge  which  with  hot  and  fatal  breath  spreads  infection  over  earth 
and  air,  and  in  the  hands  of  some  energetic  people.  Art  might  be  so 
employed,  Industry  so  called  upon  to  aid,  as  to  convert  its  lonely  and 
untilled  valleys  into  gardens,  and  people  its  thinly-settled  territory  with 
the  hum  of  life,  and  bless  it  with  the  presence  of  Labor  and  Commerce. 
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But  here,  as  elsewhere  I  have  seen  and  noticed,  Nature  does  aD,  and 
man  aknost  nothing.  She  grives  him  ready  shelter  agamst  sun;  wind 
and  rain,  and  from  her  teeming  bosom  fills  him  to  satiety  with  her  ridi 
abundance,  while  he,  content  to  profit  by  sudi  liberality,  and  carelen 
of  the  morrow,  dreams  existence  lazily  away,  averse  to  toil,  and  tlie 
sworn  foe  of  business  and  exertion.  And  even  it  may  be  questioned 
whether  a  hardier  and  more  energetic  race,  (emigrating  to  these  relax* 
mg  climates,  would  not  m  a  very  brief  period  of  time  miitate  their  in- 
dolent  predecessors,  and  lose  in  this  '  Armida's  Garden'  the  memofy 
of  their  former  virtues,  and  their  hope  of  honor,  profit  and  renown. 

The  Commodore  and  Captain  were  waited  upon  this  mondnff  by 
the  Commander  of  the  Portuguese  Fort  He  is  very  black,  and  hs 
and  his  man  must  have  quiet  and  repose  to  their  heart's  content  at  their 
little  station.  It  moimts,  I  believe,  some  six  guns,  and  has  a  Hack  gfar> 
risen  of  about  twenty-five  men.  But  few  of  '  War's  alarms,'  or  calk 
'  unto  the  tented  field,'  disturb,  I  ween,  the  '  dolce  far  niente'  of  these 
island-soldiers ;  and  as  habit  becomes  a  second  nature,  and  they  should 
be,  from  birth,  color,  and  practice,  proof  against  the  fever,  I  suppose 
these  imambitious  men  have  grown  pretty  well  accustomed  to  their  cage^ 
and  care  little  or  nothing  for  the  '  Big  World,'  whence  cannon-fireighted 
cruisers,  ever  and  anon,  bring  them  tidings. 

Thursdat,  February  17. — A  clear,  warm  and  sunny  dav.  Plenty 
to  attend  to  in  the  line  of  official  matters ;  so  that  I  find  little  or  no 
time  to  think  about  the  atmosphere,  which,  when  you  do  not  actaally 
get  within  the  influence  of  a  ctaft,  c^most  as  gratenil  as  one  on  Barinas 
and  Brothers,  puts  you  into  a  profuse  perspiration,  plentiful  as  a  wc& 
fed  rivulet,  and  enervating  as  too  large  an  allowance  of  a  vapor  bath. 
Writing,  exercise,  almost  thinking  becomes  a  task,  and  a  do-nodung^ 
kind  of  epidemic  seizes  upon  us  aU.  No  chance  yet  for  a  holiday  or  a 
firolic.  Still  admiring  the  beautiful  scenery  which  surrounds  us,  and 
sighing  for  some  other  excitement  than  that  we  meet  with  in  our  little 
floating  world.  The  young  artillery  officer,  Sefior  Brunachy,  whom 
we  met  at  Madame  Fareira's,  paid  us  a  visit,  and  spends  the  day  on 
board.  He  is  a  very  modest  and  interesting  person,  and  it  pains  ns- 
much  to  see  him  thus  sacrificed  to  the  sad  fate  which  stares  him  in  the 
&ice.  He  is  now,  after  apparently  enjoying  his  visit,  prostrate  on  the 
sofa  in  the  wardroom,  suffering  under  the  effects  of  fever,  and  we  hare 
determined  to  keep  him  with  us,  if  we  can,  for  the  night,  and  con- 
tribute, as  j&r  as  in  us  lies,  to  the  poor  fellow's  comfort  and  alleviation. 
With  appearance  and  manners  adapted  for  a  better  sphere,  behold  him 
dying  by  inches,  far  from  his  loved  family  and  friends,  and  wan,  palHd 
and  drooping,  awakening  the  sympathies  of  strangers  who  have  casuaDy 
met  him,  and  who  may  never  see  him  more.  I  trust,  however,  he  will 
not  fare  as  badly  as  the  late  Grovemor,  a  Portuguese  officer,  who  as- 
sumed his  post  and  retained  it  but  two  brief  months,  a  victim  to  the 
fever  during  the  month  of  November  last. 

There  are  not  over  fbur  or  five  Portuguese  women  on  die  island. 
From  what  I  have  heard,  the  climate  is  very  fatal  to  strangers  at  cer- 
tain seasons  of  the  year.  The  government  keep  up  a  force  of  about 
forty  regular  soldiers,  and  local  raiUtia  of  four  hundred  men,  but  it  is 
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an  expensive  duty  upon  thera,  the  island  yielding  but  little  return  since 
the  slave  trade  has  been  abolished.  Formerhr  quite  an  active  business 
was  carried  on,  and  you  yet  see  the  remains  of  baracoons  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  anchoraee.  But  now,  debarred  from  this  profitable  traffic,  and 
averse  to  physical  and  moral  exertion,  this  rich  and  luxuriant  isle  has 
lost  most  of  its  value  and  importance. 

Saturday,  February  19. — The  bay  has  been  gradually  stripped  of 
the  life  and  stir  which  has  broken  in  upon  the  usual  wildness  and  soli- 
tary character  of  the  spot.  The  Bittern  started  on  a  cruise  yesterday, 
having  been  preceded  a  few  days  by  the  Dolphin  and  Kingfisher ;  and 
so  the  '  Star-spangled  Banner'  waves  alone  over  these  quiet  waters. 

Sunday,  February  20. — This  morning  Lieutenants  &.,  W.,  and  my- 
self, went  ashore  for  a  bath.  We  selected  the  coolest  part  of  the  day, 
be^re  breakfast,  and  luxuriated  in  the  refreshing  mountain  stream, 
to  our  great  delight  and  comfort.  Under  the  shade  of  branching  trees, 
within  the  music  and  rush  of  little  cascades  dashing  spark^ngly  over, 
opposing  rocks,  and  the  water  cool  and  limpid  to  touch  and  sight,  did  we 
lave  our  heated  limbs,  and  experience  the  grateful  sensation  of  the 
sweet  immersion.  But  ^  from  tempting  is  the  rough  and  rocky  neigh-  ^ 
borhood,  which  the  hpat-oppressed  pedestrian  has  little  energy  or  £&- 
position  to  overcome.  And  though  beyond  all  question  there  be  wild 
and  romantic  and  lovely  spots  in  this  picturesque  island,  well  worthy 
the  visits  of  the  fabled  Gnome  and  nature-loving  Fairy,  yet  so  enerva- 
ting the  climate,  so  great  the  risk  from  exposure,  that  few  of  those  who 
come  to  this  lone  spot  will  venture  to  explore  these  hidden  beauties, 
and  enjoy  the  sweet  fruits  of  the  discovery.  Again  ashore  afler  dii^ier. 
Several  of  our  own  and  the  brig's  officers  met  at  the  Madame's.  I 
strolled  ofi*  with  one  or  two  friends  to  the  mountain  stream,  and  leaving 
them  at  one  of  the  bathing  holes,  undertook  to  explore  it  for  some  dis- 
tance up  its  rocky  path.  A  rough  and  laborious  excursion  was  it,  and 
after  stumbling  and  climbing  over  the  huge  rocks,  which  have  been 
brought  down  from  the  mountains  by  the  heavy  freshets,  and  soaked 
my  feet  in  the  rapid  water,  in  consequence  of  the  slippery  nature  of 
my  road,  beside  scraping  my  shins  against  the  sharp  stones,  to  an  ex- 
tent not  at  all  pleasant  to  sight  and  feeling,  I  was  well  content  to  re- 
trace my  steps,  and  back  out  of  the  scrape  I  had  got  into.  But  ad- 
venturers must  pay  for  their  temerity,  and  my  search  after  the  unknown 
and  the  picturesque  was  soon  damped  and  diwarted  by  the  untoward 
incidents  alluded  to.  A  wild  and  brawling  stream  is  tms,  here  rushing 
noisily  over  disrupted  fragments  of  the  overhanging  hills,  and  anon 
collecting  in  some  deep  hole,  fit  place  for  the  bauer's  recreation,  and 
perhaps  the  home  of  many  a  mountain  fish,  and  shut  in  by  the  green 
curtain  of  thick  trees  and  rank  vegetation.  Groups  of  dark-skinned 
damsels,  servants  of  the  Madame,  gather  around  the  stream  to  perform 
the  washerwoman's  duty,  and  their  presence,  chattering  and  occupa- 
tion, add  materially  to  the  life  and  interest  of  the  scene.  Busy  have 
they  been  with  seamen's  clothes  for  the  last  seven  days ;  and  fi)r  bad 
washing,  confusing  articles,  and  other  sins  of  commission  and  omission, 
the  traveller  will  find  few  folks  to  exceed  the  natives  of  this  portion  of 
the  island. 
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Madame  Fareira  owns  about  four  hundred  slaves,  as  I  am  infonnedf 
and  although  she  is  not  allowed  to  send  thetn  out  of  the  island,  she  not 
only  receives  enough  from  their  sales  of  coffee,  fruits,  vegetables,  fewls, 
etc.,  to  the  ships  that  rendezvous  here,  but  must  realize  something  hand- 
some from  her  monopoly  of  supplies,  and  leaving  her  people  to  sup- 
port themselves  on  the  products  which  Nature  so  lavishly  spreads  out 
around  diem. 


».  t 
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X. 


It  IB  the  sfning,  the  soft,  delidovu  apring, 
Wreathing  a  garland  of  just-baddinff  flowera. 

Stirring  the  young  leaves  with  her  tender  wing, 
And  making  green  the  paths  to  forest-bowers ; 

Whose  smiles,  I  see,  such  perfect  beauty  fling 
Along  the  track  of  Life's  swift-gliding  hours ; 

Her  breath  fialls  freshly  on  the  grateful  earth, 

And  lo !  what  joy  and  loveliness  have  birth ! 


It. 


The  fields  put  on  their  verdure ;  the  small  rills 
Dance  merrily  along  with  shout  and  glee ; 

Hie  sloping  woodlands,  the  uprising  hills, 
Blue  vale,  gray  rook,  brown  bush  and  emerald  tree, 

Taste  the  sweet  influence  which  the  air  instils: 

While  snow-white  clouds  in  Heaven's  unruffled  aeft| 

On  their  bright  voyage  from  far  shore  to  shore, 

Like  angel  ships  majestic  sail  and  soar. 


XIX. 


The  icy  gales  of  winter,  that  long  sealed 
The  mirth  of  fountains  and  the  play  of  streaiQS, 

Are  lulled  at  last,  and  now  to  light  revealed, 
Like  brilliant  insects  flash  their  jewel  gleams ; 

The  frozen,  wounded  land,  is  gently  pealed 
By  Mom's  and  Eve's  alternate  showers  and  beams, 

And  waves,  unbroken  into  spray  and  foam, 

RoH,  melt  or  slumber  in  their  ocean-home. 


rr. 


Welcome !  thrioe  welcome  I  frvorite  of  the  year ; 

'  Ethereal  mildness,'  hafl !  though  loftier  lyres 
M^  wake  their  musie,  and  in  tones  more  dear 

And  sweet  than  those  my  humble  Muse  inspires 
Hynm  thy  perfection,  thou  wilt  deign  to  hear 

The  thrilling  ^titude  my  heart  desires 
To  poor  to  thee  m  this  unheeded  lay. 
For  aU  thy  gifts,  thou  soft,  ddiokms  May  I 
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A  LBMON  in  Hielf  rafalime, 

A  lenon  worth  enihriniiiff, 
If  thii :  '  I  take  no  note  ofSne 

Save  when  the  son  k  ahfaung.' 
Theae  motto-words  a  dial  bore, 
And  wisdom  never  preadiea 
To  human  hearts  a  better  lore 
Than  this  short  sentence  teaches : 
As  life  is  sometimes  bright -Mid  Ikir, 
And  sometimes  d«^  and  kmelyi 
Let  OS  forget  iti  pain  and  care, 
And  note  its  bright  hours  only.   ' 

Tliere  is  no  grore  on  Earth'k  broad  chart 

But  has  some  bird  to  cheer  it; 
So  Hope  sings  on  in  erery  heurt, 
Although  we  may  not  hear  it: 
And  if  tonday  the  heavy  wmg 

Of  Sorrow  is  oppressing, 
Perchance  to-morrow's  sun  will  bring 
The  weary  heart  a  blessing : 

For  life  is  sometimes  bright  and  finr, 

And  sometimes  dark  and  lonely, 
Tlien  let 's  f<»get  its  toQ  and  care. 
And  note  its  bri|^  hoars  only. 

We  bid  the  joyous  momenti  haste, 

And  then  forget  their  cotter; 
We  take  the  cup  of  life  and  taste 

No  portion  but  the  bitter : 
But  we  should  teach  our  hearts  to  deem 

Iti  sweetest  drops  the  strongest; 
And  pleasant  hours  should  ever  seem 
To  linger  round  us  longest: 
As  life  is  sometimes  bright  and  finr, 
And  sometimea  dark  and  kmdy, 
Let  us  forget  its  tofl  and  care. 
And  note  its  bri§^  hours  only. 

The  darkest  shadows  of  the  ni|^ 

Are  just  before  the  morning. 
Then  let  us  wait  Uie  coming  light, 
AD  boding  phantoms  soommg: 
And  while  we  're  pasning  on  the  tide 

Of  Time's  ftst-ebl^  river. 
Let 's  pluck  the  blossoms  by  iti  side 
And  bless  the  gracious  Givbr  : 
As  life  is  sometimes  bright  and  finr, 
^nd  somethnes  dark  and  lonely, 
We  should  forget  its  pain  and  care, 
And  note  its  brjg^  hoars  csdy. 
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OBAVTXK  WIMMX. 


THE      XXPSBZICBNT. 


To  a  man  who  desires  to  be  as  unhappy  as  be  can  poflsibly  mike 
himself,  no  theme  is  better  adapted  to  nourish  his  ftyonte  prupeusilj 
than  a  contemplation  of  the  unsubstantiality  of  all  human  effintB,  as  ■ 
evinced  by  the  subversion  of  empires  and  die  obliyion  which  slowly  bat 
surely  creeps  onward,  and  eventually  absorbs  the  most  renowned  re- 
putations and  the  most  brilliant  exploits.  Look,  for  in8tanoe»  at  dis 
ancient  and  mighty  empire  of  Boresko,  with  its  highways  of  poliahed 
brass,  and  its  palaces  of  gold  and  ivory.  Alas  I  alas !  where  ait  than 
now,  and  where  is  that  great  ruler  of  thy  destinies,  who  was  deagnatad 
by  his  contemporaries  and  long  known  to  posterity  by  the  cognomen 
of  '  The  Philosophical  Emperor  V  Of  all  his  mighty  services  for  the 
good  of  mankind,  scarcely  a  vestige  remains  tliat  is  intelligiUe ;  and 
we  are  indebted  to  the  humblest  accident  for  the  presenratioa  of  dia 
following  brief  narrative. 

The  prince,  before  his  elevation  to  die  throne  of  bis  ancestOTBi  btf 
while  heir-apparent,  condescendingly  wrote  and  published  a  book  to 
justify  the  ways  of  God  to  man,  by  settling  forever  a  oueation  wfakk 
had  long  agitated  the  wise  men  of  his  country,  and  which  is  sometinwi 
revived  in  modem  times.  The  question  relates  to  the  justice  of  Plo> 
vidence  in  the  moral  government  of  the  universe.  The  book  attemutei 
toprove  that  the  providential  division  of  society  into  claaaes  of  hiA 
low,  rich,  poor,  wise,  simple,  strong,  feeble,  etc,  manifests  no  portiaitf 
of  Providence  toward  any  class ;  for  no  class  foels  either  happy  or  oa- 
happy  by  reason  of  its  position,  but  only  by  reason  of  filfing  helow  ill 
accustomed  position  or  rising  above  it  These  fluctuadons  were  casoat 
ties  affecting  alike  all  classes  of  society,  and  hence  evincing  no  partialitf 
on  the  part  of  Providence  for  one  class  over  another. 

No  sooner  were  the  publishing-houses  of  Boresko  inftnnad  dMi 
the  heir-apparent  had  written  a  book,  than  they  contended  fiercelj  wiA 
each  other  for  the  pleasure  of  patronizing  the  first  dawninga  of  iinpa- 
rial  genius,  and  well  was  the  patriotic  victor  rewarded  by  the  reaolL 
The  book  not  only  sold  readily,  but  it  was  so  highly  esteemed  by  a  judi- 
cious public  that  no  persons  could  approach  die  prince  with  any  pad* 
tion  without  yielding  to  an  impulse  o£  gratitude  and  avowing  aoma 
great  moi*al  benefit  which  they  nad  experienced  from  the  urBcapIs  of 
Qie  book ;  and  as  no  person  could  know  its  merits  better  than  the  mh 
thor,  these  testimonies  in  its  &vor  served  to  evince  a  conect  jndgmei* 
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ID  the  critics,  and  to  prove  that  they  were  well  qualified  intdleetoally 
for  the  poHdcal  statioiis  they  solicited. 

Bat  ube  prince  was  too  good  a  philosopher  to  yield  an  implicit  belief 
to  even  his  ovm  speculations ;  therefore,  on  hk  accession  to  toe  iii^)erial 
dignity,  which  occurred  within  two  years  fixnn  the  publicalicm  of  the 
book,  he  resolved  to  test  his  the^y  by  decisive  experiments,  such  as 
his  absolute  power  placed  readily  at  his  control.  He  accordinglv  kft 
his  palace  in  diseuise,  one  delightful  summer  evening,  and  proceeded  a 
little  way  beyond  the  suburbs  of  ELroywen,  die  city  which  was  honored 
by  bein^  the  imperial  residence.  The  last  straggling  houses  at  die  out- 
skirts of  the  city  had  scarcelv  been  passed,  before  some  coarse  musics 
issuuig  from  a  field,  excited  Uie  emperor's  attention ;  and  on  approaehr 
ing  it,  he  discovered  a  group  of  slaves,  composed  of  both  sexes,  who 
were  indemnifying  themselves  for  the  toils  and  restraints  of  the  sultry 
day  by  an  evening  of  obstreperous  merriment  They  were  singingy 
dancing,  vnrestling  and  caressmg,  as  the  several  humors  of  the  acton 
happened  to  dictate,  and  evincmg  otherwise  a  total  abandonment  of 
their  minds  and  bodies  to  the  most  piquant  animal  enjoyments. 

'  Behold !'  said  the  emperor  to  a  fovorite  courtier  who  attended  him ; 
*  these  are  die  beings  whom  we  usually  select  as  the  exemplification  of 
extreme  wretchedness.  Their  enjoyments  are  indeed  not  intenectual* 
nor  are  their  troubles ;  and  while  they  are  thus  exempt  firom  the  moot 
numerous,  obtrusive,  and  immedicable  of  human  miseries,  they  are  par* 
ticipants  with  us  (and  perhaps  to  a  higher  degree  than  we)  of  all  phy* 
sical  pleasures.  Let  us  now  examine  if  Providence  has  been  more 
partial  to  their  master.' 

The  travellers  proceeded  accordingly  to  the  mansion  of  the  proprie- 
tor, whom  they  judged  to  be  an  ordinary  planter  of  substantial  meaniL 
This  guess  viras  realized  on  entering  the  house,  where  every  thing  de- 
noted abundance'  without  superfluity,  and  convenience  without  ostenta- 
tion. The  fiunily  were  evidently  enjoying  the  calm  of  competenoyy 
and  an  exemption  from  the  canker  of  rivwy,  and  the  cares  of  ambi- 
tioos  display.  The  master  exhibited  the  robust  health  of  exercise  and 
content,  while  the  mistress  was  a  personification  of  neatness,  with  the 
least  possible  addition  of  attempted  finery,  and  which  consisted  in  only 
a  bow  of  plain  blue  ribbon  that  ornamented  the  snowy  white  kerchief 
which  covered  her  bosom. 

The  emperor  and  his  conipanion  were  deemed  artisans^  or  petty 
tradesmen,  who  had  sauntered  from  the  city  for  the  benefit  of  xelaKar 
tion ;  but,  according  to  the  hospitality  which  always  existed  in  Boresko^ 
they  were  received  courteously,  and  presented  Hberally  vrith  refresh- 
ments. The  family  were,  however,  rather  peculiarly  situated  at  the 
moment,  and  a  litde  disturbing  influence  was  operating  on  them  in  the 
shape  of  a  visit  which  they  were  enjoying  of  a  rich  kinsman  and  his 
lady,  who  resided  in  the  aristocratic  part  of  the  city,  and  condescended 
to  glorify  their  humble  cousins  with  an  annual  recognitioni  in  the  form 
of  a  few  hours'  sojourn.  The  planter  and  his  wife  were  almost  wholly 
engrossed  by  their  fashionable  relations,  who  showed  very  significantqr 
that  nothing  of  which  they  partook  was  comparable  to  what  they  were 
accustomed  to  enjoy ;  while  an  iU-suppressea  impatianoe  to  dejwcty  on 
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the  side  of  the  lady  visitor,  proclaimed  unmistakeably  that  she  deemed 
the  officious  civilities  she  was  receiving  too  dearly  pardiasedt  and  dnt 
her  husband's  vulgar  connections  were  an  almoat  intolerable  calamitr. 

As  soon  as  decency  would  permit,  and  a  little  sooner,  the  JMhionabfe 
citizen,  and  his  lady  sent  £oy  their  carriage ;  and  the  pron>ect  of  lo 
speedy  a  release  from  their  present  discomfort  gave  a  Tivacitj  to  tbeir 
conduct  and  discourse  that  delighted  the  country  cousinB.  The  pnpa* 
ration  for  departure  soon  ensued,  and  amid  ue  confiinon  of  leafe- 
taking  the  city  nabobs  '  remembered  to  forget*  to  mvite  the  liiimUa 
couple  to  their  luxurious  home.  The  arrival  of  the  carriage  at  tha 
door  was  the  signal  for  immediate  departure ;  but  while  tney  wcro 
hastily  entering,  they  saw  in  the  road,  at  a  short  distancey  the  spleodid 
equipage  of  a  nadar ;  a  dignitary  of  the  empire  equal  in  rank  pcriwpa 
to  an  earl  in  England.  Some  inconvenience  had  befallen  the  great  mia 
who  owned  the  equipage,  for  he  had  alighted  firom  the  ccmgnam  (a  Te» 
hide  peculiar  to  Boresko),  and  was  looking  at  its  wheek.  A  dave,  who 
was  despatched  by  the  planter  to  respectfully  ascertam  the  diflBetdtfi 
soon  returned,  and  stated  that  one  of  the  wheek  was  broken,  but  hip 
pily  no  personal  injury  had  been  sustained. 

Instead  of  proceeding  to  town,  as  the  citizen  had  intended,  he  mbC 
back  the  slave  with  a  request  that  his  carriage  might  be  hoDorod  by  die 
nadar,  if  no  other  vehicle  was  procurable  more  suited  to  hk  digailj. 
The  nadar  condescendingly  accepted  the  proposition,  but  only  on  die 
condition  that  the  owners  of  the  carriage  should  retam  aeata  dieraBi 
Theu*  modesty  could  hardly  bear  the  benevolence  of  the  amiable  nobk' 
man,  but  as  his  convenience  could  be  in  no  other  way  eubeervedf  diej 
permitted  themselves  to  be  exalted,  and  eventually  all  were  thne  adelj 
carried  to  their  respective  abodes. 

'  Said  I  not  the  truth  in  my  book  V  whispered  complacentl j  die  ei» 
peror  to  his  companion,  as  they  departed  also.  '  The  ruh  <aliseD  ndfan 
no  unhappiness  from  not  being  a  nadar,  nor  the  planter  firom  not  bekg 
a  rich  citizen,  nor  the  slaves  from  not  being  planters.  Even  Miw^— * 
brings  with  it  no  unhappiness  to  those  who  have  never  po—ei 
nor  deafness  to  those  who  have  never  possessed  hearing.  A 
mates  his  happiness  as  he  estimates  the  size  of  hk  vraiatooaL  A  flHi 
whose  body  has  always  been  small  wUl  wear  a  small  waktooat,  bet  ihl 
waistcoat  will  not  be  deemed  small  by  him ;  and  the  man  wkne  bolf 
has  always  been  large  will  wear  a  large  waistcoat,  still  the 
will  not  be  deemed  large  by  the  wearer.  But,'  contimied  die 
'  we  will  now  see  how  men  feel  under  a  declension  ftxMn  du 
tomed  condition.  We  shall  find  that  a  man  who  loses  any  of  hk 
tomed  enjoyments  will  be  like  a  man  who  has  lost  comiJen^:  ha  wl 
shake  his  waistcoat,  and  with  a  piteous  look  show  yoo  now  fca  ladikk 
ished.' 

The  emperor  accordingly  early  the  next  morning  iseoed  an  edte  ty 
which  the  nadar  was  degraded  from  hk  title,  and  deprived  of  a  Ingi 
portion  of  his  property,  leaving  him  a  sum  equal  only  to  die  Cvtoae  if 
the  rich  citizen ;  at  the  same  time,  the  rich  citizen's  hooae 
invested  by  a  file  of  soldiers,  who  took  possession  diereof  m  die 
of  the  emperor,  and  expelled  the  occupant,  all  of    '  " 
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confiscated,  except  just  enough  to  enable  him  to  become  an  bumble 
planter,  like  his  relative.  Nor  was  the  planter  excepted  from  the  gene- 
ral overthrow ;  he  and  his  neat  wife  were  transported  to  a  distant  pro- 
vince, where  they  were  to  be  employed  as  agricultural  slaves ;  while 
their  own  merry  slaves  were  seized,  and  sent  to  the  imperial  mineft  to 
dig  copper. 


THE    EXPERIMENT    UUEXPECTEDLT    INTERRUPTED. 

The  emperor  was  neither  cruel  nor  fond  of  injustice ;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  would  have  been  willing  at  any  time  to  benefit  any  body  and 
every  body,  if  he  could  have  effected  it  without  trouble  or  inconveni- 
ence to  himself  He  thought,  in  the  present  instance,  that  a  few  weeks 
of  privation,  for  the  sake  of  a  great  moral  experiment,  might  easily  be 
borne  by  the  parties  afflicted,  and  might  easilv  be  recompensed  subse- 
quently by  augmented  privileges  and  possessions.  With  these  excel- 
lent intentions  he  resolved  to  supervise  in  person  the  progress  of  the 
experiment,  so  as  to  prevent  its  prolongation  unnecessarily,  and  all 
needless  hardships ;  but,  unfortunately,  he  had  but  Just  consummated 
the  ruin  of  the  parties  in  the  way  we  have  stated,  when  he  heard  that 
his  dominions  were  invaded  by  a  neighboring  sovereign,  the  King  of 
Tuscora ;  who,  holding  in  contempt  aU  philosophers,  and  deeming  the 
commencement  of  a  reign  &vorable,  sought  to  re-take  some  provmces 
which  had  been  wrested  from  him  during  the  \i£e  of  the  preceding 
enoperor. 

In  the  hurry  of  preparation  for  the  defence  of  his  frontiers,  the  em- 
peror disregarded  the  moral  experiment  which  he  had  instituted,  and 
soon  forgot  all  its  victims.  At  the  head  of  a  large  army,  collected  sud- 
denly from  all  the  unassailed  parts  of  his  empire,  he  marched  pr6udly 
and  indignantly  to  repel  the  unprovoked  incursion  and  chastise  the  in- 
truder. He,  however,  was  not  thus  siunmarily  to  be  disposed  of,  fi)r  he 
had  surprised  several  strong  fortresses,  which  he  had  garrisoned  effec- 
tively, and  their  re-conquest  was  indispensable  before  the  imperial  army 
could  advance  securely.  The  emperor  was  brave ;  and  as  the  present 
invasion  seemed  to  imply  a  contempt  for  hisprowess,  his  conduct  as- 
sumed the  character  of  offended  dignity.  The  feelings  of  the  sove- 
reign soon  became  diffused  through  the  army,  and  virere  participated 
in  by  the  meanest  of  its  members  as  fully  as  by  the  highest  The  cap- 
tured fortresses  were  accordingly  approached  with  3ie  utmost  intre- 
pidity, and  those  which  would  not  capitulate  at  the  first  summons  were 
immediately  assaulted  and  carried  by  storm.  The  main-body  of  the 
enemy  had  retreated,  but  were  at  length  overtaken.  They  were  found 
to  be  strongly  posted  on  the  range  of  high  mountains  that  divide  the 
empire  of  Boresko  from  the  kingdom  of  Tuscora.  The  emperor, 
whose  success  thus  far  but  augmented  his  impatience,  determined  to 
attack  the  enemy  at  even  this  disadvantage ;  and  after  a  short  delay,  to 
allow  his  troops  to  recover  from  the  fatigue  of  their  forced  marches,  he 
headed  in  person  a  furious  assault  upon  the  invaders.  They,  unable  to 
resist  his  impetuosity,  or  possibly  mm  design,  retreated  precipitately 


390  The  Phih§ojMeal  JShymor.  \Mmj, 

up  the  sides  of  the  moantaiii ;  while  be,  presiuig  lui'ifaiKl  too  eagofyt 
or  too  incautiously,  was  unfortunately,  by  means  of  an  aiiibiuh»  catdf 
from  the  main-body  of  his  forces,  and  taken  prM<wier.  The  duulnr 
was  concealed  for  a  time  from  the  emperor's  troopa,  bot  the  intiiffigmro 
eventually  spread  through  the  army,  which  immediatiehr  becnne  db- 
pirited.  The  invaders,  on  the  contrary,  deriving  entbiinaaiii  finm  Ae 
capture  of  the  emperor,  rallied  to  the  combat,  and  nulling  devotedly 
down  the  steep  declivities,  precipitated  tfaemsehres  apon  tlie  herelofae 
assailants,  who  now,  falling  into  disorder,  were  routed  widi  teniUe 
slaughter.  Oh,  war !  war !  little  know  civilians  the  borron  of  aodi  t 
combat !  The  revolting  details,  which  in  the  aggregate  coinpoae  dw 
miscalled  splendors  of  military  elory,  can  be  read  by  die  dbeBcalB  nd 
merciful  only  when  veiled,  like  the  above,  in  general  aescripCiaiis.  Tin 
veil  we  will  not  rend,  though,  for  the  benefit  of  our  bekmd 
we  have  sent  to  the  military  academy  at  West  Point  tlie 
which  contains  a  full  description  of  tms  memorable  battle. 
The  emperor  possessed  now  a  fine  opportanity  of  aac 
his  own  experience  the  effect  on  human  nappineas  of  die 
a  high  position  to  a  lower ;  but  his  feelings  soon  verified  die  piowri^ 
that  physicians  are  not  fond  of  swallowing  di^  own  pceeoripdoK 
But  he  retained  no  power  of  avoiding  the  dOBSt  and  was  oompeiled  lo 
take  it  in  its  bitterest  form ;  fi>r  instead  of  being  carried  to  die  OBpU 
of  Tuscora,  and  entertained  with  the  delicacy  and  respeet  wUi^  w&n 
due  to  his  rank  and  misfortunes,  he  was,  to  die  everiasdng  disgneoflf 
tbe  victor,  transported  into  the  interior,  immored  widnn  a  glooniy  cm- 
tie,  and  denied  all  communication  except  widi  tbe  commapdail^  wfe 
was  stem  in  countenance  and  uncourteons  in  niamien ; 
to  whom  solitude  waa  a  gratification,  and  by  whom  mhili 
a  madness. 


THE     CAPTIVITT. 

The  imperial  captive  was  distressed  beyond  descriptiOB.  His  fit 
fered  from  self-reproach  at  the  want  of  prudence  tbat  ftanaed  Vm  Ink 
hurried  into  an  ambush,  and  from  wounded  pride  at  deAaft  ftvai  ai 
enemy  whom  he  had  taught  his  followers  to  despiae.  UooectaiBi^dv 
as  to  the  effect  on  his  empire  of  the  captivitv  of  its  sofegajgn  wg/iiti 
bis  fears,  while  die  supposed  exultadon  of  his  coDteamed  eneaPQf.ca^ 
perated  his  desire  for  revenge.  But  wonderfully  aocommadatiny  k  d|i 
organization  of  man  to  the  vicissitudes  of  life ;  and  dioadi  we  Hiy  k 
skeptical  as  to  die  '  wind's  being  attempered  to  die  shorn  Inoii^'  fie  €■ 
be  certain,  fi*om  daily  observation,  that  the  shorn  lamb 
attempered  to  the  winds,  blow  they  ever  so  rougihty.  CfatieC 
did  not  long  absorb  the  captive  monarch.  He  gndnaUj 
attention  to  the  objects  around  him,  and  the  attendon  i 
interest  in  them ;  till  he,  the  hereditary  sovereign  of  a 
and  whose  contemplations  and  desires  were  wont  to  gnap  a 
vinces,  came  to  observe  with  some  interest  the  looks  of  a 
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mandant  of  a  fortress,  and  to  be  annoyed  or  soothed  as  the  petty  com- 
mandant chose  to  be  civil  or  uncivil. 

But  whatever  violates  kindness  and  humanity  will  eventualW  be  found 
impolitic.  So,  however,  thought  not  the  victorious  King  of  Tuscora, 
who  designed  to  coerce,  by  severe  treatment,  the  captive  emperor  into 
a  treaty  whose  concessions  and  guarantees  should  be  dictated  by  the 
desire  of  a  release  from  personal  suffering,  rather  than  by  considera- 
tions of  patriotism  or  justice ;  but  an  impediment  to  this  unworthy 
policy  arose  in  a  quarter  from  which  no  such  result  could  have  been 
anticipated.  The  commandant,  who  had  Ion?  been  a  widower,  pos- 
sessed an  only  child,  a  daughter,  who  resided  m  the  fortress  with  him, 
but  who  partook  as  little  of  his  misanthropy  as  of  his  repulsive  appear- 
ance. Bred  in  seclusion,  solitude,  which  had  nourished  her  famer's 
moroseness,  had  cherished  and  sublimated  her  sensibilities  to  a  degree 
that  is  never  acquired  by  persons  who  mingle  in  society  and  become 
accustomed  to  its  rude  abrasions.  Unconsciously  to  the  commandant, 
she  had  glided  into  womanhood ;  while  he,  a  recluse  firom  choice,  and 
deeming  her  still  a  child,  saw  not  that  he  was  subjecting  her  to  a  cruel 
seclusion  from  all  companions  of  her  own  sex,  and  from  all  intercourse 
with  her  equals  in  his. 

Nature  will  not  be  thwarted  by  the  artificial  distinctions  of  conven- 
tional society.  The  vine  to  which  you  will  not  furnish  a  suitable  trellis 
will  wind  its  delicate  tendrils  around  any  thing,  how  incongruous  soever, 
that  may  happen  to  be  the  only  object  within  its  reach.  So  the  &ir 
and  naturally  aristocratic  Theadora  could  not  view  without  complacency 
the  manly  graces  of  the  plebeian  soldiery,  to  whom  alone  her  inter- 
course was  restricted ;  and  especially  one,  a  youth  but  little  older  than 
herself,  and  almost  as  sensitive  and  eccentric,  who  was  a  comet  in  the 
regiment  that  garrisoned  the  castle.  They  saw  each  other  daily,  and 
often  for  continuous  hours,  when  duty  as  an  officer  of  the  euai^  sta- 
tioned him  on  a  terrace  which  was  overlooked  by  the  vinoow  of  the 
maiden's  chamber.  But  they  had  never  spoken.  A  consciousness  of 
the  inferiority  of  his  station  would  have  kept  him  silent  even  if  he  had 
not  felt  an  idolatrous  respect  that  absorbed  him,  and  which  would  have 
made  him  feel  personally  inferior  had  he  been  master  of  the  world. 
Nor  would  he  have  permitted  his  eyes  to  wander  toward  a  bein^  whom 
he  deemed  too  pure  for  the  gaze  of  man,  had  not  eyes  and  tnoughts 
too  been  wisely  made  independent  of  such  considerations.  His  eyes 
would  wander  toward  her,  as  would  hers  toward  him ;  till  both  Thea- 
dora and  Leontine,  by  a  species  of  animal  magnetism  perhaps,  and  yet 
vrith  a  total  unsuspicion  of  each  other's  feelings,  lived  but  tor  the  mo- 
ments when  they  could  thus  enjoy  each  other's  presence. 

Love,  pure,  ardent  and  youthful,  is  a  glorious  combination,  especially 
in  women,  with  whom  it  exists  as  exempt  from  selfishness  as  sunbeams 
are  exempt  from  dross.  Its  tendency  in  both  man  and  woman  is  to  ex- 
alt and  sublimate  the  person  whom  it  influences,  by  reason  probably  of 
an  effort  of  the  person  to  make  himself  worAy  of  the  being  whom  he 
loves,  and  whom  his  imagination  deems  perfection.  Theadora  felt  the 
full  influence  of  the  benign  power  that  possessed  her,  and  thus  feeHng, 
she  could  not  remain  an  imconcemed  witness  of  the  suflforings  of  the 
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captive  emperor,  and  of  the  imagined  sufieringB  of  the  fiu>cff  om[irBM, 
his  impend  consort.  The  policy  to  which  he  was  avowedly  the  w- 
tim  seemed  to  her  so  detestable,  that  by  long  meditatum  on  it  her  nnnd 
acquired  the  unwholesome  bias  which  seeks  its  gratifikaliion  at  all 
aras  and  at  all  sacrifices. 

She  could  conceive  no  means  by  which  to  counteract  his 
except  by  enabling  hiift  to  escape ;  but  the  known  difficuUei  thorato 
were  great,  and  the  unknown  seemed  greater.  She  coald*  however, 
acquaint  him  that  he  possessed  one  friend  in  the  midst  of  his  ^■*— w^^ 
and  possibly  his  knowledge  might  suggest  advantages  diereflEom  wUk& 
hers  could  not.  To  accomplish  even  such  a  communicatioii  was  not 
easy.  His  chamber  communicated  with  hers  by  an  open  bskony,  in 
which  she  was  permitted  to  walk,  though  he  was  excluded.  In  ndi 
walks  her  furtive  glances  often  saw  him,  as  he  restlessly  paced  the 
room,  which  he  was  not  permitted  to  leave,  unless  accompanied  by  n 
officer  of  the  garrison,  and  which  boon,  thus  encumbered,  he  rvalj 
deigned  to  accept.  Her  walks  latterly  became  more  frequent  dm 
heretofore,  and  her  eyes  became  more  freely  directed  to  his  penoii,iB 
the  hope  of  thus  silently  and  inferentially  communicating  to  mm  sobw 
intimation  of  her  friendly  purpose.  Nor  was  she  wholly  iiiiBnr<fifiil 
in  her  attempts  to  attract  his  attention.  But  man,  selfiflh  in  all  his  pn^ 
jects,  perversely  prejudiced  also  in  his  estimate  of  female  intellect  asd 
designs,  could  never  suspect  that  the  slight  form  which  waa  tinadb 
flitting  before  him  was  animated  with  high  and  romantic  dengns.  A 
monarch,  too,  accustomed  to  subserviency  and  abasement  in  aD  iAd 
approached  him,  could  conceive  in  the  attempt  to  attract  his  nolioe  no 
motive  but  what  was  utterly  at  variance  with  the  chiralroos  but  ni^ 
taken  sentiments  of  the  enthusiastic  maiden. 

Curiosity,  or  possibly  some  less  worthy  impulse,  conquered  atlspg^ 


the  prisoner's  apathy ;  and  when  Theadora  next  approached  his  CM^ 
ment  she  found  it  open,  and  he  was  so  stationed  within  that  ahe  eoitt 
whisper  as  she  passed :  '  To-night,  at  twelve  o'clock*  be  diera.'  No 
sooner  had  she  thus  accomplishcMd  what  she  had  so  long  soo^it  to  afeA 
than  she  would  have  given  the  world  to  have  been  able  to  lecdl  Aa 
announcement,  so  utterly  was  she  overpowered  by  die  manitads  tf 
her  undertaking  and  a  latent  suspicion  or  its  impropriefy.  SSehanM 
back  to  her  chamber,  not  discovering  that  the  emperor  audoni^d^ 
sired  to  communicate  to  her  some  reply.  She  sank  into  a  Gfaair»  wk 
the  intensity  of  her  perturbation  was  relieved  by  a  oopioos  fimd 
tears.  No  one  had  seen  her ;  why  should  she  regret  what  riM  lal 
80  long  contemplated  with  an  approving  con8cienca»  and  8oa|^  i^ 
anxious  diligence. 

Thus  reasoned  Theadora ;  but  she  was  iwiatAaw  in  soppon^f  dsl 
no  eye  had  seen  her.  Seen  she  had  been,  for  what  can  esc^e  As  mi 
of  a  love  like  that  of  Leontine's.  He  had  long  noted  her  —"TBt^  wan 
and  suspected  not  their  object,  but  rather  that  HeaTen  itnlf  ni^^ba 
pervious  to  the  fascinlitions  of  royalty,  since  Theadora  aeecMd  a  wdn 
to  their  attractions.  In  vain  he  struggled  against  the  appaient  endflBBa 
of  his  senses.  The  most  fatal  conclusion  waa  irresistible;  and  Ao^gh 
he  had  heretofore  felt  a  sympathy  for  the  impriaooed 
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\7BB  now  deemed  too  light  a  penalty  for  the  love  which  apparently  he 
had  excited  in  Theadora. 

Night  will  approach,  regardless  alike  of  hiunan  hopes,  fears,  or 
Mrishes.  The  clock  on  the  tower  of  the  time-worn  rortress  struck 
twelve,  while  Theadora  was  yet  agitated  by  her  morning  adventure^ 
and  undecided  whether  she  should  abandon  or  pursue  it  The  first 
step  had,  however,  been  taken^  and  according  to  the  proverb,  it  drew 
afler  it  irresistibly  all  of  which  it  was  naturally  the  precursor.  How 
cofuld  she,  injustice  to  her  character,  falsify  her  own  appointment,  and 
mock  the  sufiierings  of  an  unfortunate  captive !  The  night,  also,  was 
as  favorable  as  she  could  desire,  for  it  was  dark  and  stormy.  The  ex- 
alted station  of  the  party  whom  she  was  to  meet  prevented  in  her  un* 
contaminated  mind  a  thought  of  personal  impropriety,  even  leaving  out 
of  consideration  the  benevolencet  which  hallowed  the  undertaking. 
Forth  glided,  therefore,  along  the  balcony  the  palpitating  maid,  to  con- 
sanmsate  an  arrangement  which,  stripped  of  its  rpmantic  illusions,  was 
nothing  less  than  treason  against  her  father,  her  country  and  her  king. 
The  room  of  the  emperor  was  not  lighted,  the  casement  was  shut,  and 
all  within  was  silent.  The  absence  ot  light  was  unusual,  but  it  appeared 
to  her  as  a  favorable  precaution  on  his  part.  But  the  casement  was 
closed,  and  that  seemed  suspicious,  and  daunted  her  resolution.  Pos- 
sibly these  unusual  circumstances  were  designed  to  warn  her  from  her 
purpose.  She  hesitated,  and  finally  ran  bapk  to  her  chamber.  No 
sooner  had  she  regained  this  place  of  safety  than  she  became  ashamed 
of  her  pusillanimity.  Again  she  glided  along  the  balcony,  and  again 
the  same  appearances  disconcerted  her.  But  she  was  not  now  to  be 
driven  from  her  purpose.  Perhaps  he  had  not  heard  distinctly  the 
hour,  or  perhaps  he  disregarded  the  announcement  of  a  girl  as  of  some- 
thing too  trivial  for  his  attention.  She  approached  the  window,  and 
knocked  tremulously.  Again  she  would  have  fled  from  returning 
timidity,  as  the  noise  of  her  hand  broke  upon  the  silence  with  an  un- 
expected distinctness ;  but  the  window  suddenly  opened,  and  her  re- 
turn unnoticed  became  impracticable. 

Oh  Nature !  what  a  cunning  artist  art  thou !  The  peculiarity  of  her 
position  excited  in  her  forth wim  the  resolution  which  the  crisis  required, 
and  she  boldly,  but  in  a  suppressed  voice,  said :  '  Sire,  if  you  know  any 
means  of  escape,  one  heart  in  this  fortress  is  not  callous  to  humanity : 
I  will  assist  you.'  Scarcely  had  she  uttered  the  sentence  when  a  voice 
from  a  remote  part  of  the  chamber  exclaimed  aloud :  '  Hush !  ill-ad- 
vised woman,  you  speak  not  to  the  emperor !'  She  staggered  with  af- 
fright, and  fell  senseless  heavily  on  the  floor.  On  regaining  her  con- 
sciousness she  was  in  her  own  appartment,  and  bending  over  her,  in 
assiduous  efforts  for  her  recovery,  and  with  indescribable  solicitude  and 
tenderness,  stood  the  young  Comet  Leontine,  who  happened  that  night 
to  be  the  sentinel  stationed  in  the  chamber  of  the  prisoner,  and  whom, 
in  her  communication  at  the  window,  she  had  mistaKen  fi>r  the  emperor. 

Whether  the  frustration  and  exposure  of  her  design  were  as  poign- 
ant a  mortification  to  her  as  the  suspicion  that  she  appeared  criminal  m 
the  eyes  of  the  young  man,  is  perhaps  doubtful ;  but  she  resumed  as 
much  self-possession  and  dignity  as  her  agitation  would  permit,  and 
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haughtily  told  him  to  depart,  and  inform  his  commander  what  he  had 
seen  and  heard ;  with  this  addition,  that  she  felt  no  regret  except  fixr 
the  &ilure  of  her  efforts  to  assist  unmerited  misfortunes. 

Slowly  he  retired,  but  replied  noc  One  look  he  cas(  behind  and 
stopped,  as  doubting  whether  he  ought  to  reply  or  not ;  but  she  tamed 
away  repulsively,  and  he  passed  on.  No  tdarm  had  been  communi- 
cated to  the  guards.  The  castle-clock  struck  one,  and  the  sound  re- 
verberated long  and  tremulously.  The  sentinels  on  the  distant  para- 
pets and  walls  were  heard  at  intervals,  as  heavily  they  paced  their  soli- 
tary rounds,  while  all  beside  was  quiet  in  the  castle,  as  though  treason 
had  not  stalked  abroad,  or  was  too  feeble  to  be  regarded  in  the  form 
of  a  youthful  maiden. 

THE      C0N8BQUENCE8. 

Theadoiu,  with  a  returning  consciousness  of  her  actual  position,  ex- 
claimed: 'How  shall  I  encounter  my  incensed. father!  Alas!  my 
father !  cruel  not  to  me,  though  harsh  to  others.  Would  that  you  had 
been  cruel  to  me  also,  that  I  might  have  some  apology  for  the  anguish 
I  shall  cause  you !'  She  sank  upon  her  bed ;  not  to  sleep,  but  to  moan, 
to  reflect,  to  agonize.  Eventually  over-wrought  Nature  would  have 
repose,  and  she  slept.  Ere  she  awoke  the  sun  had  risen,  and  was 
shming  gaily  in  at  her  window,  as  if  to  mock  at  human  cares,  or  poeai- 
bly  to  shame  men  for  making  themselves  miserable  about  the  vicisBi- 
tudes  of  so  brief  a  period  as  man's  allotted  life.  Nor  would  she  have 
awaked  then  but  for  a  commotion  which  seemed  to  agitate  thft  g^ani- 
son,  usually  so  orderly  and  quiet.  The  tramp  of  horses  was  heard  in 
the  court  below ;  drums  were  beating  to  arms ;  men  were  hurriedly 
traversing  the  balcony,  and  all  seemed  bustle  and  preparation  for  some 
uncommon  event  She  doubted  not  that  her  offence  occasioned  the 
unwonted  agitation,  and  expected  momentarily  a  command  to  appear 
and  confront  her  accuser. 

Hour  after  hour  elapsed,  and  she  was  still  unmolested,  and  ap- 
parently unthought  of.  She  took  courage  by  the  delay,  and  ventured 
to  approach  her  window.  Horsemen  at  brief  intervals  were  passing 
and  returning  through  the  castle-gate,  which  was  widely  extended, 
thoueh  heretofore  so  seldom  and  cautiously  opened.  She  was  still  un- 
convinced that  she  was  not  the  object  of  the  commotion,  when  gradu- 
ally she  recognised  the  word  '  escape,'  while  all  eyes  seemed  constantly 
to  wander  toward  the  chamber  of  the  emperor.  He  had  escaped,  she 
now  surmised,  but  how,  or  when,  was  still  a  mystery.  No  one  was 
missing  from  the  garrison  but  Leontine.  He  had  been  sought  every 
where,  and  his  absence  implicated  him  in  the  flight  of  the  prisoner. 
But  the  fugitives  could  not  be  far,  nor  could  they  elude  the  numerous 
parties  that  had  started  in  pursuit.  'Prevent  it, just  Heaven!'  ex- 
claimed mentally  the  re'dssured  maiden, '  nor  make  me  the  miserable 
cause  of  destruction  to  that  devoted  youth,  whose  intentions  I  cruelly 
miscontrued,  and  who,  to  perfect  my  wishes,  has  broken  through  habits 
of  military  subordination,  jeoparded  his  life,  and  sacrificed  his  honor. 
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Women  are  bad  logicians,  and  these  were  illogical  conclusions ;  but 
the  sagacity  of  woman  is  more  than  a  counterpoise  for  her  deficient 
ratiocination,  and  Theadora  guessed  aright  the  events  that  had  occurred. 
The  mysterious  cause  of  her  frequent  walks  on  the  bal^ny  were  ex- 
plained to  Leontine  by  the  events  of  the  night,  and  so  explained  as  to 
dissipate  his  jealousy.  In  his  gratification  at  this  discovery,  he  i^lt  no 
inclination  to  criticize  the  correctness  of  any  other  motive ;  and  he  no 
sooner  left  her  presence  than  he  resolved  to  give  her  a  memorable' 
proof  of  the  unlimited  dominion  which  she  possessed  over  him,  by  ac- 
complishing what  she  had  commenced,  or  dying  in  the  attempt.  Her 
agitation,  and  the  unexplained  intention  with  which  he  had  left  her, 
might  induce  her  to  make  disclosures  in  the  morning  that  would  render 
his  own  silence  as  hazardous  as  the  most  desperate  undertaking.  No 
time,  therefore,  existed  fijrdelay. 

Fortunately  Leontine,  as  captain  of  the  g^ard  fi^  the  night,  pos- 
sessed  more  readily  than  usual  the  means  of  liberating  the  emperor. 
The  arrangements  for  their  flight  were  soon  concerted,  and  ere  the 
great  clock  struck  two,  the  emperor,  clad  like  a  servant  of  the  Cornet, 
left  his  apartment,  bearing  by  the  side  of  Leontine  a  lantern,  as  if  to 
light  him  m  his  patrol  around  the  posts  of  the  fortification.  Each  sen- 
tinel hailed  them  as  they  approacned,  and  receiving  firom  the  Comet 
the  regular  countersign,  permitted  them  to  pass.  Safely  they  advanced 
thus  to  a  small  postern,  which  constituted  a  panel  of  the  main  ex- 
ternal gate,  and  through  which  postern  they  designed  to  escape ;  but 
here  an  unexpected  obstacle  presented  itself.  The  commandant  was 
there  in  person,  conferring  with  the  sentinel.  Egress  was,  therefore, 
impracticable,  as  nothing  outside  of  the  fortress  constituted  any  part  of 
the  nightly  duties  of  Leontine.  He  accordingly  merely  saluted  the 
conmiandant  and  passed  on,  as  if  to  complete  the  circuit  of  the  watch, 
though  *  conscience,  which  makes  cowards  of  us  all,'  induced  him  to 
suspect  that  his  treason  caused  the  early  movements  of  the  command- 
ant, and  that  his  arrest  was  the  object  of  the  conference. 

No  sooner  had  he  passed  an  angle  of  the  fortification  that  obscured 
his  lieht,  than  he  extinguishedat,  with  a  determination  to  remain  con- 
cealed until  he  could  ascertain  whether  his  undertaking  was  discovered. 
Distance  prevented  him  from  recognising  the  words  of  the  conmiand- 
ant, though  his  voice  could  be  heard ;  soon,  however,  all  was  silent,  ex- 
cept the  sound  of  approaching  steps,  that  grew  increasingly  distinct, 
until  suddenly  the  sound  again  diminished,  as  the  commanoant  turned 
down  an  avenue  which  led  directly  to  hi^  quarters.  Now  was  the 
moment,  if  ever,  for  accomplishing  die  desperate  enterprise.  The  fo- 
gitives  retraced  their  way  to  the  gate,  and  answering  the  sentinel  with 
the  proper  countersign,  (which,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  happened  to 
be  the  word  Emperor,)  Leontine,  without  the  slightest  apparent  hesi- 
tation, and  as  though  he  was  in  the  regular  discharge  oi  orders,  ap- 
plied to  the  small  postern  the  key,  which  was  in  his  possession  as 
captain  of  the  guard,  and  passed  out  with  his  companion,  locking  the 
wicket  again  on  the  outer  side. 

The  thoughts  of  the  sentinel  cannot  easily  be  conjectured ;  but  proba- 
bly he  had  not  time  to  reflect  on  what  he  saw  until  after  its  consuzomar 
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tion.  Habituated  to  respect  and  confide  in  his  superiors,  and  no  pon- 
tive  injunctions  being  in  force  against  what  had  transpired  in  hispresenoey 
he  may  have  been  rather  surprised  at  its  occurrence  than  suspicious  of 
its  motive.  He  momentarily  expected  to  see  the  postern  redpen,  and 
the  parties  return ;  but  as  time  ran  on,  the  continued  absence  lost  itfe 
novelty,  and  he  paced  and  repaced  his  post  mechanically  as  umiaL 


OBAPTflR    VIVTB. 

THE        FLIGHT 


Early  in  the  morning  the  sentinel  communicated  to  the  relief-gnardt 
but  still  unsuspiciously,  that  Comet  Leontine  was  on  the  outside  of  the 
postern.  The  sergeant  who  commanded  the  relief  had  been  looking 
ibr  the  comet,  as  he  had  failed  to  report  to  the  commandant,  as  was 
his  duty,  the  events  of  the  night.  The  exit  of  the  comet  was  therefore 
communicated  to  the  commandant,  whose  habitual  suspicion  was  at  once 
alarmed  at  the  singularity  of  the  occurrence.  The  chamber  of  the 
emperor  was  immediately  examined,  and  the  escape  became  manifest 

The  agony  of  the  commandant  was  extreme.  To  his  sagacity,  on 
which  he  greatly  prided  himself,  had  been  reposed  by  his  sovereign  a 
trust  which  events  showed  he  was  incompetent  to  discharge.  Long 
seclusion  had  caused  his  self-love  to  invest  him,  in  his  own  imagination, 
with  a  fancied  reputation,  which  was  the  idol  of  his  gloomy  reveriea* 
but  which  he  now  deemed  lost  forever.  Had  an  earthquake  engulfed 
the  £}rtress  and  all  within  it  —  nay,  the  whole  kingdom  —  the  disaster 
would  have  been  slight  to  him  compared  with  the  present  misfortune. 
The  personal  penalties  to  which  he  was  exposed  constituted  no  part  <^ 
his  affliction  ;  he  courted  punishment  rather  than  feared  it,  and  proba- 
bly exceeded  even  his  sovereign  in  criminating  his  own  negligence ; 
though  even  now  he  could  not  designate  wherein  he  had  been  negli- 
gent. But  he  knew  that  the  world  estimated  conduct  by  results,  and 
he  had  always  desired  to  have  his  conduct  thus  estimated,  and  was  too 
proud  to  ask  now  a  different  test 

Forth  from  the  fi>rtress  issued  pursuers,  who  took  different  routes, 
and  the  capture  of  the  fugitives  seemed  inevitable  to  all  but  the  com- 
mandant Accustomed  to  estimate  every  thing  as  lost  that  was  in  dan- 
ger, he  gave  himself  up  to  despair,  though  he  still  executed  with  yigor 
Qie  duties  demanded  by  the  emergency.  In  this  deplorable  conditioii 
he  was  pacing  his  chamber  when  first  seen  by  Theadora,  whose  pie. 
sence  seemed  alone  competent  to  mitigate  his  wo ;  while  she,  the  con- 
scious cause  of  all  his  sufierings,  experienced  an  agony  of  self-reproach, 
and  her  conduct,  though  unknown  to  others,  assumed  in  her  apprehen- 
sion its  true  character  of  parricide  and  treason. 

The  emperor  and  Leontine  had  supplied  themselves  with  hones 
from  some  that  were  grazing  around  the  fortress,  and  directed  their 
flight  to  .'the  nearest  confines  of  Boresko.  Caution  induced  them  to 
shun  the  direct  roads  as  soon  as  day  began  to  dawn ;  and  after  travel- 
Hng  in'b  forest  for  several  hours,  the  emperor's  horse,  weaned  with  the 
exertions  of  its  restless  rider,  stumbled,  and  so  sprained  its  shoulder  as 
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to  be  unable  to  proceed.  The  emperor  took  hia  companion's  horse, 
which,  though  as  weary  as  the  other,  was  still  able  to  travel ;  but  he 
dared  not  trust  himself  without  Leontine,  who  alone  knew  the  defiles 
of  the  mountains ;  hence  he  possessed  no  alternative  but  to  restrain  his 
impatience  and  pursue  his  course  at  such  a  pace  as  enabled  the  comet 
to  keep  with  him. 

They  had  proceeded  in  this  way  not  only  all  day,  but  far  into  the 
night,  when,  ^eing  a  light  glimmer  at  a  distance,  they  were  induced 
by  hunger  and  exhaustion  to  advance  toward  it,  and  even  at  some 
haz€Lrd  recruit  their  strength  with  food  and  rest.  As  they  approached, 
they  discovered  that  the  light  proceeded  from  a  duster  ot  buildings, 
which  Leontine  soon  recognised  as  a  hamlet  connected  with  a  gang  of 
miners  who  worked  in  the  vicinity.  Eelieved  from  the  apprehension 
that  they  had  possibly  stumbled  upon  the  watch-firies  of  some  military 
station,  the  wanderers  boldly  entered  one  of  the  buildings  that  seemed 
best  adapted  to  supply  their  wants.  It  was  full  of  men,  whose  muscu- 
lar but  lank  bodies,  and  smutched  faces,  glowing  vnth  the  heat  of  a 
large  smelting  furnace  that  was  flaming  in  the  centre  of  the  buildine, 
gave  but  little  indication  of  a  benevolent  reception.  They  advanced, 
however,  and  stating  to  the  workmen  that  they  had  lost  the  path  which 
they  were  travelling,  requested  shelter  till  the  morning,  and  some  £3od 
for  themselves  and  horse. 

Contrary  to  all  the  prejudices  of  rank,  which  estimate  literature  as 
the  only  monitor  of  conduct,  the  travellers  soon  found  that  the  inmates 
were  not  insensible  to  the  dictates  of  humanity.  They  were  supplied 
with  as  much  as  they  desired  of  the  rude  provisions  of  the  establish- 
ment, and  were  permitted  to  lie  down  on  straw,  which  for  their  com- 
fort and  special  accommodation  was  strewn  upon  a  mass  of  charcoal, 
as  a  defence  from  the  wet  ground.  They  soon  were  asleep,  despite  of 
peril,  fatigue,  excitement,  and  the  various  foes  to  peaceful  slumber^ 
but  they  slept  not  long,  being  awakened  by  the  clamor  of  horsemen, 
who  had  entered  the.  hamlet  in  pursuit  of  the  fugitives.  They  heard 
themselves  described  and  inquired  for.  Detection  seemed  inevitable, 
but  they  instinctively  glided  from  their  pallet,  and  once  more  sought 
the  forest,  leaving  their  horse  in  the  possession  of  the  miners. 

Silently  as  they  had  retreated,  their  movements  were  not  unobserved. 
The  foreman  of  the  works  had  once  been  a  corporal  in  the  army  of  the 
emperor,  and  he  no  sooner  heard  the  inquiries  of  the  pursuers  than  he 
recognised  in  the  servant  of  Leontine  his  imperial  master.  He  cau- 
tiously followed  the  retreating  pair,  and  making  known  his  good  inten- 
tions, led  the  wanderers  down  several  steep  descents  into  the  recesses 
of  the  mine,  which  furnished  copper  ore  for  the  smelting  operations  of 
the  hamlet.  The  emperor  was  surprised  to  find  here  the  appearance 
of  a  populous  village,  with  streets  narrow  and  low,  but  extending  far 
beneath  thte  forest,  whose  pines  and  other  evergreens  towered  aloft, 
unaflected  by  the  chasms  that  ramified  beneath  in  all  directions.  The 
miners  enjoy  in  these  recesses  the  domestic  comforts  of  separate  habi- 
tations, where  those  who  are  married  rear  families  that  grow  to  matu- 
rity, and  possess  but  little  acquaintance  with  the  external  world,  of 
which  they  seem  a  disconnected  link  rather  than  an  integral  part. 
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Relieved  by  the  assurance  of  his  guide  from  the  apprehensioii  of 
present  capture,  and  relvin?  for  any  new  emergency  on  the  sagacity 
and  fidelity  the  guide  haa  evmced,  the  emperor  began  to  examine  more 
minutely  the,  persons  and  things  around  nim ;  for  in  these  reeiom  of 
perpetual  night  a  portion  of  Sie  inhabitants  are  always  at  worL    He 
found  that  even  here,  where  privations  seem  extendea  to  the  veree  of 
human  sufferance,  men  laugh,  sing,  dance,  gambol,  and  exhibit  aO 
other  demonstrations  of  contentment  and  happiness  that  are  fiMmd  in 
more  propitious  situations.     They  possess  privilege  that  they  prin^ 
and  restraints  which  they  resist.    Every  man  among  them  chmakea 
some  ambition  and  encounters  some  rivalry.    Here  were  reputatiou 
to  be  gained  and  characters  to  be  lost    Like  a  circle,  which,  boir 
small  soever,  includes  all  the  curves  and  proportions  €i  the  largest 
spheres,  so  this  miniature  society  appeared  to  possess  in  kind  all  die 
motives,  passions,  enjoyments  and  sorrows  that  pertain  to  the  lanert 
communities.    It  possessed  even  its  unfortunates.     They  coDBistea  of 
a  gloomy  and  discontented  group,  whom  a  superintendant  was  endn- 
voring  to  lash  into  good  humor.     They  constituted,  he  said,  a  gang  of 
agricultural  slaves,  who,  for  some  reasons  unknown,  were  a  few  mondu 
since  taken  from  a  plantation,  and  condemned  to  the  imperial  mines  of 
Borcsko,  from  whicn  they  had  recently  been  captured  and  transpoiled 
to  their  present  position.     The  emperor  heard  the  explanatioD  widi 
self-reproach  ;  for  in  the  poor  quivering  wretches  before  him  he  leopg- 
nized  the  merry  slaves  whom,  for  the  sake  of  his  experiment,  he  had 
forced  from  the  plantation  where  they  had  been  reared,  and  sent  to  the 
mines.    His  regret  was  somewhat  mitigated  by  the  reflection  that  their 
misery  demonstrated  the  truth  of  his  theory ;  for  their  unhappinoM 
was  not  shared  by  the  slaves  who  had  always  been  minera.     An  artifi- 
cial want  was  the  cause  of  their  misery,  not  any  original  dispensatioa 
of  Providence.     Indeed,  his  majesty  could  not  nirbear  explaining  pri* 
vately  to  Leon  tine  the  whole  transaction,  and  mingling  erideoces  of 
self-complacency  as  a  philosopher  wdth  his  regrets  as  a  prince  at  dif 
misfortune  of  these  his  subjects,  and  as  a  man  at  the  umneiited  snfiv^ 
ings  of  his  victims. 


THE     POET     SADI,     ON     BEHOLDING     CASHMBBI. 


ur  Dr..    stcKffOM.    or   rovDoir. 


Oil,  the  beautiful y  bcantifiil  Vale  of  Caahmere, 
Where  the  roses  of  Rumnier  bloom  bright  all  the  ^ 
Where  the  tulip  and  cactus  have  many-hoed  flowen, 
And  the  snow-drop  and  lily  arc  sweeter  than  onn ; 
Where  the  green  of  the  leaf  and  the  gaah  of  tlia  fli 
Give  softness  to  sunlijrht  and  temper  its  beam  I 
To  what  out  of  Eden  can  Sadi  compare 
TIiosc  exquisite  scenes  that  enrapture  him  there? 
That  diamond,  that  emerald,  that  opal,  that  meet 
In  a  triple  tiara  outstretched  at  his  feet  t 
Oh,  to  nothing  of  earth  conld  he  make  thee  appear, 
Thou  star  of  tnc  morning,  thou  lovely  Caahmere  I 
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PHILLI8        AND        FLORA. 


YROM  Tax   'WAx.Tfea  MAPxa'  roaics. 


Soxa  explanatory  obaervatio&B  oxi  thia  poem,  and  on  the  '  WaXiTXr  MArxa'  poema  generally,  will 
>pear  in  oar  next.  At  present  it  need  only  be  remarked  that  the  inequality  of  style  in  oar  transla- 
9n  la  intentional,  to  correspond  with  the  original,  which  alt«matea  tzom.  or&at*  d«feriptloa  to  col- 
<iaial  and  even  vulgar  language. 


'  Akki  parte  florida,  cobIo  puriere. 
Pioto  term  gremio  vario  colore. 
Dum  fuLgaret  sidera  nuntius  Aurora. 
Bomnus  liquit  oculos  Pbu.x.zi>x8  et  Fx.o^m/  etc. 

In  the  blooming  season  when  Purest  other's  sp«oe  is, 
When  the  floweret-painted  earth  Wears  her  richest  graces, 
Ere  the  star  that  heralds  Morn  Other  stars  off-chases, 
Philus  wakes,  and  Flora  too  Starts  from  Sleep's  CTabraoes. 

Then  desire  to  go  and  walk  Strongly  did  overtake  them, 
Since  their  hearts'  anxieties  Sooner  did  awake  them, 
Therefore  they  with  equal  steps  To  the  turf  betake  them, 
That  the  place  wherein  they  walk  May  more  pleasure  make  them. 

As  the  virgins  pass  along  Both  like  queens  are  going ; 
Flora's  hair  is  plaited  neat,  Phillis  hs^  is  flowing ; 
Not  like  maids,  but  goddesses.  In  their  beauty  showings 
Even  as  the  morning  light  Are  their  faces  glowing. 

• 

Noble  race  and  noble  &oe.  Noble  their  apparel ; 

Toung  in  years  and  young  in  heart,  Mated  sure  they  are  well ; 

In  their  likeness  still  unlike.  Friendly,  yet  in  quarrd ; 

One  a  scholar  loveth  best.  One  a  man  of  war  well. 

In  their  figure,  in  their  fSnce,  Nought  unlike  about  them, 
Every  thing  within  alike.  Every  wing  without  them ; 
Usages  and  character,  All  the  same  uroughout  them. 
Difierent  only  in  their  loves,  There  you  may  not  douot  them. 

Softly  came  the  welcome  breeze  Round  about  them  blowing, 
Very  pleasant  was  the  place  With  green  grasses  growing, 
Down  along  the  grassy  slope  Was  a  streamlet  flowing. 
With  a  sprightly  murmuring  Garrulously  going. 

That  the  girls  by  solar  heat  Might  not  be  oflfended. 
O'er  their  heads  an  ample  pine  Near  the  brook  extended. 
Stretching  wide  its  branching  arms  Clad  in  foliage  splendid, 
Which  from  all  external  heat  Those  below  defended. 

On  the  grass  the  maidens  rest  ( 'T  was  a  seat  befitting), 
Phillis  by  the  little  stream.  Flora  further  ntting  5 
And  while  they  repose  themselves.  Of  iheir  risk  unwitting, 
Love  transfixes  both  their  hearts,  £aoh  one  alily  hitting. 
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Love  is  larking  in  their  breasts,  Where  his  hiding-plaoe  is ; 
Sighs  he  brings  from  out  these  hearts,  Sighs,  his  oertain  traoee ; 
Pale  and  psJer  grow  their  cheeks,  Altered  are  their  faces. 
'T  is  a  flaqie  dii»embled  well  By  their  shame-£aoed  graces. 

Phillis  in  a  secret  sigh  Flora  deftly  catches, 
Flora  one  detects  in  her  Which  the  first  sigh  matches. 
Thus  is  shown  their  sympathy.  Each  the  other  watches, 
Till  the  hidden  mischief  barsts  Bars  and  bolts  and  latches. 


Very  various  was  their  speech,  Very  &r  extending, 
Tet  in  love  and  only  love  Somehow  always  ending, . 
In  their  hearts  and  Haccs  too  All  things  else  transcending ; 
Till  at  length,  a  pleasant  glance  Off  at  Flora  sending, 

*■  Noble  soldier  I'  Pbillib  saith,  *  Paris,  my  heart's  treasnre ! 
Where  art  thou  now  combatting  ?  Or  art  now  at  leisure  T 
O,  the  glorious  warrior-life  I  Glorious  beyond  measure ! 
'T  is  the  only  life  deserves  Venus'  choicest  pleasure !' 

While  she  thus  her  soldier-friend  Brings  to  recollection, 
Flora  casts  a  sidelong  glance  Up  from  her  dejection, 
And  exolaimeth  bitterly,  *  What  a  predilection ! 
Tou  on  a  mere  vagabond  Set  your  fond  affection ! 

*■  But  my  Aristotle  dear !  What  is  he  devising  ? 
Noblest  of  created  things  Sol  beholds  in  rising ! 
Nature  hath  endowed  him  with  Every  gift  surprising : 
Happy  is  the  scholar's  life !  'T  is  the  sole  worth  prizing !' 

PmLLiB  for  her  harsh  attack  Promptly  doth  reprove  her, 
And  returns  it  with  a  speech  Very  sure  to  move  her : 
*■  Here 's  a  mud  whose  breast,'  she  says,  *■  Must  a  pure  heart  oorer, 
Who  a  lazy  man  like  ^at  Chooses  for  a  lover  ! 

*  Rouse  you,  wretched  girl !  from  this  Sad  in&tuation ! 
He  is  Epicurus'  self.  In  my  estimation  : 

Grace  and  style  no  scholar  hath  Dwelling  in  the  nation  ; 
His  are  sloth  and  corpulence.  Foul  abomination  I 

<  Far  from  him  to  seek  at  all  Valor's  reputation  ; 
Sleep  and  food  are  his  desire.  And  a  free  potation. 
Noble  lover !  while  the  truth  Needs  no  confirmation, 
That  the  soldier's  life  throughout  Doth  that  vulgar  way  ahim. 

*  Happy  in  his  frugal  fiure,  StQl  with  love  o'erteeming, 
Not  intent  on  meat  and  drink.  Or  on  slumber  seeming, 
Love  prevents  his  slumbering.  Or  inspires  his  dreaming ; 
Love,  the  soldier's  meat  and  drink,  Bnd  of  all  lus  scheming. 

^  Those  whom  nature  formed  alike.  Birds  of  the  mme  feather, 
Should  they  not  be  properly  Joined  in  the  same  tether  f 
Tour  man  feasts  the  whole  day  long.  Mine  will  sport  all  weithcr ; 
Mine  loves  gwmg^  taking  yours ;  Well  we  go  together  I' 
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In  her  face  the  rising  blush  Floea's  shame  exposes; 
Fairer  looked  she  for  the  smile  Beaming  through  her  roses. 
Pausing  long,  in  fluent  speech  She  at  liMt  disdoNS 
All  that  in  her  fertile  mind  Hitherto  reposes. 

^  Free  enoug^h  you  are,'  she  sm> '  Phillis,  m  replying ; 
Quick  of  speech  and  sharp  of  speech :  That  there 's  no  denying ! 
But  you  have  not  hit  the  truth.  Not  for  all  your  trying ; 
White  with  black,  you  next  will  say,  Is  in  beauty  yymg. 

9 

*  Tou  have  said  my  scholar-love  Much  himself  doth  care  for ; 
Food  and  drink  imd  sleep,  you  urge,  He  does  aye  prepare  for : 
So  say  always  jealous  folks  Of  good  fellows ;  therefore 
Wait  a  while  <;  I  'U  answer  you  All  the  why  and  wherefore. 

'  I  avow  my  lover  hath  many  Many  fair  poasessings ; 
Wine  and  honey,  gold  and  gems,  Various  other  blessingB ; 
He  that  hath  sucn  goodly  store  By  your  own  confeasingB, 
Need  not  envy  other  men.  Moved  to  no  tranagressingB. 

'  Cherished  by  thi#  scholar-lifo.  By  itf  gay  regaling, 
Joy  which  mortal  tongue  to  tell  Must  be  uuavailmg ; 
Love  as  't  were  on  double  wing  Constantly  is  safling, 
Love  that  grows  eternally  Wiuiout  end  or  foiling. 

^  Tet,  though  feeling  Cupid's  darts,  Ay,  and  passion's  surges,^ 
Lean  the  scholar  looketh  not,  No,  nor  sour  as  verjuice ; 
Pain  of  joy  he  maketh  not;  Joy  with  ioy  converges; 
For  he  knoweth  his  own  mind.  E'en  when  passion  urges. 

*■  He  you  love  is  pale  and  lean,  Poor  enough  we  know  him ; 
Scarce  a  cloak  to  cover  him.  Scarce  a  bed  below  him ; 
Feeble  limbs  and  narrow  chest  Fot  a  poor  man  show  him. 
How  should  it  be  otherwise  ?  Want  must  overthrow  him. 

*  Poverty  in  one  you  love  Must  ann<^yon  sadly ! 

What,  pray,  can  your  soldier  give.  Though  yon  want  it  badly? 
But  the  scholar  gives  you  mnSb. ;  Tes,  and  gives  it  gladly  y 
Having  so  much  revenue,  He  makes  presets  madly.' 


Phillis  answers  Flora  thus :  *  Ton  are  great  at 
All  the  life  and  love  of  each.  And  thehr  way  of  going ; 
Fair  and  specious  words,  but  folse,  Fhnn  your  lips  are  flowing ; 
But  you  shall  not  thus  get  off.  Though  so  very  knowing ! 

'  On  the  mom  of  holyday.  In  the  sun  delightful, 
Then  the  scholar's  whole  turn-out  Looks  both  sad  and  fHj^htftil ; 
Sable  dress  and  shaven  foce  And  a  countenance  spiteful, 
As  if  mourning  purposely.  And  of  sorrow  quite  fbll. 


*  None  arc  so  by  folly  swayed.  None  so  by  injustice^ 
But  the  soldier's  splendor  then  To  them  manifest  is ; 
Your  man,  like 
Mine  is  on  his 


ike  some  animal,  All  with  sleep  oppresi  is, 
lis  gallant  steed,  And  his  ipear  in  rest  m. 
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*  All  his  foes  he  overcomes,  All  resistaiice  lighting ; 
And  if  e'er  he  fights  on  foot,  From  his  steed  alightinf , 
Love  supplies  a  double  strength,  Him  to  fame  inviting ; 
Me  he  often  thinks  upon,  Even  whfle  he 's  fighting. 

*  Crushed  the  foe  and  won  the  fight,  Back  in  state  he  prances, 
Throwing  loose  his  battered  helm,  Oft  at  me  he  glances  : 
Therefo^  when  a  lover  young  Makes  to  me  advances, 

I  prefer  the  soldier's  life.  And  will  take  its  chances.' 

• 

Flora  marks  her  rising  ire.  And  her  bosom  swelling ; 
Thus  Ab  answers  back  to  her,  All  her  taunts  repelhng : 
'  Honey  yon  for  gall  desert,  Truth  to  lie  compelling, 
Since  yon  deem  the  soldier's  life  Other  lives  exoe&mg. 

*  Pretty  Phillis,  would  yon  loved  Somewhat  more  discreetly,   ' 
Nor  condemned  my  sentiments.  But  received  them  meetly ! 

Is  it,  think  you,  love  that  makes  Tour  man  act  so  fieatly  T 
No,  but  want  and  poverty,  Madd'ning  him  completely^ 

*  Very  hard  the  soldier's  lot.  And  in  strait  position ; 
Fearfully  calamitous  Deem  I  his  condition  : 

He  can  never  count  upon,  With  the  least  precision, 
Any  thing  that  is  for  Ufe  Most  in  requisition. 

*  Lazy  is  the  scholar's  life ;  This  you  say,  and  press  it ; 
Servile  work  he  always  spurns  :  Freely  I  confess  it. 
Higher  cares  his  mind  absorb.  Since  he  doth  address  it 
To  discover  principles  ;  And  the  world  may  bless  it. 

*  Mine  is  in  a  costly  dress,  Tours  in  shabby  armor  ; 
Tours  is  on  a  bloody  field.  Mine  on  couch  lies  calmer, 
Where  he  reads  of  gallant  deeds  Till  his  blood  grows  wanner. 
Where  he  thinks  and  talks  and  writes  Only  of  his  charmer. 

^  Cupid's  and  Diana's  worth.  How  much  he 's  above  her, 
'T  was  the  scholar  and  none  else  Who  did  first  discover  ; 
Through  his  help  the  soldier  first  Came  to  be  a  lover : 
Therefore  does  your  argument  Turn  out  wrong  all  over.' 

Flora  being  out  of  breath.  Stopped,  and  but  requested 
That  the  merits  of  her  cause  Might  at  court  be  tested ; 
Phillis  soon  agreed  thereto.  Though  she  first  protested. 
O'er*  the  meadow  they  return  Where  they  whilom  rested. 

Which  one's  lover  loveth  most  Is  the  point  disputed. 
So  they  choose  a  clever  judge.  And  for  truth  reputed, 
Knowing  well  the  lives  of  each.  And  the  issue  mooted ;  ~ 
Him  to  seek  they  now  prepare,  With  all  splendor  suited. 

Equal  in  their  beauty  they  And  their  modest  besiring. 

For  the  self-same  cause  to  fi^t  Equally  preparing  ]  ^ 

Phillis  all  in  purest  white.  Flora  colors  wearing : 

One  will  moont  a  steady  mule,  One  a  courser  danng. 
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Phujjs'  nrale  all  mules  above  Withovt  riTal  fkMfiihed ; 
Nbptunk's  aelf  had  broken  him,  Tea,  bronght  «p  and  aoariabed ; 
And  when  by  the  nigfaig  boar  Sweet  Adonm  penahed, 
NcPTVNK,  VaNVB  to  ooudle.  Sent  the  ereatnre  ehariahed. 

Unto  Phillw'  mother  fiur,  Firat  of  all  prinoeaaea, 
Vbnub  gave  the  mule  in  time.  For  in  her  dJatreaiea 
Ibbkutb  upon  her  oft  Wdoome  aenrioe  preaaea. 
Philjlis  now  firom  Ibbbinb  Thia  good  beaat 


To  hia  lovely  rider'a  form  Admirably  fitted, 

Beantifiil  and  large  he  waa,  Exoellently  bitted : 

For  his  breaker  truned  him  well,  NBrruirs,  who,  qnidk-witled, 

To  DioNB  from  afiur  Erat  the  beaat  tranamitted. 

All  of  silver  shone  the  bit  That  his  teeth  were  ohamping. 
On  the  grass  with  silver  shoes  Went  hia  prond  feet  atamping, 
Round  me  saddle  silver  bella  Sounded  'mid  hia  tramping.* 

Truly  Phillis  at  the  time  Did  not  laok  for  splendor. 
Signs  of  beauty,  signs  of  wealth.  Bvery  whm  attend  her. 
Nor  did  Flora's  equipage  Her  leas  oharming  reader.' 
On  a  courser  richly  deol^  Rode  the  maiden  tender. 

Pegasus  his  reins  to  bear  Would  not  be  oflfended. 
He  was  of  such  preciousneas  And  so  very  splendid 
In  his  glossy  coloring  Different  hues  contended. 
Raven  black  and  snowy  white  Equally  were  bkoided. 

In  the  prime  of  life  he  waa,  Euy  in  hia  goinff, 

Playful  glances  (not  from  vice)  Oft  bdbind  hun  throwing. 

Lofty  was  his  rounded  neck,  Light  his  mane  waa  flowing. 

True  his  head,  and  small  hia  earn.  Pricked  ^dth  gesture  Knowing. 

When  his  mistress  on  his  back  Proudly  took  her  atatbui 
He  of  weight  ao  light  aa  hers  Made  no  eatimation. 
Clean  of  leg  and  OToad  of  foot.  Full  of  animation, 
He  was  all  a  master-piece.  Worthy  admiration. 

Just  as  good  the  saddle  was.  Well  the  ateed  beaeeming, 
All  the  frame-work  ivory.  Gold  the  border  deaming. 
And  a  star-like  gem  was  seen  On  the  poitrelbeaming.f 


*  Tbkrb  appears  to  be  a  line  wanUng  here  In  (he  origiusL 

t  Not  being  at  aU  sure  of  the  meaning  of  this  itsoa,  I  give  ttieoriglBilfbrttierMdei^sstti^ 

tn. 

*  A  QUO  rabraposlta  eongrnebat  leUa 
Ebur  enlm  medium  daadlt  ami  oella, 
Et  com  enet  quatoor  eeUto  cspltsllat 
Venustarit  cingolmn  gemma  tangnam  aleUa.* 


eeUa  here  a  carved  border^  as  if  fh>m  eW«  7    Qnere  aim  If  we  abould  not  read  ikiguimm  {mflMk- 
n)  for  *cingalum.*    If  the  hitter  stands  it  most  mean^Mtri/  oriiuNrtfiifa<0)ai  a  gm  woold  baldly 
phu^d  on  the  girth  under  a  horee^sbeUy.    I  ahan  be  much  obliged  to  say  OM  Who  Is  safletontijr 
Bted  up  in  Middle- Age  Latin  to  give  me  a  hint 
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Many  deeds  of  by-gone  days,  Wonders  without  ending, 
Daintily  were  wrought  thereon.  Human  art  transcending ; 
Mbrcukt  was  married  there  *  With  the  gods  attending ; 
An  the  sponsal-rites  were  shown,  All  the  wealth  depending. 

Not  a  spot  was  smooth  or  plain  Any  where  about  it. 
Very  few  the  siibjeotB  knew  Carved  within,  without  it 
Vulcan  wrought  it  all  alone.    Such  the  work  throughout  it, 
Though  his  hands  had  framed  the  whole  He  did  limost  doubt  it. 

For  indeed  Achilles'  shield  Mulcibee  neglecting 

Wrought  the  trappings,  carefully  Every  part  inspecting. 

Wrought  the  curb-chain,  wrought  the  shoes  Those  good  feet  proteoting, 

And  from  hair  of  his  own  wife  Twined  the  reins  ooxmecting. 

Purple  stitched  with  finest  thread  Was  the  saddle  cover, 
Which  Minerva,  letting  all  Other  work  lie  over, 
'Broidercd  with  narcissus-flowers  (Skilful  did  they  prove  her) 
Round  the  edge  a  pretty  fringe  Graced  the  pretty  mover. 

So  the  little  ladies  rode  Side  by  side  that  morning, 
Modest  faces,  blooming  checks.  Each  of  them  adorning ; 
They  like  lilies  twain  appear,  Roses  with  no  thorn  in, 
Or  two  stars  that  down  from  heaven  Fall  without  a  wamiqg. 

Love's  resplendent  Paradise  Is  their  destination. 
Both  their  eager  faces  show  Pleasant  indignation  ; 
Each  the  other's  mirth  provokes  With  sweet  emulation. 
One  a  falcon,  one  a  hawk.  Bears  for  the  occasion. 

So  they  ride  and  find  the  grove  Ere  they  are  long  goinff. 
Near  the  entrance  murmurs  rise  From  a  streamlet  flowing. 
Redolent  of  myrrh  and  balm  Came  a  wind  fresh  blowing. 
Hlurps  and  timbrels  numerous  Wake  a  measure  glowing. 

Organ,  psalter,  cymbal,  lyre.  Join  their  pratulation ; 
Marvellously  pipes  the  flute.  Swift  in  modulation. 
Every  sound  that  can  possess  Man's  imagination, 
Striking  on  the  maiden's  ears,  Wins  their  admiration. 

Every  tongue  of  singing  bird  Swells  its  note  sonorous ; 
Here  the  mackbird's  voice  is  heard,  Sweetest  in  the  choma ; 
Lively  larks  and  cooing  doves,  Philomel  decorous, 
Who  to  pity  her  old  griefs,  Ever  doth  implore  us. 

By  the  sounding  instruments,  by  the  tuneful  voices, 

By  the  odors  flowing  forth  Further  than  the  noises, 

By  the  show  of  flow'rots  fiiir  Which  the  heart  rejoices, 

Ton  may  know  the  court  of  Love :  Here  to  dwell  his  choioe  ia. 

Maidenly  Ihey  enter  in.  Hesitating,  fearing, 
Tet  becoming  more  in  love  While  we  spot  they  're  nearing, 
Close  and  ckwer  now  to  them  they  the  birds  are  hearing. 
Who  in  noises  manifold  Join,  their  head  nprearing. 

*  Mkecurt^s  weddli^  was  a  fkvorite  allegorical  snl^ect  in  Uie  scholastic  MIddlerAges.   His  brtdt 
was  Mia  PmLOLoav. 
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One  might  there  forever  live,  Alway  death  repelling. 
Every  tree  bears  fruit  enough  Mortal  fruits  exoelling. 
All  the  paths  of  cinnamon  And  of  nard  are  smelling. 
You  may  guess  the  Master-Grod  From  his  wondrous  dweUing. 

Bands  of  youths  and  lovely  girls  They  behold  tidvanoing, 
Every  one  of  fairest  form,  Constellations  glancing. 
Till  so  many  prodigies  Round  about  them  dancing,  ' 

Strike  the  maidens  with  surprise  Both  thehr  hearts  entrandng. 

So  they  stop,  and  both  alight,  Very  nigh  forgetting. 
As  that  goodly  band  came  on,  All  their  fight  and  getting. 
Suddenly  they  hear  again  Philomelas  sweet  fretting. 
In  their  maiden  veins  again  Is  the  full  tide  setting. 

Mid  the  very  deepest  grovii  Is  an  arbor  o'er  him, 
Where  the  god  is  wont  to  be.  Where  they  most  adore  him. 
Fauns  and  Nymphs  and  Satyrs  there  With  a  jolly  quorum 
Sing  to  sounding  tamborines,  Merrily  before  him. 

Wreaths  of  flowers  in  hand  they  bear,  Fragrant  herbs  they  Ve  heaping. 
Bacchus  sets  the  Nymphs  to  dance  While  the  Fauns  are  peeping ; 
Both  their  feet  and  instruments  Equal  measure  keeping, 
Save  SiLENus,  who  breaks  in  Staggering  and  leaping. 

Nodding  on  his  long-eared  beast  Dke  a  pack  of  lumber, 
Cupid's  mirth  he  greatly  moves.  Overcome  with  slumber. 
He  in  broken  strains  attempts  Ditties  without  number. 
Age  and  wine  oppress  his  tongue  And  hb  voice  encumber. 

Cytherea^s  son  at  last  Shows  him  to  his  minions 
Hard  as  steel  his  handsome  face.  On  his.  head  are  pinions. 
Then  his  arrows  and  his  bow  Strengthen  their  opinions. 
Well  they  know  the  mighty  Lord  Of  those  fair  dominions. 

On  a  sceptre  leans  the  boy  Twined  witli  many  a  flower. 
From  his  well-arrang6d  locks  Dews  of  nectar  shower ; 
Graces  three  on  bended  knee  Own  their  master's  power, 
And  present  a  brimming  cup,  Standing  near  his  bower. 

Nigher  now  the  virgins  draw  Safe  in  adoration, 
Of  the  god's  immortal  youth  Wrapt  in  contemplation. 
Much  rejoicing  at  his  power  They  approach  his  station. 
Them  the  god  beholding  come.  Meets,  with  gratulation. 

Why  they  came  he  asks  of  them :  Quickly  told  the  case  is. 
For  their  deed  of  enterprise  Both  of  them  he  praises. 
Till  the  suit  to  judgment  goes  He  their  spirits  raises 
With  kind  words  alternately.  For  he  ne'er  betrays  his. 

Well  they  know  the  God  of  Love  Was  a  god,  whwh  knowing 
All  details  there  was  no  need  They  should  wait  for  showing. 
So  they  sit  and  rest  themselves  And  their  horses  blowing^ 
WhUe  he  bids  his  judges  say  What  is  nieet  and  owing. 
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Love  has  ooorte  and  judges  twain :  He  is  their  apofovflr. 
Use  and  Nature  are  the  two.  Wise  the  whole  woiia  over. 
They,  from  faot  aad.  theory.  State  what  they  disoover, 
That  the  scholar  is  by  &r  The  most  ardent  lover. 

Straight  approved  their  judgment  was  By  the  ooort  Blywuif 

Which  preserved  to  future  times  That  correct  decision. 

Therefore  for  their  interests  They  Ve  a  narrow  tmoii 

Who  prefer  a  soldier-love,  And  deserve  deririon.  cabi.  bs«ms. 
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the"    BIVINITT    in    ICAK.' 


luERE  is  a  word  whose  utterance  makes  the  pinions  of  my  apiiit 
ter.  From  the  '  depths  of  the  divine'  it  wings  its  way,  a '  mil 
hos'  echoinff  throueh  the  vastitude  of  that  soace  which  lies  between 


T 
flutter. 

pathos'  echoing  through  the  vastitude  of  that  raace  which  lies  between 
my  soul  and  Heaven.  And  as  a  snow-white  dove  it  comes,  laying  be> 
fore  me,  as  well  as  all  around  whom  roar  and  battle  '  the  cfaitdiiif 
waves  of  sin,'  the  olive  leaf,  the  token  of  a  regenerate  worid«  an  as- 
surance and  a  hope ! 

Had  I  the  wings  of  the  brave  eagle,  fixing  my  eyes  steadfiisdy  t^on 
the  centre  and  the  soul  of  life  and  joy,  I  would  soar  into  the  &r  depda 
with  a  song  which  the  world  should  hush  itself  to  hear,  telling  oTdb 
divinity  in  man,  of  which,  alas !  I  know  not,  if  I  may  eren  Jpeat, 
worthily. 

Love !  what  a  holy,  what  a  heavenly  word  is  thisl  Clothed  upon 
with  the  glory  of  the  Invisible,  how  majestically  tender  dodi  its  spirit 
gaze  upon  us  faint  and  weary  mortals  I  How  gently  on  the  lip  rnttdi 
the  sweet  sound  of  its  uttered  name !  How  sduy  its  goUen  tmtihWail 
feet  tread  through  the  chambers  of  the  mind !  How  easily  this 
nenger  of  God,  moving  through  the  wilderness  of  time,  wins  its  i 
way  to  and  through  the  guarded  portals  of  the  heart  I 

No  '  cunningly  devised  fable'  came  ever  to  the  ear  c€-  wonderinf 
mortal,  breathing  forth  such  '  mysterious  revelationsy*  as  tlus  litde  won 
makes  known.  No  fairy  gift  opened  ever  the  fiincy  of  dvaamer  to  ss 
beautiful  and  grand  a  world  as  this  key  of  heavenhest  knowledge  kM 
in  its  power  to  unfold.  In  its  grasp  lies  all  the  world  of  tralfa  ■nljiis- 
tice ;  all  the  world  of  poetry  and  imagination ;  all  the  woitl  of  Gww 
The  gems  of  eGirth  and  sea  flash  and  shine  mere  woidilesBBeaB»  ivImi 
compared  with  this  effulgence  of  the  Divine,  revealed  in  die  soak  of 
mortal  men.  It  is  the  rainbow  of  promise  which  forbids  die  deadi  of 
Hope ;  the  tree  of  knowledge,  whose  fruit  whosoever  wiD  may  giAff 
freely;  the  everlasting  covenant  that  binds  man  to  his  MAKBtthia 
blessed  union.    Fro&ped,  debased,  prostituted  by  appKosAioiii  As  hot 
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neas  of  Love's  name  has  been ;  but  pure  as  the  vrehangels,  of  which 
indeed  it  is  the  chief  and  lord,  stands  Love  the  subduer,  the  blesser, 
the  refiner,  the  chastener ! 

From  the  sdUness  qf  the  Past  comes  an  echoing  of  a  truth,  which 
in  the  midst  of  all  executions  of  a  righteous  wrath,  and  the  work  of  a 
just  judgment,  still  wings  its  way  round  the  world,  penetradne  everj 
soul  at  whose  door  its  '  mysterious  knocking'  is  heard, '  God  is  love/ 
Oh,  would  that  these  souls  might  stand  forth  unabashed  in  the  purity  of 
the  light  cast  fix>m  the  throne*  and  send  up  an  answering  cry,  signifi- 
cant of  the  accomplishment  of  redemption's  work :  man  is  lave  I  And 
what  u  love  ?  With  a  dear  firiend  I  might  reply :  '  Nothing  beyond  a 
dictionary  has  ever  pretended  to  answer,'  sads&ctorily.  And  can  a 
dictionary  tell  to  the  panting,  thirsting  soul,  trAo/  is  love  }  No  f  Pro- 
perly, there  can  be  to  every  man  but  one  answer  to  this  interrogation : 
the  voice  in  the  heart.  Over  its  troubled  chaos  Gron  brea&es,  and  the 
voice  is  bom ;  then  arises  in  the  inner  man  a  consciousness  that  needeth 
no  interpreter,  and  we  stand  up  enlightened  gloriously ;  and  looking 
no  longer  with  blinded  eyes  on  one  another,  we  know  as  we  have  never 
known  before.  '  Heart  answers  to  heart ;'  and  surely,  if  ever  a  glad 
song  is  hymned  among  the  angels,  it  is  in  such  hours  of  soul  recogni- 
tion and  union  among  those  wno  erst  labored  under,  and  bore  weuily 
the  curse  of  sin  estrangement. 

I  would  not  call  love  that  ephemeral  thing  which  a  word  or  a  glance 
can  breathe  into  existence ;  there  exists  not  among  human  beings  any 
such  creative  power,  which  a  word  or  a  look  can  wound  mortallv  and 
destroy  utterly.  Human  beings  are  not  empowered  to  thus  annihilate 
spiritual  agencies.  Neither  can  love  be  mat  passion  which  exalts  a 
mortal  to  £e  high  throne  in  the  affections,  which  is  consecrate  from  the 
beginning  by  a  divine  law  to  Daty  alone;  which  nothing  but  Deity 
can  inhabit,  save  by  usurpation.  Least  of  all  can  be  called  love  that 
sensual  desire  whose  gratification  implies  wretched  degradation  of  soul, 
abandonment  of  moral  principle,  transgression  and  UDasement  of  the 
immutable  laws  of  virtue  and  rectitude. 

It  is  certainly  inconceivable  that  the  idea  of  this  divinity  in  man,  con- 
veyed in  the  scriptural  declaration, '  God  is  love,'  will  admit  of  any 
such  definitions.  Neither  is  it  to  be  believed  that  the  Aposde's  en- 
treaty, 'let  us  love  one  another,'  was  an  idle,  a  meaningless  entreaty. 
The  missionaries  of  Jesus  were  not  wont  to  utter  vain  precepts.  There 
was  a  solemn  sigmficance  in  all  the  lessons  of  duty  to  which  their  lips 
gave  utterance.  If,  therefore,  G^d  m  love,  and  love  is  solemnly  com- 
mended to  us,  must  it  not  of  necessity  be  a  pure,  a  holy  sentunent; 
one  that  will  always  exalt  and  ennoble,  and  never  debase  ?  Must  it  not 
be  ikt  spirit  which  makes  a  heaven  of  the  soul  that  receives  it  ?  Must 
not  this  capacity  to  love  be  the  crowning  h^piness ;  the  crowning  dis- 
tinction and  honor  of  humanity  ?  And  may  not  that  mortal  who  does 
verily  and  indeed  love,  be  said  to  '  entertain  an  ange]»'  thought  CNi 
blessed  thought !  not  *  unawares  V 

Numberless  have  been  the  advocates  of  love  since  its  first  subKnae 
manifestation  in  the  work  of  creation.  Gt>D,  the  Fatbse,  the  life  of 
love,  has  given  into  the  hands  of  o^  his  Apostles  credentials,  by  whidh 
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the  whole  world  may  know  that  they  are  commissioned.  Oar  Satioitb 
bore  upon  himself  the  cross  of  love.  Its  thorny  crown  was  laid  upon 
his  brow  by  a  people  who  mocked  at  the  name.  In  all  the  relationB  of 
life  which  he  sustained,  as  a  child,  a  son,  a  friend,  a  teacher,  ^  redeemar, 
how  eminently  did  this  soul  of  his  being,  this  dirinity  within  him,  shine 
forth ! 

The  sacred  missionaries  who  waited  on  his  path,  who  learned  of  Urn 
what  a  high,  what  a  glorious  work  was  theirs,  to  make  known  to  all 
men  the  love  of  God  to  man !  Their  virtues  did  not  die  awar  widi 
them ;  their  work  was  not  ended  when  the  Evangelist  wHs  laid  m  die 
grave.  Wlien  their  hands  fell  from  the  plough,  Siere  were  others  lo 
advance,  glad  to  bear  the  cross,  dispising  the  shame,  so  they  might  oolj 
make  known  more  universally  that  greater  than  riches,  than  power, 
than  glory,  was  the  love  with  which  Christ  loved  us  I 

Oh  men !  Oh  women !  to  whom  tliese  tidings  of  great  joy  have  coma, 
to  you,  even  as  unto  those  chosen  fishermen  of  Galilee,  is  the  woid, 
which  surely  needs  no  interpretation  given :  '  Gh>  and  tell  of  love !' 

But  preach  it  not  with  words,  not  with  words  only,  or  principaflj. 
One  deed  of  self-forgetfulness,  one  act  of  charity,  one  smile  of  enooa- 
ragement,  one  effort  to  uplift  the  morally  degraded,  one  whisper  in  die 
ear  of  the  lonely,  forsaken  penitent,  oh,  in  the  hearts  of  men  and  in 
the  eye  of  Heaven  such  outgoings  of  thv  love  will  be  more  aoceptsUe 
than  a  thousand  sounding  words.  Chiefly  by  deeds,  among  as  lAo 
live  so  much  by  sight,  will  the  Holy  Presence  be  recognised. 

So  often  profaned  has  been  this  everlasting  '  GoD-word'  by  aseocb' 
tion  of  deed  and  thought,  so  often  debased  by  connection  with  unwor- 
thy acts  has  been  this  effulgence  of  Almightiness,  that  to  many  mindi  it 
has  lost  its  elevated,  true  meaning.  So  outraeed  by  application  has  die 
very  name  been,  tliat  multitudes,  heart-sick  with  the  allurinff,  AeemiBg 
mirage  of  the  desert,  have  sent  up  a  scoff  and  a  mocking  laiigh  whsa 
they  have  heard  the  word  '  love'  taken  reverentially  upon  the  lip  I 
God  knows,  in  the  connections  and  dependencies  of  lilb  we  lunre  mm 
to  believe  with  a  never-questioning  faith  in  the  reality  of  this  1  If  lote 
be  not  our  Bethlehem-star  to  guide,  we  are  indeed  miaeraUe;  we 
shall  be  lost  in  the  darkness  ! 

There  is  something  beautiful  and  inexpressibly  touching  in  the  eft^ 
tions  manifested,  not  so  much  uttered,  perhaps,  as  looked  and  aefeedi  ia 
the  devotion  of  the  very  young  to  those  on  whose  care  tfaej  depeMi; 
in  whom  they  see  no  fault,  in  whom,  to  their  understandinff,  ie  eaAo- 
died  the  glorious  idea  of  perfectness.  But  no  less  beantiralp  and  fit 
more  touching,  is  the  love  which  binds  together  elder  beinga ;  flAMB  ia 
the  noon-day  of  life,  who,  having  survived,  struggled  wm  and  cob- 
quered  the  sickening  sense  of  disappointment  which  every  mortal  ^ 
on  first  awaking  to  the  conviction  that  their  idols  are  of  clay, 
again  with  attachment  which  is  strengthened  by  the  trial  d 
ment ;  return  to  love,  despite  all  follies,  faults  and  sina ;  return  to  kve^ 
with  a  hopeful  and  forbearing  tenderness,  conscious  ol*  nmihff  idfai^ 
faults  and!^sins,  strong  to  bear  with,  mighdr  to  love  I  Sudi  bdingihBf- 
ing  so  awakened,  having  so  returned  to  the  wiser,  more       ''    -   "  - 
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tion,  are  prepared  for  self-sacrifice,  for  self-immolation,  for  a  lofty  and 
full  development  of  the  Divinity  within  ! 

I  but  echo  the  words  of  another  in  saying :  *  It  seems  as  though  the 
truest  love  could  never  be  satisfied  with  any  thing  less  than  God  !'  He 
who  has  known  the  deep,  abiding,  JkU  satisfaction  which  fills  the  soul 
that  has  struggled  for  God's  blessine  with  agony  and  with  tears,  and 
which  has  at  last  obtained  that  blessmg,  is  prepared,  and  no  other  pre- 
paration is  needed,  to  arise  and  go  forth  and  bless  in  turn,  in  wharover 
way  it  is  possible  for  him  to  bless.  Not  within  the  circle  of  his  own 
dear  household  will  the  affections  of  such  a  one  centre ;  not  at  the  altar 
of  his  own  particular  church  will  his  great  offering  be  laid ;  not  vrithin 
the  borders  of  the  country  of  his  birdi  will  his  ejections  be  limited ; 
not  alone  around  those  of  his  own  hue  will  the  arms  of  his  divinity  be 
laid ;  oh,  no !  from  his  warm  heart  prayers  will  ascend  for  aU  the 
dwellers  upon  earth ;  at  the  door  of  a  common  humanity  his  love  will 
knock  for  entrance ;  he  will  know  no  distinctions  of  rank  or  station ; 
he  win  acknowledge  no  degradation  but  that  of  vice ;  will  see  no  glory 
but  that  of  moral,  spiritual  excellence.  Such  a  man,  with  sympathies 
which  know  no  limitation,  will  be  conscious  of  a  love  that  is  worthy  its 
heavenly  origin ;  such  a  being  will  live  a  truly  glorious  life ;  such  a  one 
can  alone  be  said  to  truly  live. 

The  affection  which  binds  together  man  and  woman  as  husband  and 
wife  is,  when  found  in  healthfol  existence,  a  sacred  affection.  Such  an 
alliance  between  souls  bound  toward  eternity  is  holy :  the  pearl  which 
gems  the  brow  of  those  so  united  is  of  exceeding  great  price. 

The  mass  of  earth's  inhabitants  is  preeminently  fitted  tor  sustaining 
such  relations.  The  marriage-covenant  was  instituted  by  the  Almighty. 
When  we  behold  such  countless  shipwrecks  of  their  peace  who  thus 
bind  themselves  together,  the  question  will  arise  :  *  Is  this  sacrament  of 
marriage  rightly  understood  ?  Is  it  wisely  partaken  by  those  who  thus 
set  the  seal  to  their  earthly  unhappiness  V  The  heart  ctows  faint  with 
the  thought  of  the  pro&nation  offered  unto  Love  by  the  too  common 
manner  of  fulfilling  the  marriage  vows.  The  continual  jarring  dis- 
cord, the  passion,  the  disappointment,  the  coldness  and  estrangement, 
among  those  on  whom  God's  blessing  is  sought  when  they  are  joined 
together ;  the  frequent  divorces,  desertions,  and  worse  desecrations  of 
die  laws  of  virtue,  as  existing  now  so  palpably  among  many  of  the 
^wedded,  is  cause  enough  for  our  pausing  to  contemplate  this  phase  of 
Ijove's  development ;  cause  enough  for  forcing  every  man  and  woman 
to  bethink  what  are  the  motives  which  should,  and  the  motives  which 
do,  unite  them. 

With  those  marriages  whose  propriety  is  suggested  by  die  whispers 
of  self-interest,  we  have  nothing  to  do.  They  who  dare  vow  to  *  love, 
honor  and  obey,'  to  *  cherish,  comfort  and  support,'  know  of  course, 
when  they  make  these  vows,  that  they  speak  wisely ;  that  they  ijever 
will  fulfil  more  than  the  letter  of  the  law,  mayhap  not  even  that  Such 
may  look  for  happiness  in  their  union,  and  it  is  not  astonishing  if  they 
find  such  as  they  seek.  In  advancing  their  fortunes,  in  securing  a  bel- 
ter position  in  the  world,  in  having  a  husband,  in  *  sporting  a  wife,*  in 
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making  a  *  capital  match/  they  find  their  canae  and  source  of  joj.  Of 
these  we  have  naught  to  say  :  they  themselves  would  probably  neftr 
think  of  asserting  that  love  was  the  foundation  of  union.  Love  being 
to  their  apprehension  such  a  mere  dead-letter,  they  would  seek  ftr  mon 
expressive  language  wherewith  to  make  known  the  roasmiBble  caossi 
for  union  among  mortals. 

Question  the  girl  not  yet  quite  released  from  scbool  dotieai  whose 
pyes  are  fixed  with  longing  on  the  fiiture,  to  whom  the  teal  tUngs  of 
life  are  all  rose-hued  and  purple ;  ask  heTf '  What  is  love  t' — end  then 
will  be  a  flushing  of  her  young  face,  and  a  warmer  rush  to  ber  bevt 
and  a  tumultuous  beating  there,  which  tell  that  she  has  bad  swoot 
dreams  of  the  existence,  if  she  does  not  really  knaw,  of  tbe  divinily 
within  her.  Self-sacrifice,  self-forgetfiilness,  enters  lanpely  into  her 
ideas  of  this  love.  What  would  she  not  do,  what  would  she  not  dare 
and  'bear,  for  the  Ideal ;  for  him  whom,  of  all  the  boats  Imaginslioa 
draws  around  her,  she  loves  only,  wholly,  truly  ?  When  sbe  goes  bto 
the  world  —  the  world,  to  her  vision,  so  overflowing  with  Ugbt  andkne 
and  beauty  —  what  meets  her,  who  treads  on  air,  tbe  sunligfat  of  hea- 
ven's smile  making  bright  her  way,  the  soft  melody  of  angeVsom^ 
breathing  through  her  soul  ?  Perhaps  the  dream  of  ber  girihool 
transforms  itself  into  a  living,  glorious  reality.  One  may  meet  her 
there  to  take  ber  by  the  hand  and  lead  her  through  the  padia  of  fife 
He  is  the  very  personation  of  her  ideal ;  she  bows  to  him,  yields  IdIm 
gives  him  her  heart,  with  its '  wealth  of  tenderness,'  sees  twougbaj^ 
darkly  all  his  imperfections,  moral,  natural,  and  mentaL  There  is  bd 
room  then  in  her  mind  for  any  thought  but  of  him.  Her  prayen  sn 
fraught  with  but  one  name  ;  she  lives  but  in  his  life.  <%,  happie<  of 
dreamers  !  most  miserable  of  awakeners  ! 

When  the  passion  which  mortal  strength  cannot  long  endure  pasMi^ 
it  may  not  be  in  years,  it  may  be  early,  yet  too  late,  there  ia  leftaioU, 
a  gloom,  a  chaos  in  her  heart,  which  tells  how  terribly  la  visited  on  As 
Human  tbe  sin  of  robing  wholly  with  earthly  garments  tbe  Dtmel 

Who  will  doubt,  that  knows  of  human  life  as  it  is,  that  a  stroqg»  deip^ 
human  love  is  needed  to  bear  the  spirit  up  in  trial,  suflfaiiqg  and  Issi: 
but  it  is  not  this  absorbing  passion  that  will  answer ;  too  easei  '"*~ 
human  is  it,  to  endure. 

I  have  in  my  mind's  eye  two  beings,  of  whose  divorees  the 
virill  never  hear ;  of  whose  domestic  wretchedness,  of  wboai 
disappointment,  no  ear  will  ever  be  pained  with  tbe  boariufc 
tiful,  though  very  different,  illustrations  do  they  afford  of  ue  do 
which  is  revealed  in  every  true  development  of  tbe  love  wUbh 
tals  bear  toward  one  another.  The  one,  in  the  perfect  Inmlini 
her  womanhood,  bowed  her  heart  to  another  heart  as  lo^  and 
as  her  own,  and  there  was  the  strength  and  duration  of  etetuily  p  tkf 
tie  which  bound  them  together.  Natural  beauty  was  not  die  i 
power ;  more  exalted  position  in  society  was  not  what 
mcrease  of  fortune,  of  worldly  wealth,  was  not  tbe  oe 
which  erected  them,  a  wall  of  strength,  against  wbidi  the 
battle  vainly  ever.  The  virtue,  the  religion  m  tbe  heart  of  .eadii  Ap 
calm  trust  in  the  mercy  of  God  ;  aspirations  afier        *   -•  - 
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for  the  sin  and  corruption  which  reign  among  men  ;  deep  and  abiding 
hope  and  faith  in  the  mercy  with  which  Heaven  regards  JEIis  children 
of  the  earth,  were  the  habits  of  mind>  ndutnally  perceived,  which  drew 
them  together.  Faith  in  the  great  capacities  ot  moral  and  mental  de- 
velopment in  morals,  a  deep  and  cordial  respect  for  each  other's  cha- 
racter, which  finally  merged  into  a  pure  and  steadfast  love ;  these  were 
the  causes  of  their  union.  The  way  of  these  twain  is  in  the  wovld, 
among  the  worldly  ;  but  gladness  and  sunshine  is  in  the  woman's  heart, 
and  she  will  never  bow  to  the  false  gods  of  earth ;  and  this  man,  un-. 
corrupted,  undefiled  by  the  temptations  which  assail,  will,  by  the  help 
of  the  God  through  whom  he  lives  and  moves,  remain  through  life 
'  unspotted  from  the  world.'     God's  blessing  rest  forever  upon  them  ! 

There  is  another,  around  whose  early  life  was  thrown  little  of  ro- 
mance, or  the  visible  forms  of  beauty.  From  childhood  her  soul  was 
athirst ;  but  though  it  was  her  lot  to  dwell  in  an  isolated  land  *  where 
no  water  is,'  the  kindly  dews  of  heaven  fell  upon  and  strengthened  her. 
Looking  with  weary  eyes  around  her,  even  in  early  life  she  saw  nothing 
that  could  satisfy  the  cravings  of  her  spiiit ;  and  from  the  unsatisfying 
tilings  that  were  seen,  to  £e  eternal  beauty  of  the  unseen,  yet  not 
dimly-gueased-of  beyond,  she  turned. 

God,  the  strength  of  love,  heard  her  patient  supplications,  her  cry 
of  &ith,  and  He  was  very  gracious  unto  her.  Then  did  she  forget  the 
loneliness,  the  gloom,  the  want  of  sympathy  ;  there  sprang  up  a  foun- 
tain that  proved  unfailine  in  the  desert ;  a  beautiful  oasis  was  disco- 
vered even  there,  and  in  the  pleasant  shade  of  palm-trees  sat  she  down 
to  rest. 

In  after  years  a  broader  meaning  of  the  *  GoD-word'  burst  upon  her 
happy  heart ;  a  new  light  flooded  all  former  conceptions  of  the  true 
Life  of  life.  She  married ;  and  there  was  a  truth,  a  reflex  of  the  im- 
mortal virtue  which  is  destined  to  outlive  this  mortal  life,  in  her  assent- 
ing word.  There  was  a  promise  of  firm  affection,  of  pure  devotion, 
b^utiful  as  that  manifest  in  the  choice  of  Ruth ;  in  her,  when  she  said 
to  her  beloved,  *  Where,  thou  goest  I  will  go ;  thy  people  shall  be  my 
people,  and  thy  God  my  God.'  And  she  went  forth  with  him  in  the 
paths  of  a  new  life,  knowing  that  she  must  bear  and  endure,  that  she 
most  meet  the  storm  as  well  as  the  sunshine,  and  that  weeds  and  iarea 
would  grow  and  blossom  among  the  flowers  which  would  bloom  £>r 
her.  The  duty  devolving  upon  woman  will  she  ever  nobly  fulfil,  her 
npirit  acknowledging,  while  it  clings  to  the  earthly,  that  in  God  alone 
tne  loftiest  love  finds  its  full  satis&ction ;  that  in  heaven  only  the  he9rt 
can  truly  know  of  that  crowning  blessedness,  that  fulness  of  joy,  that 
glorious  love,  of  which  now  we  at  best  conceive  so  faintly,  and  so  often 
profanely. 

Ah,  would  that  all  who  are  given  in  marriage  would  recognise  the 
truth  as  she  has  recognised  it !  Then  should  we  see  none  of  that  wild 
castle-building  whose  filing  ruins  crush  so  miserably  the  fancy  and  the 
vain  hope  that  reared  them.  Then  should  we  cease  searching  for  what 
has  no  real  existence.  Then  should  we  learn,  that  in  loving  as  the 
angels  apprehend,  we  should  be  strengthened  to  do  all  things  well !  ^ 
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Exalt  the  standard  of  love  :  let  it  not  be  confounded  with  an  eva- 
nescent &ncy,  a  deceiving  passion,  a  wicked  desire,  and  the  miseiies 
attendant  on  this  divinity  would  no  longer  remain  such  popular  pro- 
verbs. Purify  the  spirit  oi  love,  stren^en  it,  rouse  it  effectually  mm 
a  diseased  existence ;  what  would  fi>llow  ?  Surely  the  sreat  heaxt  of 
humanity  would  not  become  chilled,  cold,  insensible,  dead ! 

If  we  come  to  see  each  other  in  the  true  manliness  and  womanlineas 
of  our  human  nature ;  if  wo  dispense  entirely  forever  with  the  mistB  of 
frenzied  imaeination,  shall  we  lose  ground  ?  Shall  we  be  degraded 
mutually  by  wis  truthful  contemplation  ?     Believe  it  not  1 

How  much  of  wonderful  and  beauti^l  significance  is  there  in  this 
name,  Lovk  !  How  much  of  attractive,  independent  power  there  is  in 
this  spirit.  Love  !  Oh,  it  is  no  will-o'-the-wisp,  but  an  angel,  that  leads 
us,  not  certainly  oftenest  over  beds  of  moss,  through  gardens  of  thorn- 
less  roses !  The  blood  of  martyrs  who  for  love's  sake  bent  meddy 
under  die  axe  of  the  executioner ;  the  cross  of  our  Master,  the  incar- 
nate Jesus  ;  are  not  these  a  vntness  and  a  proof,  if  we  need  kx>k 
abroad  for  such,  that  ease,  luxury  and  selfish  enjoyment  are  noC  the 
ends  foe  which  we  were  created ;  are  not  the  issue,  are  not  the  reality 
of  love.  Through  the  instrumentality  of  this  divinity  in  man  do  we 
receive  assurance  of  earth's  final  release  from  bondage  to  sin.  NoC  in 
these  bloody  wars,  which  kindle  the  evil  spirits  of  the  nations ;  noC  in 
these  strifes  for  precedence,  not  in  these  efforts  for  increase  of  domi- 
nion, does  the  hope  of  our  final  and  complete  redemption  from  the 
thraldom  of  sin  lie. 

When  the  sound  of  battling  armies  shall  be  hushed  forever ;  when 
the  greedy  thirst  for  gain  finds  lodgment  no  longer  in  the  souls  of  men ; 
when  the  bondmen  of  Satan  rise,  and  quaff  no  more  the  poisoned 
waters  of  moral  leprosy  and  death ;  when  the  Angel  of  the  Lord 
comes  forth  in  the  heavens  to  proclaim  the  beginning  of  the  Prince  of 
Peace's  reign,  then  shall  we  know  that  a  power  mightier  than  all  the 
armies  of  earth  has  been  acting  on  the  heart's  corruption  with  all  the 
purifying  influences  of  fire ;  then  shall  we  know  that  love  has  been 
understood ;  that  it  has  arisen  and  put  on  its  mighty  power ;  that  it  has 
flung  away  the  disguises  mortals  would  put  upon  it,  assumed  its  own 
*  beanti^l  garments,'  and  finally  appeared  the  agent  of  the  Almightt  ; 
the  purification  and  the  exaltation  of  humanity.  Recognised  then»  a 
perpetually  reproducing  power,  love  will  bring  forth  its  natural,  its 
heavenly  miits,  of  justice,  of  truth,  of  forbearance,  endurance,  for- 
giveness, charity,  faith,  hope ;  in  short,  of  perfect  religion. 

Oh,  let  us  learn  of  it  now !  Inasmuch  as  this  lifo  is  but  the  dim-Hi 
corridor  leading  into  the  dominions  of  our  Father's  glory,  the  Land 
of  Love,  let  us  purify  our  hearts,  let  us  recognise  and  act  upon  the  pre- 
sumption of  the  immutable  necessity  of  godliness  of  living ;  instead  of 
charming  the  heart  and  its  affections  in  a  bondage  to  earth,  against 
which  Reason  vdth  her  loud  voice  cries,  let  us  raise  our  hopes  and  as- 
pirations ;  let  us  exalt  our  loves,  and  never  of  these  toys  of  earth 
'  Herewith  I  am  content' 

The  QoD  of  Love  be  with  you  ! 
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Wilt  shield  tbe  batterfly  firom  harm, 
WonldBt  thotf  the  God  of  Love  reform, 

His  time  by  change  begniled  ? 
Or  sing  ye  with  superior  fire, 
With  wisdom's  lore  apon  the  lyre  7 

The  winds  that  hear  are  wild ! 
He  '11  leave  yon  as  he  would  a  toy  ; 
Why  heed  ye  then  the  thoughtless  boy  T 
He 's  but  a  child ! 


It. 


Has  wealth  detained  the  giddy  sod  T 
Beware !  he  'II  break  the  gilded  rod, 

With  golden  burthen  pfled ! 
Unsteady  as  the  billowy  sea. 
A  bell's  sweet  tone  attracts  nim ;  see 

How  firom  thee  he  is  wiled ! 
Away  the  golden  toys  he  threw ; 
What  can  yon  with  the  rascal  do  7 
He'sbutachfld! 


ztr. 


Art  angi^  7 — it  excites  no  fears ; 
You  chide,  and  he  but  stops  his  ears ; 

Tou  fi*own,  but  he  is  blind ; 
You  deem  your  threats  may  stay  his  wiles ; 
The  rascal  in  the  comer  snuks, 

New  arti6ce  compiled. 
The  lion  mocks,  with  dragons  plays ; 
Ye  cannot  cure  his  headstrong  ways : 
He 's  but  a  child ! 


You  grasp  at  length  toward  his  rod ; 
Soon  humbly  bows  the  haughty  god. 

By  breath  of  spring  begniled : 
He  flings  his  arms  around  your  neck, 
The  false  tears  flowing  o'er  his  cheek 

In  traces  warm  and  mild ; 
From  tearful  eyes  the  smiles  peep  through : 
What  can  ye  with  the  flatterer  do? 
He'sbutachfld! 


k,F«. 
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T. 


Gentle  and  musical  the  waves  were  leaping 

Up  the  sharp  rocks  that  sirdled  Patmos'  isle, 
And  the  doud-bnilders,  sprites  of  air,  were  he^nng 

Their  snowy  architecture,  pile  on  pile, 
When  on  a  mountain  whose  tall  cone  was  sleeping 

In  the  soft  dream  of  blue  that  round  it  spread, 
A  prophet  of  the  Son  of  God  was  keeping 

Remembrance  of  the  day  he  left  the  deiui. 


II. 


John  was  in  exile,  yet  no  vulgar  notion 

Of  the  great  worth  of  freedom  bade  him  pine ; 
But  with  the  fulness  of  a  saint's  devotion 

He  saw  in  all  a  Providence  benign. 
Before  him  stretched  the  circling  realm  of  ooean, 

And  the  near  hill-tope  that  in  sun-light  lay ; 
But  he,  abstracted  firom  earth's  life  and  motion, 

Was  in  the  spirit  on  the  Sabbath-day. 


III. 


And  on  his  stirred  and  raptured  soul  was  weighing 

A  sense  of  glory ;  of  a  Presence  near. 
Who  heard  die  gushing  of  his  heart  when  praying. 

And  hearing,  answered ;  but  with  sudden  fear 
He  felt  the  mountain  underneath  him  swaying. 

He  saw  the  landscape  darkening  f^om  sight, 
And  in  his  ear  there  was  a  summons,  saying, 

*  Come  up  and  see,  and  what  thou  seest  write !' 


!▼. 


See  the  first  heaven  with  dizzy  change  surrender 

Its  realm  of  floating  cloud  and  summer  blue ; 
The  second  heaven  of  planet-crowded  splendor 

Fades  from  the  sight  as  opens  into  view 
An  earth  more  fair  and  green,  a  sky  more  tender. 

Than  that  which  greets  onr  sense-illumined  sight, 
Where  neither  (h)st  nor  sunbeam's  heat  engender 

Earth's  desert  scenes  of  parched  and  frigid  Wgbt. 


▼. 


A  sense  of  music  o^er  bis  heart  was  flowing. 

Though  from  the  earth  roUed  up  no  anthem-peal ; 
A  sense  of  brightness  on  his  eye  was  glowing, 

Though  tranoe  had  set  upon  its  lid  a  seal ; 
A  sense  of  soft  and  balmy  breezes  blowing 

From  the  green  borders  of  the  Stream  of  Life ; 
A  sense  of  cherisbed  hope  to  knowledge  growing ; 

A  sense  of  respite  from  earth's  care  ai^  strife. 
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VI. 


That  musio  was  of  ransomed  ^irits  singing, 

Freed  from  the  weakness  that  they  wore  in  time  ; 
That  brightness  was  the  crystal  city  springing 

From  the  fresh  hill-sides  of  that  happier  clime ; 
And  in  those  blandly-tempered  airs  was  clinging 

The  scent  of  flowers  removed  from  mortal  reach, 
While  through  the  chambers  of  his  soul  were  ringing 

Meanings  that  spurned  the  fettering  of  speech. 

TII. 

Then  stood  before  him  in  that  revelation 

The  kinglier  presence  of  that  Prince  who  came 
And  trod  the  rugged  pathway  of  probation, 

And  lived  in  lowliness,  and  died  in  shame. 
That  sinful  man  might  know  of  free  salvation. 

And,  passed  from  earthly  to  eternal  things. 
Might  view  his  risen  Saviour's  lofty  station. 

Throned  as  the  *  Lord  of  Lords  and  King  of  Kings.* 

VIII. 

Then  came,  in  shapes  gigantic  and  appalling. 

The  prophet-types  of  wdnders  yet  to  be, 
And  mighty  voices  through  the  deeps  were  calling, 

Which  spoke  of  kingdoms  and  their  destiny : 
Of  Zion  througrh  the  future  ages  walling. 

Earth  with  Truth's  sure  defences,  high  and  strong, 
Of  gospel  grace  the  nations  disenthralling. 

Of  discords  calmed  to  earth's  millennial  song. 


IZ. 


y^ 
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The  mystic  meaning  of  these  types  divining, 

He  saw  that  Christ  would  set  the  nations  free ;  - 
That  the  strong  ^  vine,'  round  trunk  and  branches  twining, 

Would  climb  an4  crush  sin's  shading  upas-tree ; 
And  from  his  heart  there  came  no  vain  repining. 

As  passed  from  sight  the  city  and  the  throne ; 
In  the  still  sky  the  midnight  stars  were  shining. 

And  JouN  was  on  the  moont^-top  alone.  *~ 


There  is  a  Patmos  in  the  soul's  seclusion, 

When  from  the  tumult  of  earth's  cares  we  flee ; 
When  round  the  rock-bound  will  the  world's  intrusion 

Rolls  up  the  billows  of  its  restless  sea ; 
When  inland  far,  remote  from  its  confusion. 

The  climbing  spirit  treads  the  peaks  of  thought. 
Where,  through  the  flying  clouds  of  life's  delusion. 

Home  to  the  soul  eternal  scenes  are  brought. 

XI. 

Oh,  that  these  deathless  powers,  which  long  have  herded 

With  the  low,  sensuous  tenants  of  the  vale. 
Sandalled  for  treading  steeps,  for  struggling  girded. 

The  holier  heights  of  thought  would  dare  to  scale  ; 
Then  would  their  puny  strength  be  grown  and  sturdied 

In  calmer  solitudes  and  purer  air, 
And  faith's  deep  mysteries,  unvoiced,  unworded. 

Would  come  in  visions  on  the  mouift  of  prayer. 
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On  the  way  to  my  liotel  I  revolved  this  interview,  to  diflcover  a  chie 
to  the  unexpected  conduct  of  Vautrey.  I  came  to  the  conviction  that 
he  had,  in  a  manner,  spoken  truth  witn  regard  to  himBel£  He  had  ran 
so  completely  the  round  of  pleasures,  that  they  sickened  rather  than 
gratifiea :  his  life  had  been  so  continually  spent  in  making  enemies  and 
in  opposing  them,  that  he  was  tired  of  strife,  and  longed  to  be  at  peace. 
It  was  especially  undesirable  to  provoke  a  quarrel  at  the  present  time» 
when  his  plans  were  about  to  be  realized,  and  particulany  danseroos 
to  excite  me  to  further  opposition.  Such  being  his  feelings  ana  posi- 
tion, his  conduct  —  taking  into  view  his  adroitness  to  adapt  himself  to 
occasions,  without  scruple  —  was  easily  explained. 

Although  foiled  in  my  o^ect,  I  was  not  deceived.  But  without  some 
assent  to  our  action  from  Leila,  what,  after  all,  could  be  done  ?  As  it 
was,  she  was  resolutely  determined  to  prevent  any  interference  in  her 
behalf.  And  so,  thought  I,  Laurent  de  Vautrey  triumphs  at  last !  this 
is  the  reward  of  a  life  of  wickedness !  after  he  is  satisiBed  with  every 
thing  the  senses  can  enjoy ;  after  years  of  debauchery  and  violence,  he 
is  to  lay  hold  on  the  only  happiness  that  remains,  and  to  possess  the 
only  object  he  desires.  A  thoughtless  reproach  of  Providence  was 
about  to  escape  my  lips,  but  I  restrained  it. 

Leila,  then,  was  to  be  sacrificed.  How  little  really  did  Vautrey  know 
of  woman's  nature ;  how  mistaken  was  he  in  supposing  his  had  been 
the  school  in  which  to  learn  it.  Before  reaching  the  Stadt-Pr&ssien,  I 
had  formed  a  new  design ;  I  would  make  an  effort  to  see  my  cousin, 
and  try  what  persuasion  would  do.  Taking  a  carriage,  I  drove  to  the 
house  of  Madame  de  Marschelin.  She  was  at  home,  and  I  thought  it 
best  to  obtain  what  information  I  could  from  her.  This  lady  was  one 
of  those  fortunate  persons  with  whom  the  world  always  goes  smoothly ; 
though  kind-hearted  and  amiable,  she  had  not  soul  enough  to  su£»r 
from  any  occurrence  that  w^ts  likely  to  happen.  She  could  not  under- 
stand the  calamity  which  had  now  fallen  upon  the  lovers,  or  the  agony 
it  brought  with  it.  I  found  little  satisfaction  in  my  conversation  witn  ' 
her.  She  was  distressed  that  Leila  was  so  unhappy.  She  wondered 
bow  her  father  could  have  been  so  cruel ;  but  fathers  w&re  cruel  some- 
times ;  at  least  young  girls  were  apt  to  think  so ;  not  that  Leila  thooffht 
so ;  she  was  a  sweet  creature,  a  pattern  of  obedience ;  she  loved  ner 
as  if  she  were  her  own  child  —  she  was  sure  she  did.  Who  could  tell 
but  it  was  best  so  ?  Count  Vautrey  was  of  a  noble  family ;  he  was 
said  to  be  too  gay ;  but,  doubtless,  he  would  reform.  I  grew  faint 
under  this  good-natured  exhibition  of  heartlessness,  and  withoi|t  at- 
tempting to  prolong  the  interview,  asked  if  I  could  see  my  cousin. 
Maaame  de  Marschelin  regretted  that  it  was  impossible, '  Leila,  poor 
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child,  would  see  no  one.'    At  length  I  prerailed  upon  Madame  to  take 
her  a  note,  in  these  words : 

'  Leila,  I  must  see  you  bef<»re  the  ceremony.  I  claim  this  as  your 
kinsman  and  natural  protector/ 

In  a  few  minutes  she  returned,  with  the  fi^kwing : 

'  It  is  impossible — do  not  urge  it' 

'  I  knew  it  would  be  so,'  said  her  guardian :  *  dear  childy  how  finn  I 
well,  I  suppose  it  is  all  for  the  best.' 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon ;  sick  at  heart,  exhausted  by  fiitigae, 
weak  ibr  wai^  of  food — having  tasted  nothing  since  my  early  braak« 
fiist  at  the  half-way  house — I  returned  to  the  Stad^Priuaien.  There 
I  found  Macklome  and  Wallenroth,  impatiently  waitinff  for  me.  The 
former  had  evidently  been  exerting  himself  to  sustain  his  eoiBnpanion» 
and,  in  so  doinv,  assumed  a  cheemilness  which  he  could  not  mel.  I 
gave  a  report  of  my  own  movements,  which  seemed  to  take  away  what ' 
remained  of  hope  —  yet  Macklome  would  not  deqMir.  There  is 
another  day  left.  Providence  vnll  not  desert  us ;  let  us  hope  yet  An 
ample  dinner,  prepared  by  the  considerate  directions  of  Macklomet 
was  in  readiness ;  and  after  it,  overcome  by  fotigue  of  body  and  mindt 
we  all  retired. 

Throuffh  the  night  I  was  oppressed  with  dreams  and  night-maie. 
At  one  time  I  was  at  home  in  Warwickshire,  listening  with  a  heavy 
heart  to  the  arguments  of  De  Lisle ;  then  suddenly  transported  to 
St  Kilda,  where,  losing  my  footing,  I  seemed  falling  from  the  clifi  of 
Conagra  into  the  foammg  abyss  below  \  next  I  was  at  Glencoe,  bend- 
ing  over  the  wounded  Glenfinglas,  while  fierce  black  eves  dowered  at 
me  from  the  adjoiningthicket ;  and  then  I  was  walkmg  m  the  pro-, 
foesor's  garden,  with  Theresa  Von  Hofrath,  and  while  enjoying  her 
oomjianionship,  Leila  came  running  down  the  walk  pursued  by  Vantrey, 
.  and  implored  my  protection.  The  violence  of  the  appeal  awoke  met. 
Starting  up,  I  discovered  that  it  was  not  yet  dav.  But  I  could  sleep 
no  more.  The  leaden  weight  that  had  oppressed  me  when  a  child  now 
sat  upon  my  heart.  Memory,  of  all  the  fiu^ulties,  was  most  wakefiiL 
I  revolved  die  scenes  of  my  diildhood ;  I  thought  of  my  mother  and 
her  gentle  counsels ;  I  essayed  to  repeat  the  little  prayers  she  used  to 
teadi  me;  and  Conscience  then  whispered  that  1  had  sinned  afrtdnst 
Gon  and  my  own  soul,  but  I  controlled  myself  and  was  cahn.  1  re- 
solved not  to  yield  to  nervous  fears  or  to  be  miserable  vrithout  a  cause. 
Then  I  thought  I  would  commend  myself  to  Gk>n,  and  summon  Faidi 
to  my  assistance.  I  tried,  and — could  not.  At  length  I  remembered 
where  I  was,  and  for  what,  and  my  mind  sought  relief  in  thinking  what 
might  yet  be  done  for  Leila.  Thus  occupied,  I  lay  till  it  was  quite 
light,  when  I  rose,  dressed,  and  went  down. 

Macklome  was  up  before  me.  Wallenroth,  he  said,  after  a  most  un- 
quiet night,  had  just  &llen  asleep.  At  the  end  of  considerable  dis- 
cussion we  concluded  we  had  done  all  which  could  be  done,  viritfaont 
Leila's  assistance ;  but  that  we  would  be  present  at  the  maniage  cere- 
mony, ready  to  take  advantage  of  anythmg  fhvorable  to  our  hopes. 
As  a  last  expedient  I  despatched  a  note  to  Leila,  stating  our  designs 
begging  she  would  still  reconsider  her  dedsioo,  and  giving  assuranoe. 
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that  at  the  last  moment  even  we  should  be  ready  to  rescue  her.  I  mj- 
self  knew  too  well  her  resolute  spirit  to  believe  anything  cook!  alter 
her  determination. 

The  time  passed  gloomily.  We  did  not  separate,  but  continued  to 
discuss  one  project  aiter  another,  with  feverish  excitement.  We  walked 
about  the  town,  we  visited  the  cathedral,  we  went  up  to  the  altar,  and 
stood  where  Vautrey  and  Leila  were  to  stand.  We  even  selected  the 
place  whence  we  should  ourselves  observe  the  ceremonial ;  Heimidi 
acquiescing,  as  one  to  whom  every  thing  had  become  indifierenL  Aiker- 
ward,  restless  and  impatient,  we  paced  up  and  down  the  atreet. 

The  day  was  spent  The  hour  arrived  which  should  give  Leila  Siint 
Leger  to  Laurent  de  Vautrey.  A  few  minutes  be&re  this,  WaOen- 
roth,  Macklorne,  and  myself,  had  taken  our  places  by  a  small  chapel  oa 
the  left  of  the  altar.  The  immense  wax  candles*  around *it  were  bnni- 
ing ;  they  emitted  no  cheerful  light,  but  added  to  the  gloom  which  per- 
vaded the  cathedral.  After  a  few  minutes  two  carriaffes  drove  up^  sad 
presently  Leila  entered,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  Madame  de  Marsdie- 
lin,  followed  closed  by  Vautrey.  Several  attendanfa  on  either  nde 
waited  at  the  door  within  the  church. 

As  Leila  advanced,  my  eyes  were  fastened  upon  her.  I  endeavored 
to  mark  some  sign  of  wavering  purpose,  but  could  not;  her  face  was 
very  pale,  but  her  stop  was  firm,  her  form  erect,  her  air  oompoaed  aad 
digniAcd  —  she  would  do  nothihg  even  in  appearance  to  violate  the 
spirit  of  her  promise.  Vautrey,  too,  bore  himsc^lf  with  an  easy  de- 
gance,  which  under  other  circumstances  would  have  challenged  nj  ad- 
miration. An  anxious  furtive  glance  thrown  around  the  ffloomy  ch^wb 
and  recesses  of  the  cathedral,  however,  gave  evidence  of  some  peitar^ 
bation  of  spirit  They  approached  the  altar  together.  For  an  mitHt 
1  turned  to  look  at  my  companions.  Wallenrou  seemed  stgpifiedt  aad 
was  gazing  vacantly  on  the  scene ;  Macklorne,  on  the  conSraiTi  wai 
excited  to  an  almost  inci*edible  degree;  a  frown  Waa  upnn  his  orair; 
his  eyes  shono  with  fierceness ;  his  form  was  dilated ;  his  braaduag 
distinctly  audible.  The  sound  of  the  priest's  voice  brought  iny 
tion  back  to  the  parties ;  up  to  this  moment  I  was  cahn ;  now  a 
seized  me,  a  giady  sensation  oppressed  me,  and  I  leaned 
of  the  columns  for  support. 

The  ceremony  went  on  —  the  moments  to  me  seemed  ages;  Ik 
responses  had  been  demanded  and  were  made  by  Lrila»  m  aonn  va* 
wavering  voice ;  and  the  priest  had  taken  the  rmg  in  order  to  ite- 
plete  the  rite.  At  this  moment  a  moan  at  my  side  caused  liie  to  tan; 
Wallenroth  had  sunk  down  insensible.  The  priest  payed,  atattled  bjf 
the  interruption ;  a  gesture  from  Vautrey  recalled  hui  to  Us  dttty; 
but  now  a  slight  disturbance  was  heard,  proceeding  from  the 
the  noise  increased  —  the  priest  paused  again  —  when  a  hid 
ture,  with  the  aspect  of  a  fiend,  darted  swiftly  forward*  and  befiite 
could  say  YfhBt  it  was,  lighted  with  a  sinele  bound  upon  die  shonUen 
of  the  count.  I  saw  the  glitter  of  steel  alof^  and  flashinv  andderik 
downward ;  I  saw  Vautrey  fall  heavily  upon  the  mosaic— oeadL  Hs 
executioner  crouched  a  moment  over  him  with  a  brute  fierceneas,  tfaea 
drew  the  dirk  from  the  wound ;  and  as  drops  of  blood  ftD  fiom  in 
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point,  sprang  quickly  toward  me,  shaking  the  weapon  with  a  wild  and 
triumphant  air,  and  exclaiming :  *  Tat 's  petter  dune/  The  truth 
flashed  upon  me  —  I  beheld  in  the  repulsive  wretch  before  me  the 
creature  we  had  encountered  at  the  toll-gate  —  the  wild  savage  seen 
at  St.  Kilda  —  the  fierce  cataran  of  the  highlands,  the  leal  subject  of 
Glenfinglas  —  Donacha  Mac  Ian. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  suddenness  with  which  all  this  took 
place.  A  scene  of  confusion  ensued  ;  the  party  about  the  door  ran  in 
and  secured  the  miserable  Donacha,  who  indeed  made  no  resistance. 

Macklome  rushed  forward  and  bent  over  the  body  of  the  murdered 
man ;  Wallenroth's  senses  returned  and  he  was  at  Leila's  side.  •  She 
herself,  though  nearly  overcome  by  the  horror  of  the  scene,  looked  as 
if  breathing  grateful  thanks  to  Heaven. 

Madame  de  Marschelin  was  for  a  moment  in  bodily  terror  of  the 
assassin ;  that  removed,  she  became  composed,  and  remarked  that  it 
was  an  awful  visitation  of  Providence.  The  priest  was  nowhere  to  be 
seen ;  he  had  fled  into  a  private  recess,  and  did  not  appear  till  satisfied 
all  danger  was  past.  For  myself,  I  stood  and  surveyed  the  spectacle. 
All  that  I  had  ever  known  of  Leila  and  of  Vautrey  passed^  as  a  single 
thought,  through  my  mind ;  another  seal  was  set  to  a  life-impression. 
What  was  man,  proud  man  in  the  hands  of  the  Almighty  1  How 
futile  his  plans  —  how  vain  his  hopes  —  how  mysterious  his  end ! 

I  went  up,  and  with  Macklome  attempted  to  raise  the  body  of  the 
unfortunate  Vautrey.  Calling  to  the  attendants,  who  now  approached, 
we  succeeded  with  their  assistance  in  placing  it  in  the  carnage,  which 
we  accompanied  to  his  late  apartments. 

Macklome  undertook  to  convey  information  of  the  catastrophe  to 
parties  named  by  Madame  de  Marschelin  as  business  agents  of  the 
count.     Friend  or  relative  he  had  none. 

The  next  day,  impelled  by  a  curiosity  I  could  not  restrain,  I  made 
inquiry  for  Donacha,  and  was  told  that,  although  placed  as  was  sup- 
posed in  secure  confinement,  he  had  managed  to  escape  from  prison, 
and  could  not  be  found.  I  learned  afterward  that  in  a  very  short  space 
of  time  he  presented  himself  to  Glenfinglas  at  Kilchum  Castle,  and 
holding  up  the  blood-stained  dirk,  fell  at  the  feet  of  his  master  and  ex- 
pired, illustrating  the  nature  of  his  relentless  spirit  and  the  fierce  and 
mdomitable  passions  which  sustained  him  to  the  last 

It  is  time  to  pause. 

Leila  is  happy  in  the  arms  of  Heinrich  Wallenroth.  Francis  and 
Margaret  MoncriefF  are  both  agreeably  wedded.  Hubert  and  Ella, 
gay  and  light^earted,  are  satisfied  with  the  world.  At  Bertold  Castle 
time  passes  serenely  and  without  drawback. 

For  myself — what?  Theresa,  I  hasten  to  you  —  no,  I  must  not. 
The  resolution  is  taken.  .... 

Come,  Macklome,  let  us  out  into  life. 


TRUE      CONSERVATISM. 

Yer,  O  oonserrative  lord !  there  should  be  master  and  ■errant, 
But  not  thine  is  the  mind  would  with  6oD*a  order  acree ; 
Thou  wouldat  have  orders  Indeed  if  thou  art  sure  to  be  master. 
That  is  the  lordly  mind  willing  a  senrant  to  be. 
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LAND        BREEZES. 


BT    WIC.   B.   aiUABIBR. 


Down  some  bright  river  liast  thoo  never  drifted. 

And  marked  on  either  ride 
Green  fields  and  slopes,  with  oedar  yalleys  rifted, 

That  met  the  wooing  tide? 

Fair  groves  all  panoplied  with  Summer's  armor, 

KnoUs  where  the  wild  bee  roams, 
And  o'er  the  whole  a  deeper  light  and  warmer ; 

The  light  of  happy  homes. 

And  as  thy  bark  was  downward  dropping  slowly 

By  spots  and  scenes  like  these. 
Upon  ihy  brow,  with  kisses  calm  and  holy, 

lingered  the  warm  land-breexe. 

The  river  widened,  and  its  sandy  verges 

Crept  from  thee  either  way  ; 
And  on  thine  ear  were  borne  the  ocean's  surges, 

Upon  ihy  lip  its  spray. 

In  its  tnmultuous  strife  and  ceaseless  tossing, 

Its  agony  and  storm. 
From  riiores  that  then  hadst  left,  ihy  damp  brow  croMiiigi 

Blew  soft  that  land-breeze  warm. 

Unnoticed  then  were  billows  huge  and  dashing. 

Unmarked  the  tempest's  roar ; 
Thou  only  heardst  the  waters  crisply  washing 

Upon  the  river's  shore. 

Down  some  bright  stream  of  song  thy  heart  has  floated, 

And  seen,  each  side  inclined. 
Far  stretching  plains  to  noblest  thought  devoted ; 

Green  hill-sides  of  the  mind. 

Fair  groves  where  earnest  hopes  were  bddly  growing. 

Gardens  of  Love  and  Truth ; 
And  o'er  the  whole  the  poet's  heart  was  throwing 

Its  pasrion  and  its  youth.  ^ 

By  blufls  of  wit,  by  nooks  of  &ncy  glidmg, 

Drifted  thy  bark  along ; 
While  o'er  thy  spirit,  with  a  sweet  abiding. 

Dallied  the  breexe  of  song. 

Till  the  p^7>etual  sweQ  of  fierce  emotion. 

Of  restless  care  and  strife, 
Foretold  thai  thou  wert  nearing  that  Iffoad  ocean ; 

The  mighty  aea  of  life. 
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Aoroas  its  waves,  foreTer  high  and  crested, 

Forever  icy  cold, 
Fluttered  that  breeze  firom  shores  where  once  it  rested, 

And  lapped  thee  in  its  fold. 


Oh  weary  voyager  on  thai  Atlantic 

Of  hnman  wo  and  wrong ! 

Didst  thoa  not  see  its  billows  wUd  and  firantio 

Lulled  by  the  breoe  of  song? 
HaUoweU,  (Me^)  March  98tk^  185a 


FABLES     AND     FABULISTS. 


BT   FBAMOia  O.    WOOSWOKTB. 


It  is  not  often  that  a  fisherman's  patience  is  more  amply  rewarded 
than  mine  was  the  other,  day,  while  angling  in  the  somewhat  turbid 
lake  of  French  literature.  Shall  I  tell  you  precisely  what  I  caught, 
reader ;  where  I  caught  it,  and  how  ?  Well,  1  took  up  a  volume  con- 
taining some  choice  morceaux  from  Florian — pray,  allow  me  to  drop  the 
figure  with  which  I  started ;  for  it  is  rather  heavy,  and  I  cannot  well 
carry  it  any  farther — and,  at  the  outset,  I  found  some  excellent  thoughts 
on  the  prominent  fabulists  of  ancient  and  modem  times,  and  the  origin, 
history  and  genius  of  apologue.  These  thoughts  are  so  instructive  and 
truthful,  so  racy  and  ricn,  so  well  conceived,  and  withal,  so  elegantly  ex- 
pressed, as  to  render  quite  superfluous  an  apology  for  their  reutterance. 
I  like  them  on  many  accounts,  and  not  less  for  the  antidote  they  afford 
to  the  stereotyped  and  matter-of-fact  dissertations  which  abound  on 
different  branches  of  polite  literature,  especially  on  the  poetic  art, 
constructed  by  men  who  set  themselves  up  as  scribes  and  rabbis  in  the 
literary  sanhedrim ;  and  who,  moreover.  Know  no  more  of  the  things 
whereof  they  affirm  so  dogmatically  and  oracularly,  than  a  blind  man 
knows  of  the  hues  of  the  rainbow. 

But  who  was  this  Florian  1  A  man  who  deserves  to  be  better  known. 
He  was  contemporary  with  Voltaire,  and  the  two  were  intimate  friends, 
an  uncle  of  Florian  havine  married  a  niece  of  Voltaire.  In  1788, 
he  became  a  member  of  the  French  Academy,  and  was  one  of  the  orna- 
ments of  that  institution  until  his  death.  He  wrote  many  things  well, 
but  fables,  perhaps,  best  of  all.  Indeed,  in  this  department,  he  ranks 
very  near  the  inimitable  La  Fontaine. 

But  I  will  detain  the  reader  no  longer  fi*om  the  thoughts  on  apologue 
to  which  I  have  alluded.  Allow  me  the  liberty  of  removing  from  them 
their  French  costume,  which  becomes  them  so  well,  and  of  presenting 
them  in  the  mpst  fitting  Anglo-Saxon  one  at  my  command : 

Some  time  ago,  one  of  my  friends,  seeing  me  occupied  in  construct- 
ing fables,  proposed  to  present  me  to  one  of  his  uncles,  an  elderly  man, 
of  a  most  amiable  and  obliging  disposition,  who,  during  all  his  life,  had 
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evinced  a  great  predilection  for  that  species  of  literary  composition 
ordinarily  called  ajtologuct  who  possessed  in  his  library  almost  all  the 
fabulists,  and  who  read  La  Fontaine  day  and  night.  I  gladly  accepted 
the  offer  of  my  friend.     We  visited  his<  uncle  together. 

I  found  him  a  little,  old  man,  of  some  fourscore  years,  but  with  his 
mental  faculties  as  fresh  and  active  as  ever.  His  countenance  was 
sweet  and  mirthful ;  his  eyes  lively  and  spiritual ;  his  face,  his  smile,  his 
manner,  all  indicated  an  enviable  peace  of  mind,  and  that  habit  of  find- 
ing happiness  in  one's  self,  which,  by  contact,  is  so  readily  communica- 
ted to  others.  One  felt  sure,  at  the  outset,  that  he  saw  in  the  octoge- 
narian an  excellent  man.  Ho  received  me  with  a  frank  and  polite  air, 
made  me  sit  near  him,  begged  me  to  raise  my  voice  a  trifle  —  only  a 
trifle,  because,  as  he  phrased  it,  he  had  tlie  happiness  of  being  but 
slightly  deaf;  and,  having  been  already  advertised  by  his  nephew  that 
I  made  some  pretensions  of  being  a  fabulist,  he  asked  me  if  I  would 
do  him  the  honor  to  read  some  of  my  fables. 

He  did  not  need  to  press  the  request.  I  promptly  chose  those  of 
my  fables  which  I  regarded  as  the  best.  I  recited  them  in  my  best 
style,  setting  them  off,  as  I  supposed,  with  all  the  magical  power  of  a 
good  utterance ;  I  even  graced  them  with  some  of  the  airs  of  the 
stage-player ;  seeking,  as  I  proceeded,  to  divine  from  the  eyes  of  my 
judge,  whether  he  was  satisfied. 

He  listened  to  me  with  benevolence ;  laughed  firom  time  to  time,  at 
certain  passages,  and  drew  down  his  eyebrows  at  some  others,  which 
I  noted,  for  the  purpose  of  correcting  them.  After  having  listened  to 
some  dozen  of  my  apologues,  he  gave  me  the  tribute  of  eulogy  whidi 
authors  always  regard  as  the  price  of  their  labor,  and  which  is  fre- 
quently, perhaps  too  frequently,  all  the  reward  they  receive  for  their 
pains.  1  thanked  him,  as  he  praised  me,  after  which  we  commenced 
an  earnest  and  cordial  conversation. 

*  I  recognise  in  your  fables,'  said  the  old  gentleman,  *  several  sub- 
jects treated  of  in  ancient  or  foreign  efforts  of  the  kind/ 

*  Yes,*  I  replied,  *  all  are  not  of  my  invention.  I  have  read  a  great 
many  fabulists ;  and  whenever  I  have  found  subjects  which  pleased  me, 
and  which  had  not  been  treated  by  La  Fontaine,  I  have  appropriated 
them,  without  hesitation.  I  have  borrowed  from  ^sop,  from  Bidpai, 
from  Gay,  from  the  German  fabulists,  and,  more  frequently  than  from 
all  the  rest,  from  a  Spaniard,  named  Yriarte,  a  poet  whom  I  greatly 
esteem,  and  who  has  furnished  me  with  the  ideas  embraced  in  the 
happiest  of  my  apologues.  I  intend  to  anticipate  the  public  in  the 
preface  to  my  fables,  so  that  they  cannot  reproach.' 

'  Oh !  that  will  make  it  all  very  smooth  to  the  public,'  interrupted  be, 
laughing.  <  Of  what  consequence  is  it  to  your  readers,  that  the  subieet 
of  one  of  your  fables  has  been  first  elicited  by  a  Greek,  a  Spaniard,  or 
yourself?  The  main  thing,  of  course,  is  that  your  fable  is  well  made. 
La  Bruyere  says,  '  The  selection  of  thoughts  is  invention.'  Beside, 
you  have  La  Fontidne  for  your  example.  There  are  scarcely  any  of 
his  apologues  that  I  have  not  found  m  authors  more  ancient  than  he. 
But  if  anything  could  add  to  his  glory,  it  would  bo  this  compariscm. 
GKve  yourself  no  uneasiness  on  this  pomt    In  poetry,  as  in  war,  that- 
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which  one  takes  from  his  brothers  is  theft;  but  what  he  takes  from 
foreigners  is  conquest.  Let  us  speak  of  something  more  important 
What  are  your  ideas  respecting  apologues  in  general  V 

At  this  question  I  was  taken  by  surprise ;  I  turned  red,  stammered, 
and  —  I  know  not  what.  But  seeing  plainly  enough,  from  the  old 
man's  good-natured  air,  that  the  best  way  was  to  avow  my  ignorance, 
I  answered,  with  a  tone  of  voice  so  weak  that  it  was  necessary  to  re- 
peat the  answer,  that  I  had  not  yet  sufficiently  reflected  on  this  ques- 
tion ;  but  that  I  intended  to  grapple  with  it  when  I  undertook  my  pre- 
liminary essay. 

*  I  understand,*  said  he,  *  you  have  begun  to  compose  fables,  and 
when  your  collection  is  finished,  you  will  reflect  on  the  fable.  This 
method  of  proceeding  is  commnon  enough,  even  in  respect  of  more 
important  matters.  Moreover,  if  you  had  taken  the  contrary  course, 
which  surely  would  have  been  more  in  accordance  with  reason,  I  doubt 
if  your  fables  would  have  gained  by  it.  This  is  perhaps  the  only  spe- 
cies of  composition  in  which  the  technical  poetic  art  is  nearly  useless  — 
in  which  study  adds  nothing  to  talent  —  in  which,  to  use  a  comparison 
of  your  own,  one  labors,  by  a  kind  of  instinct,  as  really  as  the  swallow 
and  the  sparrow  build  their  nests.  However,  I  doubt  not  that  you 
have  read  in  many  prefaces  to  collections  to  fables,  that  the  apologue 
is  an  instruction  disguised  under  the  allegory  of  an  act  —  a  definition 
which,  by  the  way,  suits  the  epic  poem,  the  comedy,  the  romance, 
and  which  does  not  apply  to  many  fables,  as,  for  example,  *  Philomel 
and  Progn6,'  •  The  Bird  wounded  by  an  Arrow,'  *  The  Peacock  com- 
plaining to  Juno,'  *  The  Fox  and  Portrait,*  &c. — which  cannot  properly 
be  said  to  have  any  actt  and  all  the  sense  of  which  is  shut  up  in  one  word 
at  the  end.  Nor  does  the  usually  received  definition  of  the  schools 
apply  to  such  fables  as  these :  '  The  Drunkard  and  his  Wife,'  *  The 
Joker  and  the  Fishes,'  '  Thyrsis  and  Amaranth '  —  which  have  only  the 
merit  of  being  simple  narratives,  and  which,  since  they  convey  no 
moral,  one  would  not  be  vastly  sorry  to'  see  suppressed.  Thus  this 
definition,  so  universally  adopted,  does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  always 
just. 

*  You  have  also  read,  doubtless,  in  the  very  ingenious  essay  which 
La  Motte  has  placed  at  the  head  of  his  fables,  that '  to  make  a  good 
apologue,  it  is  necessary,  first,  to  propose  to  one's  self  a  moral  truth, 
to  hide  it  under  the  allegory  of  an  image  which  offends  neither  against 
justice,  unity,  nor  nature ;  then  to  lead  the  actors  which  are  introduced 
to  speak  in  a  style  familiar  but  elegant,  simple  but  ingenious,  anima- 
ted by  what  there  is  most  pleasing  as  well  as  what  there  is  most  elegant, 
and  distinguishing  well  the  shades  of  the  pleasing  and  the  elegant,  of 
the  natural  and  the  artless.* 

*  All  this  is  very  learned,  I  agree  ;  but  let  a  man  adopt  this  theory, 
and  reduce  it  to  practice,  and  he  will  only  be  in  a  condition  to  prove,  aa 
La  Motte  has  done,  that  the  fable  of  the  '  Two  Pigeons'  is  an  imper- 
fect one,  because  it  oflends  against  unity  ;  that  the  fable  of  the  *  Amo- 
rous  Lion'  is  still  worse,  because  the  entire  image  is  vicious.  But,  not- 
withstanding these  definitions  and  rules,  the  world  knows  no  less  by 
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heart  the  admirable  fable  of  the  <.Two  Pigeons  ;*  the  worM  repeits 
not  less  frequently  these  lines  of  the  *  Amorous  Lion :' 

*  Amour,  amour,  qumd  ta  nam  Mmmi 
On  peut  bien  dire,  adieu,  Prudenee.' 

*OhloTe!  oh  love*  when  ttioadoatwewra  thy  qwli 
One  maj  at  onoe  to  Pradenee  Ud  fivewell.' 

and  nobody  would  care  to  be  informed  that  these  two  AbleB  could  Toy 
easily  be  demonstrated  to  be  formed  contrary  to  the  rales. 

'  Perhaps  you  will  require  of  me,  seeing  I  criticise  so  sererdj^ 
definitions  and  precepts  laid  down  respectmg  the  &b1e»  that  I  mold 
point  out  something  better ;  but  I  shall  excuse  myself  from  ondeitdL- 
mg  any  such  task,  K)r  I  am  convinced  that  this  species  of  compoddoB 
cannot  be  defined,  and  cannot  be  governed  imperiously  by  preosft 
Boileau  has  said  nothing  of  it  in  his  Art  l^oetiquc^  and  I  incHne  U>  dmik 
that  his  silence  results  from  his  having  felt  that  he  could  not  reduce  it 
to  his  laws.    This  Boileau,  who  was  unquestionably  a  poet^  wrote  the 
fable  of  *  Death  and  the  Unfortunate/  incompetitioa  with  La  Fonlabie. 
J.  B.  Rousseau,  who  was  also  a  poet,  treated  the  same  subject.    Bead 
in  d' Alembert  these  two  apologues,  compared  with  that  of  La  Fon- 
taine.   You  will  find  tlie  same  moral,  the  same  image,  the  same  order, 
almost  the  same  expressions  ;  yet  the  two  fables  of  iBoileau  and  Boas- 
seau  are  very  indinercnt,  while  that  of  La  Fontaine  is  a  master-pieoe. 
The  reason  of  this  difference  is  very  clearly  developed  in  an  eaciaBBBt 
morceau  or  fable  by  Marmontol.    He  does  not  give  Uie  means  by  wUcb 
a  good  fable  may  be  written,  for  those  cannot  be  given ;  be  aces  not 
lay  down  principles,  rules  by  which  the  metre  must  be  governed,  te— 
I  repeat  it  —  in  this  department  of  the  fine  arts  there  are  no  rules;  btt 
he  is  the  first,  it  seems  to  mc,  who  has  explained  to  us  why  it  is  that  «a 
find  so  gi'eat  a  charm  in  reading  La  Fontaine  —  whence  comes  the 
illusion  which  this  inimitable  writer  creates.    '  La  Fontaine^'  I  qaole 
from  Marmontel,  <  has  not  simply  heard  what  he  relates ;  he  has  seoa 
it ;  he  expects  to  sec  it  again.     He  is  not  a  poet  who  imagines ;  ha  ii 
not  a  story-teller,  who  deals  in  pleasantry.    He  is  a  witness,  preAaC  it 
the  act,  and  who  can  render  you  present  there  yourselC     His  emdidoB^ 
his  eloquence,  his  philosophy,  his  politics,  all  he  possesses  of  "*'rg'— 
tion,  of  memory,  of  sentiment — he  sets  them  all  at  work,  with  the  bflU 
faith  in  the  world,  to  persuade  you ;  and  it  is  this  air  of  ffood  fiudi— it 
is  the  seriousness  with  which  he  mingles  the  greatest  minga  widi  Iks 
smallest  things  —  it  is  the  importance  which  he  attaches  to  tlie  cftrti 
of  children  —  it  is  the  interest  which  he  takes  in  a  rabbit  and  a  wea- 
sel, which  so  tempts  one  to  exclaim,  every  instant,  *  (Hi,  the  good  nsnP ' 
'  Marmontel  is  right.    When  that  wora  is  said,  one  is  ready  lopil^ 
don  every  thing  in  an  author ;  he  is  no  more  o&nded  wit)i  tlie  * 
which  he  gives  us,  the  truths  which  he  teaches  us ;  he  permilB 
pretend  to  teach  us  wisdom,  a  pretension  which  one  ezx 
a  grace  in  an  equal.     But  a  good  man  is  not  our  equaL 
simplicity,  which  amuses  us,  which  makes  us  laugh,  investi  him  wilh 
superiority  in  our  eyes ;  so  that  we  can  feel  the  more  atroiigly  ffe 
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pleasure  which  he  gives  us ;  we  can  thus  admire  him  and  love  him,  with- 
out compromising  ourselves. 

*  Here  is  the  great  secret  of  La  Fontaine,  a  secret  which  was  his 
secret  only  because  he  was  ignorant  of  it  himself.' 

*  You  prove  to  me/  I  replied,  sorrowfully  enough,  •  that  to  be  a  La 
Fontaine,  it  is  not  necessary  to  vmte  fables ;  and  you  know  that  the 
cmly  response  to  this  painful  truth  which!  can  make,  is  to  throw  my 
apologues  into  the  fire.  You  have  excited  in  me  a  strong  temptation 
to  do  that  very  thing ;  and  as,  in  sacrifices  which  are  somewhat  painful, 
it  is  wise  always  to  take  advantage  of  the  moment  when  one  finds  him* 
self  in  power,  I  intend,  when  I  return  home,' 

*  To  play  the  fool,'  interrupted  the  old  man  —  *  to  do  a  thing  for  which 
you  would  have  no  temptation,  if^  on  the  one  hand,  you  had  less  pride, 
and  on  the  other,  you  had  more  true  admiration  for  La  Fontaine.' 

*  How  is  that !'  replied  I,  rather  petulantly, '  what  greater  proof  of 
my  modesty  could  I  give  than  to  bum  a  work  which  has  cost  me  long 
years  of  labor?  and  what  greater  homage  could  I  accord  to  that  admi- 
rable model  which  I  am  not  able  to  approach  V 

*  Monsieur  Fabulist,'  said  the  old  man,  smiling,  *  Our  conversation  is 
capable  of  furnishing  you  with  the  material  for  two  good  fables :  one 
on  self-love,  the  other  on  anger.  In  the  mean  time,  allow  me  to  ask 
you  one  question,  which  I  wish  also  to  clothe  in  apologue :  If  the  most 
beautiful  of  women,  Helen,  for  example,  reignea  still  in  Lacedaemon, 
and  all  the  Greeks  and  foreigners  were  ravished  with  admiration,  as 
they  saw  her  appear  at  the  public  games,  adorned,  as  formerly,  with 
all  her  enchantmg  attractions,  her  grace,  her  extraordinary  beauty,  and 
attended  with  all  the  eclat  of  royalty,  what  would  you  think  of  a  little 
peasant  Helot,  who,  I  will  suppose,  is  }i0ung,  with  black  eyes,  and  who, 
seeing  the  Queen  appear,  considers  herself  obliged  to  go  and  hide  1 
You  would  say  to  her,  *  My  dear  child,  why  do  you  deprive  yourself  of 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  games?  No  one,  I  assure  you,  dreams  of 
comparing  you  with  the  Queen  of  Sparta.  There  is  only  one  Helen  in 
the  world.  What  put  it  into  your  head  that  any  one  could  suppose  it  poe- 
flible  there  were  two  ?  Keep  your  peace.  The  Greeks,  for  the  most 
part,  do  not  notice  you,  for  the  Queen  is  far  above  you ;  and  should  any 
of  them  notice  you,  it  would  bie  all  the  same.  Go,  and  with  them  admire 
the  beauty  of  this  Queen  of  the  world.'  When  you  had  said  this,  if  the 
little  girl  wished  still  to  go  and  hide  herself,  would  you  not  counsel  her 
to  have  less  pride,  on  the  one  hand,  and  more  genuine  admiration  for 
Helen,  on  the  other  V 

*  You  understand  me,  and  I  cannot  believe  it  necessary  to  follow  the 
rule  of  the  imperious  La  Motte,  and  to  place  the  moral  at  the  end  of 
your  apologue.  Do  not  bum  your  fables,  and  make  yourself  sure  that 
La  Fontaine  is  so  high,  that  there  are  many  places  far  below  his  which 
are  still  elevated.  If  you  can  attain  to  one  of  them,  I  shall  pay  you  the 
compliment  you  deserve.  To  do  this,  however,  you  need  at  least  two 
things,  which  I  will  endeavor  to  explain  to  you : 

*  Although  I  have  said  that  I  know  no  just  and  precise  definition  of 
the  apologue,  I  will  adopt,  in  general,  that  which  La  Fontaine  himself 
has  cnosen,  when,  in  speaking  of  his  collection  of  fables,  he  caUs  it 
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« Une  ample  comMie  A  cent  aciesdiTeny 
Et  dont  la  scfine  eet  roniTera.* 

*•  A  comedy  where  hundred  acta  oonyene, 
In  which  tho  nnivene  auppUes  the  scene.* 

In  effect,  an  apologue  is  a  kind  of  little  drama.  It  has  its  propositioiit 
its  plot,  its  dhumement.  Let  the  actors  be  animals,  gods,  treesy  men,  it 
is  necessary  that  they  coipmence  by  telling  me  what  is  to  be  done,  that 
they  interest  me  by  a  circumstance,  an  event  of  some  kind,  and  that 
they  finish  by  leaving  me  satisfied,  whether  it  be  with  that  event,  or,  as 
the  case  may  be,  wim  a  simple  word,  which  is  the  moral  result  of  what 
has  been  said  or  done.  It  would  be  easy  for  me,  were  I  not  afiraid  of 
being  too  tedious,  to  take,  at  a  venture,  a  fable  of  La  Fontaine,  and 
to  show  you  the  grouping  of  the  dramatis  persona^  the  propoeitioiit 
often  in  the  form  of  a  soliloquy,  as  in  the  fable  of  the  '  Shephera  and  hia 
Flock ;'  the  interest  excited  at  the  outset,  as  in  the  '  Dove  and  the 
Ant;'  the  danger  increasing  from  act  to  act — for  there  are  Beveral 
acts  —  as  in  the  fable  of  the  '  Lark  and  her  Young ;'  and  the  denoue- 
ment, in  fine,  sometimes  placed  en  ipectachf  as  in  the '  Wolf  become 
Shepherd,'  but  more  commonly  effected  by  simple  narration. 

*  This  premised,  as  the  fabulist  cannot  bring  to  his  aid  veritable  actonp 
or  the  prestige  of  the  theatre,  and  as,  neverOieless,  he  must  give  me  a 
comedy,  it  follows,  that  his  first  great  desideratum,  the  talent  which  is 
one  of  the  most  necessary  of  all  others,  is  that  of  painting ;  for  he 
must  exhibit  the  spectacle  before  the  eyes ;  he  must  supply  the  actoss 
which  are  denied  him ;  he  must  make  his  own  decorations  and  co^ 
tumes ;  he  must  not  only  write  his  rdlesy  but  he  must  play  them,  while 
he  vmtes  them,  and  he  must  give,  at  the  same  time,  the  gestures^  the 
attitudes,  the  expressions  of  coi^ntenance,  which  add  so  much  to  the 
effect  of  the  scenes. 

'  But  this  talent  of  painting  does  not  suffice  for  the  writer  of  &hle. 
He  must  unite  with  it  that  of  telling  a  story  good-humoredly,  {gai^ 
mentt)  an  art  very  difficult  and  extremely  rare  —  for  the  good  humor 
igaiete)  I  mean  to  indicate  is  at  once  that  of  the  intellect  and  of  the 
disposition.  It  is  this  gifl  (the  most  desirable,  unquestionably,  since  it 
always  springs  from  innocence)  which  makes  us  love  others,  because 
we  are  able,  in  loving  them,  to  love  ourselves ;  changes  at  pleasure  aU 
our  actions,  and  often  all  our  motives ;  which,  without  giving  as  Uie 
trouble  of  intense  and  wearisome  application,  relieves  us  of  a  maldp 
tude  of  faults,  to  adorn  us  with  a  thousand  virtues  that  cost  us  nothing. 
In  a  word,  this  faculty,  or  trait  of  character,  in  my  estimation,  is  me 
true  philosophy,  which  is  contented  vrith  little,  without  reflecting  that 
it  is  a  merit  to  be  thus  contented ;  which  supports  with  resignation  the 
inevitable  ills  of  life,  without  being  reminded  that  impatience  is  incmi- 
ble  of  changing  anything ;  and  is  able,  moreover,  while  adding  to  the 
happiness  of  those  who  are  around  us,  to  contribute  an  equal  amount  to 
the  nappiness  of  oneself.  That  is  the  element  which  I  plead  for,  in  the 
author  who  deals  in  story- telling ;  it  brings  with  it  naturalness,  graoe» 
raciness.  I  maintain,  therefore,  that  every  fabulist  who  unites  these 
two  qualities,  may  flatter  himself,  not  that  he  is  an  equal  of  La  Fon- 
taine, bat  that  he  can  be  tolerated  after  him/ 
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*  Are  you  serious  V  I  said, '  and  do  you  pretend  to  encourage  me  ? 
If  the  perfection  of  which  you  have  drawn  the  picture  is  the  least  which 
one  can  exact  of  a  fabulist,  pray,  in  what  category  is  it  your  pleasure 
to  place  mel  Either  allow  me  to  bum  my  fables,  or  spare  me  the 
demonstration  that  diey  will  not  succeed.  I  might  say,  in  reply,  how- 
ever, that  the  elegant  Thedre  scarcely  possessed  this  good-humor, 
that  iBsop  is  not  much  before  him ;  that  Gay,  the  English  fabulist,  al- 
ways shows  himself  to  be  but  a  philosopher  of  bad  humor ;  and  that, 
nevertheless,' 

'  These  gentlemen,'  replied  the  old  man,  *  had  nothing  in  common 
with  you.  Independent  of  the  difference  of  their  nation,  of  the  age 
in  wluch  they  wrote,  of  their  language,  recollect  that  Thedre  was  toe 
first  among  the  Romans  who  wrote  fables  in  verse ;  that  Gay  was  also 
the  first  among  the  English.  As  to  your  iBsop,  I  will  not  say  that  he 
was  the  first  among  the  Greeks,  inasmuch  as  I  am  persuaded  he  never 
had  an  existence.' 

*  What !'  I  replied,  *  this  iEsop,  whose  works  you  have  in  your  library, 
whose  life  I  have  read  in  M6ziriac  in  La  Fontaine,  as  well  as  in  other 
authors  —  this  Phrygian,  so  famous  for  his  ugliness,  his  wit  and  his  wis- 
dom —  can  it  be  that  he  was  merely  an  imaginary  personage  ?  What 
evidence  have  you  of  such  a  position  ?  and  who,  then,  in  your  opinion, 
is  the  inventor  of  apologue  V 

'  You  press  on  your  questions  somewhat  rapidly,'  said  he  mildly, 
'  and  you  invite  me  to  engage  in  scientific  discussions  ibr  which  I  am 
scarcely  adequate,  for  few  are  less  learned  than  I.  But  as  to  this  ^sop, 
allow  me  to  send  you  to  an  exceedingly  clever  dissertation  of  Boulan- 
ger,  *  On  the  uncertainties  respecting  the  first  writers  of  antiquity.' 
You  will  see  there,  that  this  iEsop,  so  renowned  for  his  apologues, 
whom  the  historians  have  placed  in  the  sixth  century  before  the  advent 
of  Christ,  finds  himself  at  the  same  time,  a  contemporary  of  Crcesus, 
king  of  Lydia,  of  one  Nect^nabo,  king  of  Egypt,  who  lived  one  hun- 
dred and  eighty  years  after  Croesus,  and  of  the  courtesan  Rhodope, 
who  passes  for  the  builder  of  one  of  those  famous  pyramids  constructed 
at  least  eight  hundred  years  before  Croesus  !  You  have  here  anachro- 
nisms enough  already,  one  would  think,  to  warrant  you  in  rejecting  as 
fabulous  all  the  lives  of  ^sop. 

'  As  to  his  works,  the  Orientals  claimed  them,  and  attributed  them  to 
Lockman,  a  celebrated  &bulist  in  Asia,  who,  according  to  some  authori- 
ties, lived  a  thousand  years,  and  who,  like  iBsop,  is  represented  as 
having  been  a  slave,  ugly  and  ill-formed.  M.  Boulanger,  by  very 
plausible  reasons,  well  nigh  demonstrates  that  Lockman  and  .S^op  are 
one  and  the  same  person.  True,  he  afterwards  gives  reasons  almost 
as  satisfactory,  drawn  from  etymology,  as  well  as  from  the  resemblance 
of  Phoenician,  Hebrew  and  Arabic  names,  to  prove  that  this  Lockmui 
the  sage  might  have  been  King  Solomon.  He  goes  farther,  indeed ; 
and  comparing  carefully  the  correspondence  of  the  names  and  the 
striking  similarity  of  the  anecdotes,  he  comes  to  the  conclusion  that  tins 
Solomon,  so  revered  in  the  East  for  his  wisdom,  his  power  and  his 
writings,  was  Joseph,  the  son  of  Jacob,  and  prime  minister  of  Egypt. 
From  this  induction,  returning  to  ^sop,  he  draws  a  very  ingenious 
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comparison  between  iBsop  and  Joseph,  both  being  reduced  to  a  state 
of  slavery,  and  adding,  in  a  remarkable  manner,  to  the  prospmty  of 
the  &mily  of  their  masters  respectively ;  both  envied,  persecuted  and 
£>rgiving,  toward  their  enemies ;  both  beholding  their  mture  grandeur 
in  a  dream,  and  both  escaping  from  slavery  on  account  of  a  dream  7 
both  excelling  in  the  art  of  interpreting  mysteries ;  in  fine,  both  $k 
vorites  and  ministers ;  the  one  of  the  King  of  Egypt,  the  other  of 
tlie  King  of  Babylon. 

'  But  without  adopting  all  the  opinions  of  M.  Boulanger,  I  conieflB 
that,  with  him,  I  regard  it  as  almost  certain  that  this  JSsop  is  only  a 
generic  anonymous  title,  by  which  the  Greeks  designated  id]  the  apo- 
logues which  were  then  and  had  for  a  long  time  been  current  in  die 
East.  Every  thing  comes  to  us  from  the*  East ;  and  it  is  fable,  un- 
doubtedly, which  has  had  the  strongest  conservative  influence  on  the 
character  and  peculiar  cast  of  the  Asiatic  mind.  This  taste  for  para- 
bles and  enigmas ;  this  habit  of  always  employing  imagery  in  theur  in* 
tcrcommunication ;  of  enveloping  precepts  under  a  veil  to  preserve 
them ;  is  still  universal  in  Asia.  Their  poets,  their  philosophers,  have 
never  written  otherwise.' 

*  Yes,'  I  said,  *  I  am  of  your  mind  on  this  point ;  but  what  country 
in  Asia  do  you  look  upon  as  the  cradle  of  fable  V 

To  this  question  he  replied :  '  In  no  part  of  the  world  have  people 
been  known  to  take  so  deep  an  interest  in  the  lower  animals'  as  in  those 
countries  where  Tnetempsychosis  has  been  a  received  dog^a.  Let  a 
man  adopt  the  belief  that  our  soul  passes  after  death  into  the  body  of 
some  other  animal,  and  nothing  is  moix;  rational,  nothing  more  probable, 
than  that  ho  will  study  carefully  the  manners  of  these  animals,  their, 
habits  and  modes  «of  life,  so  curious  and  interesting,  since  they  are  to 
man  the  future  and  the  past;  and  since  lie  sees  in  them  his  fathers,  his 
children,  himself  From  the  study  of  these  animals,  resulting  from  the 
certainty  that  they  have  a  soul  once  possessed  by  man,  one  easily  enongh 
slides  to  the  belief  that  they  have  a  language.  Certain  species  of 
birds,  indeed,  afford  conclusive  evidence  of  this  belief,  aside  from  any 
other  consideration.  The  starlings,  the  quails,  the  swallows,  the  crows, 
the  cranes,  and  a  multitude  of  others,  live  only  in  large  flocks.  Whence 
comes  this  desire  fbr  society  if  they  are  not  endowed  with  conversa* 
tional  powers  ?  The  answer  suggested  by  this  simple  question  renders 
unnecessary  any  other  reasons  which  we  might  allege.  It  is  this  dogma 
of  metempsychosis  then  which,  conducing  as  it  naturally  does  to  enfist 
the  attention  of  men  in  the  habits  of  the  lower  aqimals,  has  led  them 
directly  to  the  belief  that  they  have  a  language.  From  this  belief^  I 
see  but  a  step  to  the  origin  of  fable ;  that  is,  to  the  idea  of  making 
these  animals  speak  for  the  purpose  of  rendering  them  the  proceptova 
of  the  human  species. 

'  Montaigne  has  said  that  *  Our  wisdom  learns  from  beasts  some  of 
the  most  useful  lessons  which  are  applied  in  the  greatest  concerns  of 
life ;'  and  indeed,  without  speaking  of  dogs,  of  horses,  of  several  other 
animals,  whose  attachment,  benevolence,  devotion,  ought  ever  to  pot 
men  to  the  blush,  take  for  example  the  habits  of  the  roe,  tbatbeautiftil 
iittle  animal,  who  is  seen  only  m  connection  with  a  fionily,  who  weds 
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the  object  of  his  love,  and  who  lives  continently  with  the  same  cotp- 
panion,  near  his  father  and  mother,  until  the  time  when,  a  father  in  his 
turn,  he  devotes  himself  to  the  education  of  his  children,  giving  them 
the  lessons  of  love,  of  innocence,  of  happiness,  which  he  has  received, 
and  from  which  he  has  copied ;  who,  m  fine,  passes  his  entire  time 
amid  the  delights  of  social  intercourse  in  the  family  relation,  and  in 
that  state  of  happy  ignorance,  that  incuriosity,  which,  according  to  the 
excellent  Montaigne,  is  *  so  sweet  and  grateful  a  pillow  to  repose  upon.' 

'  Think  you  that  the  first  philosopher  who  took  the  pains  to  contrast 
their  manners,  so  pure,  so  sweet,  with  our  intrigues,  our  hatreds,  our 
crimes,  to  compare  with  my  roe,  going  peaceably  to  his  pasturage  in 
the  wild-wood,  the  man  hidden  behind  a  hedge,  armed  widi  the  bow 
which  he  had  invented  to  kill  his  brothers,  and  employing  his  address 
to  imitate  the  cry  of  the  mother  of  the  roe,  so  that  the  child,  deceived 
by  the  artifice,  and  coming  to  the  place  from  which  the  cry  proceeds, 
receives  a  surer  death  from  the  hand  of  the  perfidious  assassm ;  think 
you,  I  say,  that  this  philosopher  did  not  make  these  roes  talk  together 
to  reproach  man  for  his  barbarity ;  to  tell  him  the  hard  truths  which 
my  philosopher  could  not  have  spoken  without  exposing  himself  to  the 
cruel  effects  of  irritated  self  love  1  Hence  the  origin  of  fable ;  and  if 
you  have  been  able  to  follow  me  in  my  difihse  verbiage,  you  will,  I 
think,  conclude  with  me  that  the  genus  ajpologue  was  bom  in  India,  and 
that  the  first  fabulist  was  beyond  all  question  a  Brahmin.  The  little 
which  we  know  of  this  beautifbl  country  accords  with  my  opinion.  The 
apologues  of  Bidpai  are  the  most  ancient  monuments  which  we  know 
of  in  this  department,  and  Bidpai  was  a  Brahmin.  But  as'  he  lived 
under  a  powerful  king,  of  whom  he  was  the  prime  minister,  a  fact 
which  supposes  a  people  to  have  been  civilized  a  long  time,  it  is  quite 
probable  that  his  fables  were  not  the  first.  Perhaps  even  the  apo- 
logues attributed  to  him  are  but  a  collection  of  those  which  he  had 
learned  at  the  school  of  the  JymnosophisUt  whose  origin  is  lost  in  the 
night  of  remote  antiquity.  One  thing  is  certain :  these  Indian  apo- 
logues, among  which  we  find  *  The  Two  Pigeons,'  have  been  transla- 
ted into  all  the  Eastern  languages,  as  well  under  the  name  of  Bidpai  or 
Pilpai  as  that  of  Lockman,  and  that  they  thence  travelled  into  Greece, 
under  the  title  of  the  fables  of  iEsop.  Phedre  made  them  known  to 
the  Romans.  After  Phedre  several  Latins ;  Aphthonius,  Avien,  Ga- 
brias,  also  composed  fables.  Either  modem  fabulists,  such  as  Faeme, 
Abstemius,  Caraerarius,  give  us  collections  in  Latin,  without  exception, 
until  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  when  one  by  the  name  oi  He- 
gemon  composed  the  first  fables  in  French  verse.  One  hundred  years 
after,  L  a  Fontaine  appeared.  L  a  Fontaine  has  thrown  all  past  fables  into 
the  8hade^  and,  I  tremble  to  say  it  in  your  hearing,  apparently  also  all 
future  fables.  La  Motte,  however,  and  some  other  very  estimable  fabu- 
lists of  a  later  era,  have  had  success  in  this  department,  and  have  de- 
served it  too. 

*  This,  Sir,  is  the  history  of  fable,  as  I  conceive.  I  have  sketched  it 
for  my  own  pleasure,  perhaps,  more  than  for  yours,  but  I  trust  you 
wiU  find  a  sufficient  apology  m  my  age  and  my  taste  for  apologue.' 
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SONG-SPARROW. 


'AoAXX.  again,  that  note  prolosig  I 
Onoa  more  upon  tho  dark  bluo  aky 

Pour  OQt  that  wondrona  aoctl  of  aong. 
And  flood  ita  depths  with  zaelody.' 


Lx8T !  that  instniment  of  toimd 
Is  not  work  of  man's  device, 
Making  music  wliile  the  ground 

Glistens  in  a  coat  of  ice : 
Strains  are  gushing  full  and  fiMrt 
In  wild  pauses  of  the  blast, 
Bl-consorting  with  a  scene 
Unrelieyed  by  pleasant  green. 

Is  not  Aeibl  afloat 

On  the  bleak  and  freezing  gale, 
Charming  with  sednctiye  note 

Win TEK  in  his  frosty  mail  7 
Or  is  Pan  a  wanderer  lone, 
With  his  pipes  of  magic  tone. 
From  Arcadian  bowers  to  cheer 
Hearts  that  ache  with  sorrow  here  ? 


Can  the  rooks  that  lie  around, 

White  with  snow,  have  vooal  grown. 
Giving  out  melodious  sound 
Like  that  old  poetic  stone 
On  which  erst  Apollo  laid 
His  charmed  lute,  divinely  made  ? 
Or  can  gray  and  wind-bowed  trees 
Breathe  .£ollan  notes  like  these  ? 


Hark  !  the  flutter  of  a  wing 

In  the  pine-tree  near  my  door ! 
Can  that  little  feathered  thing 

Such  rare  minstrelsy  outpour  ? 
Well  I  know  the  songster  now 
Tilting  on  a  leafless  bough, 
Last  to  leave  when  Autumn  wanes. 
First  to  cheer  when  March  complamsi 

Ere  the  blue-faiM  comes  to  chant 

In  our  ears  a  livdy  air, 
Visiting  each  olden  haunt. 

Though  the  fields  are  brown  and  bare  ^ 
Or  the  pheby  hither  flies, 
Harbinger  df  dondless  skies ; 
Is  the  Uithe  song-sparrow  hc^, 
Innocent  rejoicing  bird  I 
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Nature  in  apparel  pkun 

Hath  the  sweet  enchanter  drett, 
T^rpe  of  (Jenina  holding  rdgn 

CMteii  in  a  peasant's  breast : 
And  his  piping  makes  na  g^ad. 
Though  the  world  without  is  sad  \ 
Like  a  Toioe  of  hope  and  joy 
When  a  brood  of  ills  annoy. 

Hi^ypy  Tooalist.  sing  on ! 

A  blest  comRNTter  thon  art, 
For  the  burden  sad  is  aoiie 

That  awhile  weighed  down  my  heart : 
Sm^!  on  Nature's  withered  ftoe 
Smiles  to  ^loom  have  ffiven  place : 
Near  my  lintd  build  t^  nest, 
And  no  robber  shall  motest  w.  ■.  e.  b. 


RENDERINGS     INTO     OUR    VERNACULAR. 


THB     TWO     ARTISTS. 


rwLOU  Tua  svAiit»«  or  sov  jrosa  saiuraoxs  sa  CAtijto. 


IIL 


The  studio  was  in  the  same  state  as  when  we  left  jL  The  two  meny 
looking  like  father  and  son,  ascended. 

'  Where  is  the  canvass  V  asked  the  elder. 

'  Here,'  answei*ed  the  younger,  taking  it  from  the  floor,  soiled,  dusty, 
torn,  and  stained  with  the  earth  that  citing  to  it. 

'  What  a  shame !  Thou  art  much  to  Uame !  Wert  thou  not  satis- 
fied with  thy  work  }  What  then  can  please  thee  }  Thou  hast  destroyed 
a  prodigy!'  And  examining  the  painting  carefully,  he  continued: 
'  The  countenance  laughs ;  the  whole  of  it  laughs !  Gt>od  coloring, 
vivacity  of  conception,  a  remarkable,  a  powerful  touch !  This  demi- 
tint :  it  is  the  only  &ult  about  it !     Why  touch  and  re-touch  it  so  much !' 

'  It  is  this,  this  only !'  exclaimed  the  painter  with  vivacity, '  this  alone 
drives  me  to  despair,  and  is  the  cause  of  all  my  trouble.  I  have  seen 
this  azure  color,  this  tint,  flit  around  the  lips  of  my  model  and  die  away 
gently  into  shadow.  I  saw  and  understood,  but  could  not  catch  it !'  he 
sorrowfully  said  :  '  Tell  me,  is  it  not  cause  for  despair  }' 

'  No !  courage  in  the  beginning !  Paint  and  tower  above  the  crowd ! 
Follow  inspiration ;  do  not  imitate.' 

'  And  what  shall  I  do  ?  What  can  I  invent  ?  What  coloring  can  I 
imagine  which  Titian  with  so  much  beauty  and*  power  of  design  and 
delicacy  has  not  robbed  me  of  ?  Alas!  Coreggio  comes  with  his  grace- 
ful pencil,  his  exquisite  taste,  his  enchanting  colors,  his  roundness,  re^ 
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lie^  ....  and  his  Viroins  !  And  my  imaeination,  which  ^oa 
dwell  upon,  what  avails  it  ?  Comes  also  Raphael,  his  expression,  grace, 
and  prolific  imagination !  Why  was  I  bom  so  late  1  what  can  1  now 
effect  V 

'  Imitate  nature !  Every  one  has  altered  it,  some  to  embellish,  others 
to  degrade  it.  Paint  her  as  she  is,  with  her  divine  beauty,  her  impo- 
sing majesty,  which  she  received  from  the  Most  High  ;  with  her  cwri- 
cious  defects,  her  strong  and  decided  tints ;  as  she  is,  without  straymg 
fh>m  her,  without  addition ;  and  thy  imagination,  thy  brush,  will  do  the 
rest  And  then,  then  hope  for  glory  i  But  deceive  not  diyself ;  not 
for  happiness  !  No  ;  if  thou  pausest,  if  thou  fearest  envy  and  perso- 
cution,  if  thou  hesitatest  to  change  happiness  for  glory,  thou  wert  not 
bom  to  be  an  artist !     Break  thy  pencil !' 

'  No !'  cried  the  youth  with  enthusiasm,  agitated  as  with  a  whirlwind 
by  the  old  man's  words ;  /  no  1  I  do  not  hesitate.  Let  but  &ine  be 
mine ;  let  me  but  achieve  immortality,  and  I  fear  not  trouble  nor  vat 
fering.  Let  them  come;  I  defy  them!'  And  he  reared  his  head 
proudly,  and  seemed  to  anticipate  success,  as  if  his  voice  possessed  a 
talismanic  power ;  as  if  his  words  were  spells  which  had  evoked  those 
stirring  hopes. 

'  Thus  I  love  to  see  thee,  my  son !'  the  old  man  said;  'thou  art 
worthy  the  gift  which  Heaven  has  bestowed  upon  thee.  Ah !  had  I 
but  thy  wonderful  brush,  thy  enchanting  art,  the  world  would  speak  of 
me,  .  .  .  and  I  should  have  been  less  unfortunate !  Look  upon  my 
face :  are  there  not  a  thousand  sorrows  written  on  it  ?  I  live  in  a  world 
which  cannot  comprehend  me.  I  was  unhappy ;  I  had  naught  but  to 
consume  my  own  soul,  my  genius,  because  I  could  not  translate  it  upon 
canvass,  nor  carve  it  into  marble.  I  had  to  live  and  eat,  but  my  nery 
soul  needed  space  to  breathe  or  be  consumed.  Military  glory  is  attrac- 
tive to  youth  ;  so  it  promiseth  itself  honors  and  fame  without  end,'  he 
continued,  with  a  proud  and  martial  smile.  I  was  a  soldier,  and  I 
vowed  to  God  that  I  would  do  nothing  of  which  I  might  afterwaxd  be 
ashamed ;  but  He  willed  that  the  road  should  be  closed  to  me ;  that 
life  which  moderated  and  expanded  the  fire  of  my  soul.  See !'  and  he 
showed  the  young  painter  a  large  wound  and  a  mutilated  limb :  '  Tboa 
seest  I  was  forced  to  resign  the  sword.  But  I  could  write ;  my  pen 
was  my  pencil,  and  I  painted  pictures  with  a  coloring  as  strong,  and 
an  expression  as  correct,  as  thine !' 

'  And  what  glorious  pictures,  too !'  the  youth  admiringly  exclaimedL 

'  Thou  hast  not  seen  my  master-piece,'  continued  the  old  man : 
*  Look !  here  it  is,  on  my  heart !  It  shall  be  buried  with  me  i  It  w« 
considered  libellous ;  they  persecuted  me.  Hence  the  source  of  all 
my  sorrows.  But  I  love  it  the  more  for  the  pain  and  the  labor  it  has 
cost  me !' 

He  brought  forth  carefully  a  roll  of  uncorrected,  blotted  manu8cript» 
and  began  to  unfold  before  the  painter  that  huge  mass  of  paper.  A 
kind  of  cloth,  enamelled  as  a  carpet  with  a  border  of  fresh  hiatorieB, 
aerial  and  fragrant  as  the  flowers  in  a  garden ;  a  thousand  extraTtr- 
gances,  a  thousuid  follies,  with  all  their  attributes  of  grace  and  jokes 
commingled ;  a  medley  of  a  thousand  fantastic  arabesques,  with  seoti* 
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ments  most  profound  and  philosophical,  of  judgment  and  sotmd  sense, 
of  imaginary  and  ridiculous  love  passages,  and  visions  bcMn  of  vapory 
hallucination ;  a  medley  of  candor  and  tenderness,  episodes  of  mno- 
cent  and  devoted,  fortunate  and  unfortunate  love,  tears  and  sweet  sighs, 
the  smiles  of  pleasure  and  the  hlush  of  modesty,  glees  and  elegies ; 
life,  with  its  fancies  and  visions,  its  smiles  and  teal's,  its  pains  and  plea- 
sures, and  its  myriad  characteristics  altering  from  day  to  day ;  a  flowery 
surface,  which  evinced  a  fantastic  hut  fresh  existence ;  a  novel  tahleau, 
sublime,  and  never  before  imagined ;  a  profusion  of  jokes  and  extrava- 
gances, capaUe  of  making  even  a  sepulchre  smiling  I 

And  the  painter  had  forgotten  his  despondency,  his  depression,  his 
enthusiasm,  and  was  all  intent  on  listenmg  when  his  companion  con- 
cluded reading. 

*  Now,'  said  the  old  man,  enjoying  more  the  feeling  expressed  in  the 
eyes  of  his  youthful  friend  than  the  applause  of  a  multitude,  *  now 
paint!' 

'  And  what  shall  I  paint,  after  hearing  such  a  work  ?  And  that 
demi-tint !' 

'  Paint  nature — pure,  without  alteration — and  thou  wilt  be  original, 
and  the  world  shall  speak  of  thee !  That  demi-tint,  so  worked  at  and 
altered,*  he  continued,  looking  at  the  torn  and  dirty  canvass,  *  I  promise 
that  thou  shalt  overcome  it.    But  swear  thou  wilt  obey  my  instructions !' 

*  I  swear !'  exclaimed  the  youth,  carried  away  by  the  superiority  of 
genius.  He  opened  the  window,  prepared  his  palette,  arranged  a  clean 
canvass  on  the  easel,  mixed  his  colors,  took  his  brushes,  placed  himself 
before  his  work,  and  only  then  it  occurred  to  him  to  ask :  *  And  what 
am  I  to  paint  V 

The  old  man  stood  near  the  window  which  opened  on  the  street.  He 
gazed  out,  upon  hearing  the  question,  and  without  hesitation  answered : 
'  Yon  aged  man !'  and  he  pointed  at  an  old  water-carrier  with  sun- 
burnt skill,  who  was  then  engaged  in  serving  the  cool  element  to  some 
thirsty  pedestrians. 

The  youth  hesitated. 

'  Have  I  not  said  it  is  nature  ?  It  matters  not  that  the  subject  is  vile 
or  vulgar.  Gtod  asks  a  divine  worship ;  a  crown  of  fire  and  angel 
wings  should  raise  us  into  Heaven ;  but  Uiought  is  enough  for  genius, 
without  fire,  \ving8,  or  worship.* 

The  sentiment  was  somewhat  heterodox  for  the  age,  but  passed  as 
an  axiom  with  those  two  artists,  without  observation  or  contradiction. 

*  Young  man,  think  not !  Paint  him  as  he  is,  looking  with  those 
hard  eyes,  with  that  rude  soul.  Put  all  this  on  canvass,  and  then  I  will 
say  *  Thou  art  a  god  !'     I  will  adore  thee  !* 

In  an  instant  the  young  imagination  of  the  painter  was  imbued  with 
the  subject,  and  he  sketched  it  hurriedly,  roughly,  but  ardent  as  a  vol- 
cano. The  soldier  searched  for  his  purse,  took  out,  after  some  time 
spent  in  searching  it,  some  small  copper  pieces,  his  day's  allowance, 
and  gave  them  to  the  boy  Andrew,  the  same  who  had  acted  as  model 
fi^r  the  unlucky  painting  of  the  previous  day.  He  made  a  sign,  and 
the  intelligent,  active  lad  went  out  and  returned  with  the  water-carrier, 
who  without  a  word  stationed  himself  before  the  painter,  who,  absorbed 
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in  the  depth  of  his  thoughts,  thanked  not  his  aged  fiiend,  saro  wUi  a 
smile.    !Dut  what  need  of  more  1     He  had  undentood  him. 

Both  were  silent :  not  a  ^^ord  on  either  side.  Ah,  how  the  hmh 
flew  over  the  canvass  !  how  the  most  capricious  tintB  were  rapidlj  mm- 
gled  on  the  palette,  were  united  on  the  canvaaa,  and  ezpreased  idl  die 
variations  of  the  light.  Thus^  without  a  raising  of  tibe  head*  pamad 
hour  ailer  hour,  until  six  had  been  cojsumed.  The  nearer  the  cob> 
pletion  of  the  picture,  the  more  was  the  old  man  intereated,  and  die 
more  agitated  as  his  attention  became  more  ccmcentrated.  All,  hoir 
they  are  reproduced !  vrith  what  truth !  the  angular  ahapesy  the  gMD 
tints,  the  abrupt  shadows  of  that  strongly-markra  eountenanee  I  rLsm 
start  out  upon  the  canvass  the  bony  hands,  the  Bini4)umit  akin  of  ika 
pea3ant ! 

Andrew  even  shared  in  the  admiration  and  entfanaiam  wUdi  the 
divine  work  inspired.  He  abruptly  placed  himself  befbore  the  man,  ia 
the  act  of  lifting  the  bucket,  and  nis  master,  without  a  word*  committed 
to  canvass  the  boy's  idea,  who  with  his  astute  countenance  aped  imo- 
cence  in  vain. 

The  hours  flew  by ;  the  work  went  on.  Sometimea  the  entfanaiastic 
old  man  involuntarily  exclaimed :  <  Well  done !  There  la  nodung  to 
be  desired !' 

The  piece  was  on  the  point  of  being  finished.  Now  the  yoong  aztat 
smiled,  but  in  an  instant  his  countenance  grew  dark :  '  I  awear  to  —I 
Cursed  demi-tint !  it  always  mars !'  He  seized  the  broah.  He  was  ia 
the  act  of  touching  it  again,  when  the  old  man  cast  hiniaeTf  upon  fanBi 

'  Voto  h  hrios  P  he  exclaimed ;  '  I  will  not  allow  it  while  I  am  afiva! 
Look !  thou  hast  already  got  it  !* 

But  the  young  painter  struggled  with  him :  '  Let  me  go  I  Unhand 
me,  for  God's  sake !  Do  not  balk  me,  Sir !  Let  me  do  it  wfaife  mj 
fancy  is  warm  with  the  subject !' 

'  Remember  the  oath  !' 

'  What  oath  care  I  to  remember,  when  my  immortal  mriatence  ii  tf 
stake  ?     Let  me  go !'  be  cried,  exasperated  to  fiuy. 

'  Sooner  shalt  Siou  kill  mo,  old  as  I  am !'  And,  infirm  and  ahattend 
as  he  was,  yet  vnth  a  strength  which  belied  his  yearsy  he  prevented  dis 
painter  from  getting  to  the  picture. 

'  Seiior !  Seuor !'  said  the  youth,  gnashing  his  teedi,  'let  me^  I  Ml 
you,  finish  it  the  best  way  I  can !' 

'  Dost  thou  not  see  that  thou  wilt  ruin  it,  insensatet  OtTO  xeat  nato 
thy  sight !' 

But  the  youth  heard  him  not,  and  still  struggled  U>  be  fiee ;  and  H 
some  time  was  thus  consumed,  when  he  had  succeeded  in  gettnigkMie 
and  approached  the  easel,  he  paused  as  if  petrified  befiwe  tiie  canfafl» 
The  oemi-tint,  so  difficult — that  rock  to  his  efibrts*— had  iliaappiwuwll 
The  work  was  done.    It  was  a  master-piece.    Hie  old  man  anoiledi 

'  See,' he  said,  *  if  I  was  right  I  Art  thou  satisfied  tlnft  due  mirt^AB 
li^ht  shadow  thou  sawest,  was  only  a  cloud  befiore  diy  viakmt  watfild 
with  looking  at  the  model  ?  Was  I  not  right  in  hwiaring  vpoa  tlij  tBi» 
ing  away  thy  eyes?  Tell  me  what  lacks  the  pietorBf  Tondi  k  ■• 
more!    What  thou  mayest  gain  in  softness  thou  wilt  loae  in 


1850.]  Spring's  First  Small  Flowers.  435 

— , 1      ■  ■ 

animatioD.  Look  upon  thy  Work,  and  tell  me,  did  I  not  rightly  promise 
thee  eternal  fame  1  Seize,  secure  it,  that  thy  name  may  pass  through 
ages  to  the  end  of  the  world !' 

And  the  youth,  with  a  smile  of  gratitude  and  satisfaction,  his  face  hot 
with  enthusiasm  and  pleasure,  his  hand  tremulous  with  agitation  and 
joy,  put  at  the  bottom :  *  Velasquez,  pinxit.' 

'  Thou  shalt  be  immortal,  Diego  Velasquez  de  Silva !'  said  the  old 
man. 

Velasquez  strained  him  in  his  arms,  weeping  with  joy,  and  exclaimed : 
'  And  thou  also,  Miguel  Cervantes  Saatedra  !  What  thou  hast  read 
me  shall  be  eternal !' 


lines: 

^.  SPHINO'8      FIS8T      SMALL      FLOWERS 


BT    J.     B.     BIXBT. 


I  DEARLY  love  the  first  small  flowers  of  spring 
That  deck  the  leafless  woods,  and  oft  are  seen 
Along  the  snow-bank's  marge,  in  stormy  March, 
Lifting  the  withered  leaves  from  their  damp  beds. 
And  showing  'mid  the  wrecks  of  old  decay 
The  beauty  of  their  fresh-awakened  life. 

It  cheers  my  spirit  like  the  voice  of  Hope 
Long  silent,  when  she  whispereth  again 
To  rove  (wnen  come  those  snnny  smiling  days 
After  warm  rains,  to  bless  the  early  spring) 
Along  the  paths  I  have  not  trod  so  long, 
That  lead  unto  the  leaf-strewn  forest-walks 
Where  b)oom  the  early  flowers  \  blue  violets. 
With  tints  so  like  the  sky,  and  star-like  flowers 
Flung  down  by  angels  as  a  sign  of  spring. 
And  all  the  varied  sisterhood  of  blooms. 
Breathing  the  fragrant  airs  of  paradise, 
And  pictured  with  the  lesson  of  God's  love. 

Winter  has  lingered  sadly ;  rural  life, 

So  long  without  the  charm  of  birds  and  flowers. 

Seems  like  existence  on  another  earth 

From  that  which  summer  decks.  ^ 

Stm  dark  and  cold, 
And  barren,  save  the  slender  spires  of  grass. 
The  swelling  buds  that  redden  on  the  trees. 
And  the  pale  smiling  flowers  I  've  gatherea  here : 
It  is  not  strange  I  love  them  with  deep  love, 
And  twine  theq^  in  my  brightest  garlands  oft, 
Decking  with  them  my  songs.    'Hieir  tinted  leaves, 
Nodding  upon  their  slender  stems,  can  wake 
Thoughts  of  the  time  long  gone,  and  bring  again 

Scenes  full  of  pleasant  sadness. 

Royalton,  (.V.  Y.) 
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TH^       FIRBIIDS. 


Te8  !  there  is  one  above  all  odien 

Fondly  atOl  who  dingi  to  me, 
With  love  more  strong  than  e'en  a  moUier's ; 

DearortWm!  'tia  thee,  Hia  thee! 

zt. 

Thoo  have  I  found,  eaoh  waknig  morroir, 

In  my  heart  a  reigning  qneen, 
Partaker  of  my  joy  and  Borrow, 

All  I  We  felt,  and  all  I  've  been. 

XIZ. 

Ah!  oonld  aaoh  love  be  ever  riTen  T 

Could  rach  love  be  lielt  aoain  T 
Sealed  by  the  holy  stamp  of  heaven, 

Could  our  hearts  bo  torn  In  twain  T 


XT. 

No !  time  lovers  fetters  only  strengthen. 
Draws  them  dose  and  closer  snu, 

And  as  they  tighten,  pure  ioya  lengthen, 
Slavtis  obcdl^t  to  tiie  will. 


Sweet  Peace  and  Love  reign  in  my  dwdUiig, 

Constant  inmates,  scorning  show ; 
Blest  wedded  pair !  forever  smiling, 

Iland  in  hand,  through  lilb  they  go. 

TI. 

Fools  may  seek  tainted  springs  of  pl< 

Wealth  its  transient  joys  may  6iid, 
But  heaven  grant  me  the  lasting 

Of  a  calm,  contented  mind. 

TlX. 

The  way  to  bliss,  I  see  it  dearly  \ 

Would  mankind  could  also  see ! 
The  little  sphere  I  love  so  dearly 

Is  a  world  of  bliss  to  me. 

▼xxr. 

My  children,  rose-buds  young  and 

Snow-flakes,  yet  withiont  a  stain, 
With  rapture,  all  thoy  have  to  wai 

Kiss  mc  o^or  and  o'er  again. 

XX.  / 

Then  why  kneel  at  the  shrine  of  FoQyf 

Why  desert  the  social  hearth  t 
Domestic  life  so  pure  and  holy 

Is  but  heaven  brought  down  to  cvtk.  ,.  i. 
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A     ROMANCE     OF     THE     CLOISTBR. 


BT     lf»a.     B.     B.     BTB»BTT. 


*  Yes,  I  will ;  I  will  take  the  veil !  I  will  profess  at  the  Sacri  Cceur^ 
and  there,  amid  those  sacred  scenes,  I  shall  be  free  from  the  taunts  of 
my  cousin  and  the  reluctant  bounty  of  my  aunt  Alas !  why  was  I 
bom  to  this !  Oh,  Holy  Virgin  !  give  me  grace  to  imitate  Thee  in 
thy  fortitude  under  affliction  P 

Thus  soliloquized  Rose  de  Biragues  as  she  sat  in  her  little  room,  her 
hand  resting  upon  the  open  page  of  her  diaiy,  where  she  had  just  re- 
corded  a  detailed  account  of  slights  and  insults  innumerable,  which  fi)r 
many  a  weary  day  she  had  received  at  the  hands  of  her  aunt  and  cousin. 

Rose  de  Biragues  was  the  orphan-niece  of  Madame  de  Ferolles,  the 
widow  of  a  rich  baiiker,  residing  a  short  distance  from  Caen,  one  of 
the  largest  and  most  flourishing  towns  in  'La  Belle  Normandie/ 
Louis  de  Biragues,  the  father  of  Rose,  and  the  only  bi'other  of  Madame 
de  Ferolles,  displeased  his  worldly  and  ambitious  sister  by  marrying 
early  in  life  a  charming  girl,  with  no  dower  but  her  beauty.  For  two 
years  he  led  a  life  of  unalloyed  happiness ;  but  ere  the  third  anniver- 
sary of  theii-  blissful  union  he  was  called  upon  to  mourn  the  early  death 
of  his  beloved  wife,  which  left  him  inconsolable.  Not  even  the  newly- 
awakened  tenderness  of  a  father's  love  could  arouse  him  from  his  de- 
spondency, and  in  a  few  months  the  sod  of  the  parish  church-yard  was 
once  more  upturned  to  make  room  for  him  beside  his  wife.  He  be- 
queathed the  infant  Rose  to  Madame  de  Ferolles,  begging  her  to  re- 
member that  she  was  the  child  of  the  brother  she  had  once  fondly 
loved,  and  do  by  her  as  she  would  by  her  own ;  but  time  had  long 
since  weakened  Madame  de  Ferolles'  eariy  love  for  Louis,  and  she 
only  remembered  that  the  infant  committed  to  her  care  was  the  child 
of  the  despised  Rose  Deville. 

But  in  spite  of  neglect  and  want  of  affection.  Rose  de  Biragues  grevir 
to  womanhood,  and  promised  to  be  as  beautiful  as  her  cousin  Marie 
de  Ferolles  was  plam  and  gauche.  Many  were  the  slights  the  poor 
girl  would  have  to  endure,  as  a  casual  comparison,  drawn  by  some  un- 
prejudiced person  between  the  merits  of  the  two  cousins,  would  reach 
the  ears  of  Madame  de  Ferolles ;  and  so  continued  were  the  annoy- 
ances, that  at  last  the  poor  girl  in  desperation  determined  to  take  the 
veil.  Marie  de  Ferolles  and  her  mother  both  highly  approved  of  Rose's 
resolution,  and  never  were  they  so  kind  as  when  assisting  her  to  pi;«- 
pare  for  the  eventful  step  which  would  relieve  them  of  her  forever. 

It  was  now  winter,  and  it  was  decided  that  Rose  should  enter  as 
Vostulante  until  after  Christmas,  when  she  was  to  make  her  profession 
as  novice.  It  was  the  day  before  the  celebration  of  that  great  feast 
of  the  Nativity,  which  brings  forth  in  all  its  glor^  the  almost  imperial 
splendor  of  the  Catholic  church,  that  Rose  ae  Biragues  entered  as  an 
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inmate  of  the  convent ;  and  although  a  Catholic  from  her  bhth,  dw 
had  never  seen  any  greater  display  than  was  exliibitied  at  the  pazak 
church.  Judee  then  of  her  emotion  when  she  entered  the  mqierh  et- 
tablishment  where  dwelt  Les  dames  du  SacrS  Ceewr  de  Juue,  The 
convent,  formerly  a  palace  of  the  ancient  r^gimCf  was  in  the  fimn  oft 
hollow  square,  the  building  extending  romid  three  sidea  of  a  cout, 
paved  with  tessclatcd  green  and  white  marble,  in  the  centre  of  wUch 
a  sparkling  £>untain  scattered  its  waters  from  the  graceftd  beDs  of  i 
branch  of  the  Egyptian  Lotus,  held  by  a  sea-nymph.  The  porten  tt 
the  gate  received  the  young  girl,  and  led  her  throagh  an  aDTched  doirter 
to  a  suite  of  six  rooms,  each  larger  than  the  other.  The  waDs  had 
formerly  been  decorated  with  superb  mirrors,  and  finished  landscapsi 
filled  up  the  intermediate  panels ;  but  the  piety  of  the  nuns,  and  Ae 
strict  laws  of  the  convent,  which  forbids  a  glass  of  any  kind  thrau^ 
out  the  establishment,  had  removed  the  mirrors,  and  caused  die  ex- 
quisite paintings  to  be  covered  with  a  preparation  similar  to  the  xeit  of 
the  walls.  But  the  white  and  gilded  Louis  Quatorze  mooldings  rtiB 
left  enough  of  beauty  to  dazzle  even  the  sophisticated  eye ;  and  as  Ae 
gaze  of  Kose  de  Biragues  wandered  from  one  vast  saum  to  anodier, 
and  still  further,  until  through  an  immense  bow-window  she  saw  dw 
highly  cultivated  grounds  of  the  convent  stretching  afar  off  in  die  db- 
tance^she  said  to  herself:  'How  different  from  what  I  anticipatsd! 
Here  there  is  nothing  gloomy ;  and  if  the  nuns  are  kind  to  me,  I  dbdl 
certainly  be  happy.'  As  she  thus  mused,  a  gentle  voice  fell  upon  her 
ear,  and  a  soh  '  \V elcomo,  my  daughter,  to  this  abode  of  peace/ orxi^ 
Rose  in  a  moment  to  the  feet  of  me  Superior;  and  the  '  Bleaa  me^aj 
mother!'  which  burst  from  her  over-cnarged  heart,  spoke  TohuagSi 
After  an  earnest  benediction  the  Superior  eently  raised  her,  and  soil- 
ing her  by  her  ^de,  spoke  to  her  of  the  high  and  holv  towb  she  a- 
tended  taking  upon  herself;  of  the  peace  that  the  worid  *^""*<*^  giie; 
and  as  Rose  became  subdued  and  tranquillized,  she  felt  that  it  wss  i 
blessed  thing  that  the  treatment  of  her  relatives  had  driven  her  to  sadi  t 
holv  and  peaceful  asylum. 

While  still  engaged  in  this  conversation  the  bell  aoonded  fir  As 
Angelus;  and  bidding  Rose  follow  her,  the  Supetior  led  die  wij 
through  a  lofly  hall,  whose  arched  ceiling  was  supported  hj  tirahs 
colossal  pillars  of  pale  green  marble,  forming  a  vestibme  of  ran  baaii^i 
to  a  cloistered  corridor,  which  they  entered,  and  in  a  few  moa 
reached  the  chapel,  which  was  already  decorated  fiir  the  nddnUt 
of  Christmas  Eve.  The  chapel  was  of  dark  oak,  lighted  bj  • 
of  stained  glass  directly  above  the  altar,  whose  white  marhie 
caught  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  as  it  fell  in  my] 
colors  upon  the  golden  candlesticks  and  the  clnstering 
one  glittering  beam  rested  on  the  diamond  wreadi  diat 
6sten8oir,  which  was  that  night  to  receive  the  miracolooa 
formed  into  a  real  Saviour. 

While  the  nuns  repeated  the  customary  prayexa»  Roae  coold 
frain  from  looking  about  her.     The  convent  was  one  of 


and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  the  altar  was  superb ;  manj  of  die jpisc0 
being  presents  from  princesses  of  royal  blood.    Inmiediatoly  MW 
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the  altar  was  a  magnificeiit  picture,  repneaentiDg  oor.SATioiTE  hoUtDg 
his  sacred  bleeding  heart  in  nand,  and  iiosts  of  saints  atid  angels  kneel- 
ing in  adoration  at  the  precious  siffht.  Thd  eyer^btmling  alabaster 
kunp,  filled  with  perfumed  oil,  shed  a  dim  light  t^pon  the  kneeling 
figures  of  the  nuns,  and  the  peaceful  happy  expression  of  their  faces 
ffled  the  soul  of  Rose  with  indescribably  blissful  emotions. 

Week  passed  afler  yireek,  each  one  finding  Rose  happier  than  die 
last  The  tranquil,  soothing  atmosphere  of  all  around,  and  the  numeiv 
ous  religious  duties  that  occupied  ner  time,  left  not  a  moment  for  re* 
gxet,  and  she  prm>ared  with  alacrity  for  her  profession  as  norice. 

Shortly  afler  she  had  taken  the  veil,  it  was  thought  exponent  by  the 
3iere  Gen6ra2e  to  make  a  transfer  of  nuns  fix>m  the  convent  at  Caen  to 
die  one  of  the  same  order  at  Rome,  and  the  Sceur  Marie  Rose  was 
among  die  number.    Although  the  nuns  kept  much  to  themselves 
during  their  journey,  still  it  was  impossible  to  avoid  occasional  contact 
with  £eir  fellow  travellers ;  and  during  their  passage  in  the  vessel  from 
Marseilles  to  Leghorn,  the  exquisite  embroidery^  which  was  the  daily 
employment  of  the  nuns,  attracted  \he  passengers  to  their  frames,  ana 
the  elder  ladies  entered  freely  into  conversation  with  both  gentlemen 
and  ladies.    But  among  them  was  one  who  found  that  the  sweet. fiice 
of  the  youne  novice  was  far  more  attractive  than  the  glittering  em- 
broidery which  grew  beneath  her  fair  fingers,  and  each  day  found  Al- 
fired  de  Beaujeu  forming  one  of  the  coterie  diat  assembled  round  the 
nuns.    Tall  and  eminently  handsome,  his  dark  eyes  beaming  with  in- 
telligence and  sensibility,  his  maimer  deferential  m  the  highest  degree, 
his  whole  bearing  was  so  prepossessing,  that  from  capmn  to  sailo^,  firom 
old  to  young,  he  was  a  universal  favorite.    Sosur  Xh6rese,  who  was 
nearly  seventy,  and  had  never  been  accused  of  beauty,  openly  praised 
him,  without  any  fear  of  her  encomiums  causing  iU-natiured-  remarks, 
and  regretted  that  such  a  fine  young  man  had  not  the  vocation  for  a 
priest    And  Rose,  what  did  she  thimc  ?    Though  her  lips  were  sitent, 
her  eyes  were  eloquent,  and  die  young  man  interpreted  dieir  limguage 
as  he  hoped.    Not  a  word  had  they  ever  exchanged ;  never  had  they 
been  fi>r  a  moment  alone ;  still  they  bodi  felt  and  knew  that  they  loved, 
and  with  both  the  realization  of  the  &ct  aflforded  unutterable  joy.    To 
Rose  the  sensadon  was  so  perfecdy  novel,  diat  she  did  not  even  feel 
that  she  was  doing  wrong ;  she  was  content  to  live  iqion  die  b&ss  of  the 
present,  and  not  think  of  the  future.    Ind'eed,  a  thought  beyond  the 
perfect  Elysium  of  her  present  state  never  crossed  her  mind ;  die  very 
met  of  her  not  expressing  it,  deepened  its  intensity ;  but  with  De 
Beaujeu  the  joy  of  being  beloved  was  chastened  by  doubt  and  sadness. 
Unlike  Rose,  he  looked  into  the  future ;  he  longed  to  call  her  his  own, 
his  wife.    But  what !  she  was  already  the  bride  of  die  church,  and  a 
church  jealous  of  its  votaries.     The  voice  of  scandal  would  be  raised, 
and  in  no  Catholic  country  could  they  be  even  secure.    Sdll  he  re- 
flected as  little  as  possible  upon  the  dark  side  of  the  picture,  trusting 
that  something  might  occur  which  would  point  out  some  means  of  ao- 
complishing  his  wishes.    How  devoudv  he  longed  for  a  shipwreck  t 
but  wind  and  dde  proved  favorable^  aod  they  soon  dropped  anchor  in 
die  busy  port  of  Leghorn.    The  nonto  were  here  to  tan  a  private  ooo- 
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veyance  to  Rome,  and  they  were  about  to  port !  Could  he  let  her  go 
without  a  single  word  of  farewell  ?  No !  he  must  express  his  feel- 
ings, and  then  mature  his  plans  for  gaining  her  for  his  wife. 

As  the  foar  nuns  stepped  into  the  carriage  that  was  to  conycy  l^em 
on  their  journey,  Alfred  de  Beaujeu  approached  with  four  superb 
bouquets,  which  he  presented  to  the  ladies  as  he  made  his  adieux ;  azid 
the  three  were  so  much  occupied  in  admiring  their  own,  and  lexpadar 
ting  upon  his  politeness,  (for  nuns  are  but  women,)  that  they  fiuled  to 
ob^rve  that  the  onQ  held  by  the  young  novice  was  far  more  recherche 
and  beautiful  than  their  own ;  and  Rose  saw  with  a  blushing  chedc 
and  fluttering  heart  the  white  comer  of  a  note  peeping  from  among 
the  clustering  leaves.  The  bouquets  were  still  odorous,  though  some- 
what faded,  when  they  reached  the  Eternal  City,  and  the  moment  she 
reached  her  cell,  with  failing  fingers  she  unwound  the  blue  ribbon,  and 
read  with  tearful  eyes  and  throbbing  heart  the  first  words  of  love. 
What  bliss  upon  earth  is  comparable  to  this  1  The  rapture  of  avowal 
is  unutterable ;  but  when  we  behold  in  tangible  evidence  the  bliasiiil 
fact,  when  we  read  and  re-read  the  burning  words,  they  seem  graven 
upon  our  heart  of  hearts,  and  we  feel  that  even  the  rose-leaf  woold 
overflow  the  cup  of  happiness. 


OBA.PTBR     aSOOKB 


*  Have  you  heard  the  news,  Gaston  V  said  a  young  exquisite  to  his 
friend,  as  they  sipped  an  iced  sherbet  at  Tortoni'6,  *  the  lumnea  and  the 
paniherea  are  tempted  to  march  on  an  embassy  to  the  Holy  Father,  to 

getition  him  to  forbid  such  perversion  of  talents.     Good  heavens !  Al- 
•ed  de  Beaujeu  a  cowled  priest !' 

*  What !'  exclaimed  Gaston  de  Montaigu,  starting  to  his  feet, '  Alfred 
de  Beaujeu  a  priest !  the  richest,  most  aistinguo  man  in  Paris ;  from 
the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  to  the  Chause6  d'Antin,  the  man  of  all  otib- 
ers  the  most  admired !     You  surely  are  joking.' 

'  Ma  foi,  no !  I  wish  it  were  a  joke ;  for,  somehow,  one  was  never 
jealous  of  de  Beaujeu.' 

'  But  what  is,  what  has  been  the  cause  ?  Has  he  lost  his  fiirtune  1  has 
Blanche  de  Courcy  refused  him  V 

*  No,  his  fortune  is  as  large  as  ever,  and  Blanche  de  Courcy  would 
willingly  be  Blanche  de  Beaujeu !  But  he  has  written  to  Blanche^ 
stating  that  he  trusts  she  will  not  think  it  capricious  or  unkind  in  him 
refusing:  to  fulfil  the  contract  entered  into  by  their  parents,  saying  that 
as  they  have  met  but  twice,  he  cannot  flatter  himself  that  she  will  £M 
any  personal  disappointment  at  his  resolution  to  enter  upon  a  priestly 
Hfe,  and  settles  upon  her  half  his  fortune ;  the  rest  is  given  to  the  Society 
of  Jesus.' 

'  But  still  there  must  be  a  cause.  A  man  with  all  the  personal  and 
numerous  other  advantages  of  Alfred  de  Beaujeu,  scarcely  twenty-five 
years  of  aee,  would  notice  fool  enough  to  resign  them  all  to  become  a 
priest;  and  he  was  never  a  dev6t !' 

<  Ecautez,  Gaston,  and  I  will  teU  you  a  private  bit  of  scandal  told  me 
in  confidence  by  de  Br6z6,  who  made  a  voyage  from  Marseilles  to  L^ 


18^.]  A  RomoHce  of  the  ClaUter.  441 

horn,  last  year,  with  de  Beaujeu.  There  was  a  party  of  nuns  of  the 
Sacr6  Coeur  on  board,  and  one  of  them  de  Brez6  describes  as  the  most 
beautiful  creature  he  ever  beheld :  a  complexion  like  the  inner  petals 
of  the  blush  rose,  eyes  of  heaven's  own  blue,  and  I  know  not  what 
other  extravagant  similes  he  used ;  but,  enfin,  she  was  perfect ;  of  a 
style  totally  different  from  Alfred ;  and,  moreover,  she  had  that  purity 
and  Jieucheur,  so  captivating  to  a  man  so  much  in  the  world  as  de 
I^aujeu.  De  Br6z6  declares  the  nun  was  as  much  bewitched  as  poor 
Alfr^ ;  and  my  private  inference  is,  that  de  Beaujeu,  finding  it  impos- 
sible to  obtain  a  dispensation,  or  to  induce  the  lady  to  break  her  vows, 
has  determined  to  turn  priest  himself  You  know  whatever  he  under- 
took he  pursued  with  his  whole  soul,  and  he  has  probably  fallen  in  love 
with  the  same  ardor/ 

'  Well,  poor  Alfred !  these  women  do  play  the  deuce  vnth  us.  Adieu ! 
I  'm  off  to  Fanny's.  I  suppose  she  will  send  me  to  the  Morgue  or  la 
Trappe  one  of  these  days !' 

The  gay  speculation  of  the  young  exquisite  was  connect.  When 
Rose  had  somewhat  recovered  from  the  fascinating  influence  of  de 
Beaujeu's  letter,  the  words,  *  Dearest  Rose,  I  long  to  call  you  wife  I* 
struck  her  in  all  their  force.  She,  the  bride  of  Christ,  who  had  vowed 
to  receive  none  but  him  for  her  bridegroom !  She  thought  of  the 
anathemas  the  Bishop  had  uttered  against  those  who  dishonored  both 
die  Church  and  themselves  by  receding  from  the  paths  of  righteous- 
ness ;  of  the  aversion  the  nuns  would  feel  toward  her,  did  they  but 
know  of  the  letter  she  had  received.  The  conflict  was  tremendous ; 
and  throwing  herself  before  the  statue  of  the  Virgin  that  occupied 
a  niche  of  her  cell,  she  burst  into  a  long  and  passionate  flood  of  tears. 
Before  she  arose,  her  resolution  was  taken.  She  would  banbh  him 
from  her  heart;  he  should  be. to  her  as  though  he  had  never  existed. 
Could  a  love  that  caused  her  such  unhappiness  be  equal  to  the  reli- 
gion that,  before  her  fatal  journey,  had  filled  her  with  such  joy  and 
peace  ?  Oh,  no !  She  dedicated  herself  again  to  the  Blessed  Mother, 
and  rose  a  suffering  woman,  with  a  crushed  and  broken  heart  Months 
passed  on,  and  more  than  once  had  Alfred  contrived  means  to  forward 
letters  to  her  without  the  knowledge  of  the  nuns,  but  with  the  resolu- 
tion of  a  martyr  she  destroyed  them  without  breaking  the  seal,  and 
after  each,  applied  herself  more  and  more  strenuously  to  her  devotions. 
But  the  affections  are  the  great  support  of  life,  and  outraged  Love  will 
triumph  even  in  the  death  of  its  victim!  Constant  austerities  and 
continual  suppression  of  every  thought  of  Alfred  wore  upon  the  deh- 
cate  fi*ame  of  the  lovely  nun,  and  Consumption  claimed  her  as  his  prey. 
Never,  as  yet,  had  Rose  summoned  sufficient  resolution  to  narrate  to 
her  confessor  the  occurrences  of  her  eventful  journey ;  but  now  she 
felt  that  she  was  dying,  that  ere  many  weeks  her  name  would  be  but 
a  memory,  and  she  felt  she  could  die  more  calmly  should  she  unburden 
her  whole  heart  to  her  spiritual  father.  The  gray  pall  of  evening  was 
setting  over  the  horizon,  when  Rose,  pale  and  emaciated,  btit  still  beau- 
tiful, entered  the  confessional.  With  choking  voice  she  finished  the 
'  mid  culpa,*  and  proceeded  to  narrate  the  whole  course  of  her  feelings, 
from  the  time  of  her  first  meeting  de  Beaujeu ;  and  so  absorbed  was 
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she  with  her  own  thoughts,  that  she  did  not  notice  the  oonvulsiTe  aofai 
that  shook  the  confessional,  as  she  described  in  eloquent  words  the  in- 
tensity of  her  love  for  Alfred.  She  depicted  her  anguish  at  their  sepa- 
raiion,  the  struggle  between  desire  and  duty  when  ahe  receiYcd  ua 
letters,  and  finished  by  praying  that  it  might  not  impede  her  entrance  into 
the  heavenly  world,  that  purified  and  holy  it  was  still  enahrined  in  her 
heart  of  hearts.  As  she  paused  for  the  benediction,  overcome  with  the 
exertion,  the  door  of  the  confessional  suddenly  cqpened,  and  raising  her 
eyes,  Rose  uttered  a  shriek  of  surprise,  and  sank  ftinting  in  the  anoi 
of  Alfred  de  Beaujeu  !  Forgetting  all  else  but  that  he  heU  hia  beloved 
at  last  within  his  grasp,  he  lavished  the  caresses  of  affection  upon  hsr 
senseless  form,  begging  that  she  would  grant  him  but  one  look  in  the 
name  of  their  long  clierished  love.  His  voice  recalled  the  qpirit  from  the 
verge  of  the  unknown  world.  Opening  her  eyes,  she  fix€»d  upon  him 
a  look  of  unutterable  affection,  murmured  his  name,  and  fell  back 
heavily  upon  his  arm  —  he  gazed  upon  the  dead !  Once  more  he  nv 
her,  dressed  in  bridal  robes,  the  orange  wreath  fisuitening  the  veil  tint 
concealed  her  golden  hair,  the  wedding  ring  upon  her  finger— dl 
even  as  he  had  pictured  in  his  airy  visions,  there  she  lay — &e  hrile 
of  Death ! 

The  confessor  of  the  convent  (who  had  been  unexpectedly  caOed 
away,  and  requested  the  Superior  of  the  Jesuits  to  send  another  brocher 
in  his  place  to  the  Sacre  CcBur,  which  explained  the  opportune  appev- 
ance  of  Alfred,)  returned  in  time  to  perform  the  funeral  aervioe  fa 
the  deceased  nun,  and  none  dreamed  of  the  mighty  agitation  AiC 
swelled  to  bursting  the  heart  of  the  priest  who  aaaiated  him  at  At 
mournful  ceremony,  and  no  eye  saw  the  look  of  iitfemie  love  tkl, 
lingering,  took  its  last  fond  farewell  of  the  dead  novice.  The  neit 
day  Father  Alfred  petitioned  for  a  transfer  to  the  order  of  La  Tram 
and  not  a  monk  of  that  most  severe  of  sovere  communitiea  pradMi 
more  unceasing  austerities  than  Alfred  de  Beatiieu. 

Trust  me,  gentle  reader,  many  a  romance  ues  hidden  beneath  te 
priestly  cowl,  and  the  smouldering  embers  of  diaappointed  aflhttifl* 
would  ofttimes  be  found,  were  the  heart  of  the  cknatered  nan  laid  btft 
to  view. 


THE      SOMKSM      OZTT. 


Hakx!  tho  fkint  boHs  of  tiie  Snnken  City 
Foal  once  more  their  wonted  vvoning  chlmo; 

From  the  Deep^B  abywes  floats  a  ditty, 
Wikl  and  wondrous,  of  the  olden  tlmo. 

Temples,  towers  and  domes  of  many  stories 
Tnere  lie  biirifd  In  an  oceAn-grave, 

Unde-tcned,  save  when  their  gukleii  gloriod 
Gleam  at  sunset  through  the  lighted  wave* 

And  the  mariner  who  hath  seen  them  glisten, 
In  whose  earn  those  magic  bells  do  sound, 

Nl^t  by  night  bide  there  to  watch  and  lidU-n, 
'ilkuiigh  Death  luriu  behind  each  dark  roc! 
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Domes,  and  towi*,  ■ad 

There  lie  lort  to  Dqrliihl^  SHMt 
There  lie  bidden,  ttU  vmlMMd  i 
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Vnd  then  bear  I  miHle 
From  many  •  woHu 

And  through  lean  eaa  aaany 
Far  off  iD  thi  a^MC^  kn^^ 
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TO       liZNEBVA. 

Hear,  blue-eyed  Palijib  !    Eafij^rly  we  oally 

Entreating  thee  to  our  glad  festival, 

Held  in  the  sunny  morning  of  the  year, 

In  this,  our  rosy  isle,  to  thee  moet  dear. 

Thine  altar,  builded  by  young  maiden  hands. 

Near  the  Carpathian's  sparkling  water  stands, 

Upon  the  slant  and  sunny  Rhodian  shore. 

Gracing  the  green  lawn's  undulating  floor ; 

Walled  in  with  trees,  which,  sweeping  wide  around, 

Rampart  the  precincts  of  the  holy  ground. 

Myriads  of  roses  flushing  full  in  bloom. 

Send  to  far  Caria  surge  of  rich  perfume. 

Like  the  glad  incense  of  our  prayer,  which  floats 

Up  to  the  trembling  stars.    The  ringing  notes 

Of  silver  flutes  roll  through  the  echoing  woods, 

Startling  the  Fauns  in  their  shy  solitudes. 

A  hundred  boys,  each  fairer  than  a  girl, 

Over  the  green  sward,  clad  in  armor,  whirl 

In  thy  wild  mystic  dance.     A  hundred  maids, 

In  white  and  gold,  come  from  the  dusky  glades  — 

The  loveliest  of  our  beauty-blessed  isle  — 

Their  small  white  feet  glittering  like  stars  that  smile 

In  the  dark  azure  of  a  moonless  night : 

They  bear  thy  robe  of  pure  and  stainless  white. 

Sleeveless,  embroided  richly  with  fine  gold. 

Where'er  thy  deeds  are  told ; 

Those,  chiefly,  done  of  old. 
When,  bearing  in  the  van,  thou  didst  the  Oiants  fight 

■J 

Brain-born  of  Zeus,  thou  who  dost  teach  to  men 

Knowledge  and  wisdom,  and  hast  brought  again 

Science  and  Art  in  renovated  youth. 

And  taught  &ir  Greece  to  love  and  seek  the  truth  \ 

Thou  to  whom  artist  and  artificer. 

Fearing  thy  potent  anger  to  incur, 

Bend  down  beseechingly  and  pray  for  lud. 

In  all  the  cunning  mysteries  of  their  trade ; 

Inspired  by  thee,  young  men,  immured  in  cells, 

Drink  deep  of  learning  at  Time's  ancient  wells. 

Forget  that  Beauty's  starry  eyes  still  shine, 

And  love  Athena  only,  the  Divine : 

Old  gray-haired  sages  pore  on  antique  scrolls. 

And  feed  with  wisdom's  oil  their  burning  souls : 

Inspired  by  thee,  the  prophet  sees  a&r 

The  signs  of  peace,  the  portents  of  grim  war. 

Foretells  the  strange  and  wayward  destinies 

Of  nations  and  of  men,  and  when  the  skies 

With  genial  rains  will  bless  the  husbandman^ 

Or  vex  the  earth  with  hail :    Hiy  fiivor  oaa' 
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The  life  of  those  ihon  lovert  well  prolong^  , 

And  make  hoar  Eld  yoothfiil  again  and  atrong. 
Oh,  come  to  ns,  while  glittering  with  dew 
Young  Day  atiU  orimaona  the  horiaon  Une  1 

Come,  Pakthjenoa.  to  thy  bdoved  hoine, 

Though  thoa  a&r  aoat  roam, 

Where  hungry  ooeana  foam, 
And  there  ^Uspenacat  light  barbario  natioiia  tiiroaig^ 

Oh,  oome  not  to  na  olad  in  armor  farigfaft, 

Intolerable  nnto  mortal  sight ; 

With  flashing  spear  and  hdm  of  blaiing  gold. 

Crested  with  griffin-gnarded  aphynx ;  nor  bold 

Thine  sgis,  blazing  with  Mbdoia's  ejfea, 

Wreath^  with  live  aerpenta  1    Not  m  wariika  gniaa, 

As  when  against  the  giants  thoa  did'st  march. 

With  thy  strong  tread  shaking  the  sky'a  great  ardi, 

Terrific  in  thy  panoply  of  war. 

The  lightning  in  thy  right-hand  flashing  frr, 

Till,  struck  with  fear  and  overpowerinff  dread, 

Heaven's  bafilcd  adversaries  howling  led. 

Come  in  thy  garb  of  peace,  with  kindW  anSe 

Breathing  new  beauty  on  tny  flowery  ide ; 

With  mystic  veil  over  thy  danling  brow, 

And  soft  feet,  whiter  than  the  mountain 

Come  to  us  over  the  exulting  sea. 

From  thy  Tegaean  shrine  in  Araiidy, 

Thy  sacred  dragon  gliding  e'er  the  wmvea, 

While  nymphs,  emerging  from  deep  ocean 

Float  like  dear  stars  upon  the  misty  spray, 

And  carol  round  thee  many  a  pleaaant  lay, 

And  NBrruNB,  smiling  grimly  at  the  atndn, 

Gives  the  glad  welcome  to  his  vast  domaiiL 

And  JEoiAJu  bears  incense  from  the 

Where  the  mad  Gangea  roan 

And  his  wild  torrent  poura 
r  the  Indian  sea,  and  all  the  treea  rich  odora  imfai. 

Thou  who  the  daring  Argonauts  did'ai  gnUa 
Over  the  stormy  sea's  rel^ious  tide, 
By  Lenmos  and  by  sunny  Samothraoe  ^- 
Fair  isles  that  «t  the  wavoa  with  stately 
By  Troas  and  the  dark  Symplcgadea, 
And  scntest  them,  with  uvorable  breeaa. 
Through  the  wide  Euxinc  unto  CoUshia— ] 
Oh  virgin  goddess  I  and  come  amiling  near. 
While  we  do  wait  upon  the  silver  sanda, 
And  stretch  imploringly  our  suppliant  hands  I 
Then  shall  our  maidens,  of  long  summer  evoa, 
Embowered  among  the  overshading  leavea, 
(While  taught  of  Uiee,  their  awcet  taak  ibif  fldfll, 
Plying  the  distaff  with  a  curioua  skill,) 
Tell  of  the  time  when,  brighter  than  a  alar, 
Approaching  on  the  axure  sea  afiir, 
Thou  did'st  our  humble  ceremonies  Uaaa, 
And  amile  upon  their  budding  lovelinnaa; 
When  new  flowers  sprang  in  every  ammy  vala, 
New  odors  breathed  in  every  plnaaant  gria, 
And  whiter  com,  and  richer  wine  and  ofl 
Thenceforward  paid  the  hnahandinan*i  iftd  loi, 
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And  blander  breezee  and  aerener  akiea 
Thenceforward  blessed  the  isle.    Oh,  good  and  wiae ! 

Oh,  radiant  ffoddess  \  shall  this  saored  day 

Pass  moornmlly  away, 

And  fade  to  evening  gray. 
And  thou  not  deign  to  glad  our  anxious,  longing  eyes  T 


ON      BEARDS 


VOMBSli    TWO. 


*  Lord,  worahipp'd  might  He  be  t  what  a  beard  thou  haat  got  V 

*  —  His  beard  grew  thin  and  hong^rly,  and  seemM  to  ask  him  sops  as  he  was  drinkiagr 

*  —  Why  should  a  man  whose  blood  la  warm  within,  ait  like  hia  grandaire  cot  in  ahhsitw  r 

*  —  With  beard  of  formal  cuV  SHAxavsaa. 

Toward  the  termination  of  my  Essay  of  the  last  month  on  this  grave 
and  momentous  topick,  O  thou  bright  and  courteous  Editor  of  the 
rising  and  extending  Knickerbocker  !  I  had  perceived  myself  to  be 
suddenly  falling  into  the  gay  and  discursive  humour  that  dodi  alas  !  so 
easily  beset  me ;  and  that  is  so  adverse  to,  and  subversive  of  a  nice  and 
logical  consideration  of  the  grave  social  enormity  to  which  the  popula- 
tion of  this  metropolis  is  becoming  prone :  —  I  can  only  mean  the 
enormity  of  Beards. 

I  therefore  closed,  after  the  expression  of  a  few  hasty  thoughts ;  in- 
tending to  resume  the  subject  when  I  should  bring  myself  to  a  more 
cjuiet  and  pbilosopbick  tone  and  frame  of  mind.  I  thought  also  of  the 
ramiliar  Latin  proverb,  which  is  not  however  (as  I  am  classically  in- 
formed) the  proverb  of  an  ancient  date,  but  which  nevertheless,  whe- 
ther ancient  or  modem,  carries  the  judicious  purport  on  its  front,  that 
it  does  not  become  us  to  dispute  on  matters  of  Taste ;  and  I  desired 
thereupon  to  examine  the  other  side  of  the  proposition,  and  to  know 
whether  countervailing  thoughts  might  not  arise  m  my  breast  in  favour 
of  this  imitation  as  a  matter  of  taste  by  civilized  man;  of  the  proper 
appendage  of  the  goat. 

Alas,  that  I  should  say  so !  like  so  many  wiser  and  better  men,  the 
longer  the  time  may  be  that  I  spend  in  reflection,  the  more  fixed  and 
perfect  is  the  conviction  that  1, 1  only  if  it  must  be  so,  I  only  am  alto- 
gether in  the  right. 

Taste !  say  I,  Taste  !  —  Suppose  a  wretch  should  decide  upon  go- 
ing home  and  shooting  his  father  and  mother  —  shall  it  be  considered 
a  matter  of  Taste  whether  of  the  two  he  shall  first  plump  over  1 

Suppose  a  man  found  guilty  of  having  eaten  a  potato  with  a  wood- 
cock ;  or  of  having  dismissed  his  plate  during  the  autumnal  months 
with  the  head  of  that  delicious  bird  untouched  upon  it  —  is  he  ever 
thereafter  to  be  permitted  to  make  use  of  the  word  Taste  ? 

Suppose  a  Gentleman  upon  a  Summer  day  to  receive  from  the  gar- 
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den  of  a  kind  friend  at  Hell-Gate,  (pardon  the  word»  I  belieYe  it  to 
be  legitimate,)  a  delicious  head  of  Lettuce  in  the  cool  of  morning  for 
his  sallad  of  the  day.  He  has  placed  it  in  a  dish  apart  from  the  ice,  on 
one  of  the  stone  shelves  of  his  upright  Refrigerator.  He  takes  it  forth 
at  the  right  moment  to  be  dressed  by  his  own  hands  for  the  dinner.  He 
first  diyests  it  of  the  outer  leaves.  He  arrives  at  the  cool,  white,  elas- 
tick,  crisp  inner-coatings,  edged  with  the  most  delicate  hue  of  sea- 
green — he  cracks  them  off  the  central  stalk,  close  to  the  stalk  that  boro 
mem,  and  this  discloses  an  inner  layer  of  leaves  yet  more  delicate  and 
pure,  with  a  dreamy  imagination,  at  the  topmost  border,  of  what  miriit 
m  lime  have  mingled  into  green.  He  cracks  these  also  off;  and  be- 
hold !  the  budding  leaves  that  were  never  intended  to  be  touched  bj 
colour !  These  also,  these  infant  foliations  of  this  delicious  offering  of 
nature  for  the  recreation  of  man,  these  too,  are  yet  more  carefully  tuen 
from  the  parent  stalk  to  delight  and  crown  the  bowl. 

Now  slowly,  leaf  after  leaf,  all  cool,  all  spotless,  all  dewy»  all  moiBtr 
all  invigorated,  all  crisp,  leaf  afler  leaf,  has  been  gently  folded,  tender^ 
sheltered,  in  a  pure  white  damask  napkin,  (O  call  it  dried,  absorbeOv 
not  wiped  /)  and  quietly,  deftly,  gracefully,  daintily  placed  into  the  oool 
glass  bowl ;  the  hollow  of  each  leaf  lying  upward  to  receive  (£pom  a 
box-wood  or  Swiss-poplar  spoon)  a  small  quantity  of  the  dressmg  im» 
mortalized  by  the  pen  of  the  late  Reverend  and  distinguished  Sydnej 
Smith  in  the  following  lines : 

*Two  large  potatoes,  paned  through  kitchen  atere, 

Smoothness  and  softnesB  to  the  sallad  give; 

or  mordent  mustard  add  a  single  spoon. 

Distrust  the  condiment  that  bites  too  soon, 

But  deem  it  not,  Lady  of  herbs,  a  ftiult 

To  add  a  double  quantity  of  salt. 

Four  Umes  the  v^oaa  with  oil  of  Lucca  crown, 

And  twice  with  vinegar  procured  from  town; 

True  flavoiur  needs  it,  and  your  poet  begs 

The  pounded  yellow  of  two  well-boiled  eggs. 

Lot  onions*  atoms  lurk  within  the  bowl, 

And,  scarce  suspected,  animate  the  wh<^e. 

Then  lastly  in  the  flavoured  compound  toss 

One  magick  KKXHiftil  of  anchovy  sauce. 

O  great  and  glorious !  O  herbaceous  treat  I 

T  would  tempt  the  dying  anchorite  to  eat ; 

Back  to  the  worid  he*d  turn  his  weary  soul, 
.  And  plunge  his  flngws  in  the  Sallad  Bowl  ? 

Our  judicious  host,  mindful  that  much  of  the  day's  happiness  of  his 
gruests  IS  now  at  stake,  wields  artistically  his  wooden  fork  and  spoon, 
and  while  he  distributes  the  contents  of  the  bowl  among  his  friends 
with  the  justice  and  liberality  of  the  gods,  takes  care  to  see  that  each 
part  of  each  leaf  enjoys  its  due  proportion  of  the  dressing.  He  ac- 
complishes this  without  in  the  least  degree  bruising  or  discomposinr 
or  diminishing  the  crispness  of  even  the  most  tender  of  the  leaves,  and 
hardly  disturbs  its  repose  until  he  has  deposited  it  in  the  centre  of  tlie 
plate  of  the  convive. 

Now  suppose  this  convive,  this  guest,  instead  of  transferring  it  un- 
broken unbruised  unruffled  into  the  penetralia  of  his  mouth,  l^  means 
of  rolling  it  gracefully  around  his  silver  fourchetfe,  should  proceed  to 
mince  and  chop  and  hash  it  up  upon  his  plate  with  his  steel  knife,  de- 
stroying all  the  lacteal  veins  and  vessels  of  the  tortured  plant  that  at 
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length  expires  in  agony  before  his  eyes ;  torn,  mutilated,  bleeding  forth 
its  sacred  ichor,  discoloured,  flaccid,  dead ! — Is  such  a  monster,  when 
be  consumes  Lettuce  in  such  a  way  as  this,  to  defend  himself  bdiind 
an  apparition  of  Taste  t 

Then  neither  are  these  brushes  of  Beard^i,  these  pepper-and-salt, 
nor  these  Judas-Iscariot-red  bristles,  in  any  degree  de^sible  upon  the 
pretext  of  the  Taste  of  the  owners  of  them,  l^ere  exists  no  n^^ 
whatever  to  exhibit  to  the  community  on  any  such  plea  a  disgustmg 
object  of  this  sort.  Upon  every  principle  of  comity  and  social  order 
diey  ought  to  be  abolished,  and  this  before  the  bright  Bull '  receives 
the  Sun,'  or  the  Dog-Star  shall  make  us  long  for  coofiess  and  finr  shade. 

I  regret — dear  Fublick  I  apologize  to  thee ! — that  seduced  'by  tlie 
Demon  of  Parenthesis  in  the  shape  of  a  beautiful  head  of  pure  Summer 
Lettuce,  I  have  wandered  off  from  the  consideration  and  anathema  of 
the  subject  on  which  I  intepded  to  have  expatiated.  It  vras  my  plan 
when  I  sat  down  to  have  dwelt  upon  the  Saucer  and  the  Trencher 
beards.  But  the  boundary  of  my  space  in  this  our  favorite  Magazine 
18  already  trenched  upon,  if  not  overpassed.  Receive  then  my  aspirar 
tkms.  Wait  for  my  thonghts.  Tnm  your  Imperials.  Subdue  your 
Moustaches.  Bani^  your  Beards.  And  look  after  the  hal^conoealed 
saucers  that  you  cherish  under  your  chins.  jon  Watbm. 


THE     liAWTLX     OF     B  U  B  I  B  D    TBAB8. 

Thieb  are  mm  that  rest  In  the  riteat  flMfW 

or  tlM  oeep  and  boQBdlMi  «•• 
And  ttie  rldiea  of  earth  oo  Us  bomMUnc  viVM 

la  toaaed  hy  tlie  broawa  fret; 
Bat  I M  gire  tbem  aU  fbr  tte  flBUaa  and  tana 
Tbat  tie  with  the  wealth  of  hnrtod  yean. 

There  are  aanda  that  clUter  swaj  la  the  Weat» 

Where  agea  the  nvvn  have  rolled 
Tbalr  eiear  euM  flooda  to  the  oeen^  hraaak, 

0*Mr  beda  atarHMMtakled  with  gold ; 
But  what  la  the  weahh  of  their  goldeB  lids 
To  the  treMoraa  the  jeara  that  hsfe  tanlahed  hMa  t 

There  are  aoonda  of  Toleea  that  «fer  alaal  bMk 

FixMn  the  deptha  of  bjifoub  yean, 
And  memory  bealraws  the  oArtrodden  trade 

With  ila  aanahlne,  Ua  dMdow  and  tana: 
O,  doubly  dear  are  the  gema  that  Ue 
In  the  golden  yean  that  hate  llitad  by! 

Aa  the  light  ftulea  oat  (irom  an  erenlngcIoiMli   . 

Their  daya  hate  ^ded  away, 
And  the  heart  Is  ittU^neath  the  efalSy  ihimd 

That  beat  high  In  lUb>8  Imm  day: 
0 1  where  Is  the  treaaore  ihe  wide  world  bean 
That  la  worth  one  nnile  firom  the  burled  yeant 

Vagoe  realm  of  the  fwati  bow  Joyooa  a  band 

HaTO  yoa  called  from  the  homea  of  men 
TV>  the  silent  valea  of  that  lOiadowy  land 

Whenoe  they  eoaae  not  back  agalal 
Ye  gathered  yeara,  what  treaaorea  ye  bearl 
For  the  loved  and  the  lost  to  earth  are  there  I  j.m. 
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Whitc-Jackkt  ;  or  tuk  World  in  a  Mak-op-War.  By  Hbrmaii  Wn^VLMM^  ^aftflr  of  *Tftmf 

*  OmoO)'  ^  Mardi,*  and  *  Redbum/   New-Tork :  H arpka  and  BEOTBims. 

Well,  we  are  glad  to  find  the  author  of  *  Typee'  on  the  lif/bt  grami  aX  IML 

When  we  read  hiB  ^  Mardi/  or  rather  tried  to  read  it,  for  we  never  OQ«ld  gel  friM 

through  it,  we  feared  that  the  author  had  mistaken  hia  bent,  like  s  eomSe  aolar  vtta 

'  penshong'  for  tragedy,  and  that  we  were  thenceforth  to  beer  from  Idm  in  a  ftmky 

philosophical  rifacdamento  of  Carltle  and  Embrson .    '  Redbum'  iiiIiiumI  m\ 

and  now  comes  *■  White- Jacket/  to  reinstate  the  author  in  the  beet  good-gnm  d 

the  reading  public.    Not  a  page  of  th'is  last  work  has  eae^ied  ne ;  and  eo  etroBg  wm 

the  continuous  interest  which  it  excited,  a  quality  not  always  enooontered  even  in  Ai 

most  popular  works  of  our  time,  that  we  acoompliahed  its  penual  in  two  *  iitli^gi,* 

unaToidably  protracted,  we  may  remark,  for  wo  could  not  leave  tlie  work,  whOethae 

was  yet  a  page  unread.    Without  the  aid  of  much  imaginatkni,  Imt  with  a 

reotypc-likc  naturalness  of  description  of  all  which  the  writer  aw  and  fth 

and  all  which  he  saw  others  feel,  Mr.  Meltillk  has  given  vs  a  vohune  wfiibh,  la  ill 

evident  truthfulnons  and  accuracy  of  personal  and  individual  delineation,  rendndi  m 

continually  of  that  admirable  and  justly  popular  work,  the  ^Tw9  Twrnrt  Btftn  Ik 

MasV  of  the  younger  Dana.    A  vein  of  sly  humor  peroolatee  throng^  Ae  boik} 

and  a  sort  of  unctuous  toying  with  verbal  doublc-meaninga,  la  onoe  in  a  whBiB  li  be 

met  witli,  which  go  far  to  indicate,  that  if  the  author  had  lived  in  tte  *  Otf  rf 

Brotherly  LovCy''  (church-burners,  Bremen-fighters,  —mwinaj  and 

the  implied  exceptions !)  he  might,  with  a  little  proper  instmotion,  luKve ! 

brated  as  '  a  rhiladelphia  lawyer,'  that  preSminent  modd  of  a  pmn-lmnier.    Webdi 

Intended  to  present  several  extracts  from  '  Wliitc-JadLet,'  wbidiwebad 

that  purpose  in  the  perusal ;  but  the  universal  prevalence  of  the  liook  ilMtf,  i 

period,  would  doubtlera  make  them  '  twice-told  talcs'  to  the  great  Oi^jofilsf  ef  iV 

readers.    We  would  call  especial  attention,  as  a  matter  of  preeent  pnbBe  jnliwiii  li 

the  chapters  descriptive  of  an  instance  of  almost  indisoriminate  *>*»ggfag  OB 

man-of-war,  and  the  conKcquences  of  such  inconsistent  pnnialuuent,  in  Ulo  CHt 

oficnder.    The  force  of  pubVic  opinion,  and  the  ezam]^  of  certain  *»—*—' 

in  the  highest  rank  of  the  American  navy,  would  seem  to  indicate  flial  tha  linaii  Ml 

distant  when  corporeal  punishment,  if  not  mainly  abolished,  wDI  at  leaat  ba  biatailw 

less  frequently  resorted  to  than  formerly,  and  greatly  leaened  in  ili  aaieiily.    Ikl 

eigna  of  the  times'  would  seem  to  point  unerringly  to 
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PoKMs  BT  H.  W.  Parkbr.    In  one  Tolume.    Uhno.  pp.  S38L    Aabunii  New-Tork:  Jambs  M. 
Alokn,  Number  67  GeDeaaee^treet 

Tbe  pressure  of  new  publicatioDs  upon  us,  to  several  of  whicli  we  are  obliged  to 
refer  briefly  in  another  department  of  the  Knickjerbockcr,  prevents  such  a  notice  of 
the  present  volume  as  we  should  be  well  pleased  to  award  it ;  for  we  encounter  in  its 
pages  many  gems  of  thought  and  felicities  of  expression  which  prove  the  writer  to 
possess  a  poetical  capacity  of  no  ordinary  character.  We  could  instance,  had  we  the 
requisite  space,  many  fiivorable  specimens  of  the  writer's  powers,  but  are  compiled  to 
content  ourselves  with  the  following,  which  fills  but  four  out  of  the  two  hundred  and 
thirty-eight  pages  contained  in  the  volume  which  it  graces.  It  is  entitled  *  The  Loom 
of  Life .' 


*  I  STOOD  within  a  spacious  room 

Where  many  busy  weavers  were, 
And  each  one  played  a  lofty  loom, 

With  ceaseless  and  with  noisy  stir ; 
Warp  and  roller,  spools  and  reels  — 

It  was  a  mazy  scene  to  Tiew, 
While  slow  revolved  the  groaning  wheelSf 

And  fast  the  clashing  shuttles  flew. 

*■  Unnumbered  threads  of  brilliant  dyee, 

From  beam  to  beam  all  closely  dnwn, 
Seemed  dipped  in  hues  of  simset  skies, 

Or  steeped  in  tints  of  rosy  dawn ; 
Or  as  a  thousand  rainbows  bright 

Had  been  unravelled,  ray  bv  ray, 
And  each  prismatic  beam  of  light 

Inwoven  with  the  &bric  lay. 

*  Quick,  Quick  the  clicking  shuttles  flew. 

And  Slowly  up  the  web  was  rolled, 
Sprinkled  with  purple,  red  and  blue. 

And  strewed  with  stars  of  yellow  gold ; 
The  quaint  device  came  forth  so  true. 

It  seemed  a  work  of  magic  power, 
As  if  by  force  of  Nature  grew 

Each  imaged  leaf  and  figured  flower. 

*  I  sat  within  a  silent  room. 

While  evening  shadows  deepened  round, 
And  thought  (hat  life  is  like  a  loom 

With  many-colored  tissues  wound ; 
Our  souls  the  warp,  and  thought  a  thread 

That,  since  our  being  first  b^fan. 
Backward  and  forth  has  ever  sped, 

Shot  by  the  busy  weaver  —  man ! 

*  And  all  events  of  changing  years 

That  lend  their  colors  to  our  life. 
Though  oft  their  memory  disappears 

Amid  our  pleasures  and  our  strife. 
Are  added  fibres  to  the  warp, 

And  here  and  there  they  will  be  seen. 
Dyed  deep  in  ioy  or  sorrows  sharp — 

For  we  are  all  that  we  have  been. 


*  The  loves  and  hopes  of  youthAil  hoora, 

Tboufl^  burled  in  oblivion  deep. 
Like  hidden  threads  in  woven  flowers 

Upon  the  web  will  start  from  deep.' 
And  one  loyed  foce  we  sometimes  flnd 

Pictured  there,  with  memories  rife ; 
A  part  of  that  mvsterious  mind 

which  forms  the  endless  warp  of  life. 

^Still  boor  by  hour  tbe  tissue  grows, 

(Memory  is  its  well  known  name,) 
Stained  bright  with  Joys  or  dark  with  woesi 

The  pattern  never  twice  the  same  t 
For  its  conAised  and  mingled  gleams 

Display  so  Utile  care  or  plan. 
In  heedless  sport  the  shutUe  seems 

Thrown  by  the  maddened  weaver— man  I 

*  And  If  our  conscious  waking  thought 

Weaves  out  so  few  and  worthtoss  ends, 
Much  more  a  landed  woof  is  wrought 

When  dream  with  dream  oommiofl^iag 
The  toilsome  scenes  of  weary  days;    [bloMtB ; 

Bv  night  lived  o*er,  at  mom  we  see 
Made  monstrous  in  a  thousand  ways, 

Like  fiftbled  shapes  on  tapestry. 

*■  And  as  the  weaver's  varied  braid. 

When  turned,  a  double  wonder  shows — 
The  lights  all  changed  to  sombre  shade, 

WhUe  all  the  dim  then  warmly  glows; 
So,  many  scenes  we  think  most  bright, 

And  many  deemed  moot  dark  and  oold« 
Will  seem  inverted  to  our  sight. 

When  we  our  (Uture  life  behold! 


*  For  thought  ends  not ;  tt  reaches  on 

Through  every  chan^  of  world  or  cUnM, 
While  of  itself  will  ever  mn 

The  restless  flying  shuttle — time  t 
And  when  the  deep-imprinted  soul 

Shall  burst  the  cnamoCTS  of  the  tomb, 
Etemitf  will  forth  unroU 

The  work  of  this  our  wondrous  loom  P 


We  shall  watch  Mr.  Parker's  literary  career  with  interest  We  think  we  discern 
in  him  the  evidence  of  true  genius ;  and  if  his  riper  years  fulfil  the  promise  of  his 
spring,  we  shall  look  to  ^  hear  ft'om  him'  hereafter.  In  the  mean  time  we  commend 
his  first  volume  to  the  encouraging  approbation  of  his  readers  and  of  ours ;  and  to 
himself  a  careful  study  of  the  old  *■  masters  of  song,'  to  the  end  that,  without  inutA- 
tion,  he  may  avail  himself  of  the  best  modds  of  style. 
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Woman  in  America:  her  Work  and  hir  Reward.    By  Maria  J.  MdMTonm  AiflHr  tf 

He    ^ 


'  Charms  and  Ckninter^Jharms,'  ^To  Seem  and  to  Be,*  els.   Kev-Tork:  Dl  Aitletom  abb  Oh- 

PANY. 

Wb  never  take  np  a  new  work  by  the  anthor  of  *  To  Seem  aad  to  Be,'  witfaoathah| 
certain  to  find  developed  three  important  reqniaitet :  namely,  purity  and  aimpBalyof 
style,  the  earnestness  of  thorough  oonviction,  and  the  inonloatlQii  of  iBmona  the  moH 
valuable  to  her  readers.  All  these  are  pre6minent  oharaeterMtios  of  '  Wobhb  k 
America ;'  and  we  wish  it  were  in  our  power  to  seoaro  a  plaoe  for  the  work  fa  lb 
library  of  every  true  woman  in  our  highly-iavored  land.  '  He  wbo  ondertikei,'  flp 
our  author,  in  a  brief  and  well-written  mtrodnotion, '  to  maik  the 
a  multitude,  who  would  decide  whither  their  stops  tend,  aad  judge  their 
from  the  right  path,  must  stand  above  them,  that  he  may  overtook  their  oo«na| 
some  such  elevation  may  s^m  to  be  claimed  by  her  who  seeks  to  awaken  the 
of  her  countrywomen  to  the  mistakes  by  which,  as  she  believea,  their  aoeid 
is  impeded,  or  misdirected.  The  only  advantage  over  thoae  whom 
claimed  by  the  author,  is  opportunity  for  more  extended  obeervation  of  the 
of  social  life  in  her  own  land  than  has'  been  enjoyed  by  many  of  her  aez.  Booiti 
the  South,  the  land  of  her  birth,  and  the  home  of  her  chOdhood  and  yonth,  by  1m 
which  no  time  can  sever,  ties  knit  when  feeling  was  strongeet  and  aaooialifln  ■oK 
vivid,  her  maturerand  more  reflective  years  have  been  pasted  in  the  Northern  Stria; 
and  here  kind  hearts  have  been  opened  to  her,  and  friendly  hand*  have 
to  draw  her  into  the  sanctuary  of  their  homes,  and  permit  her  to 
witness  of  the  '  holy  revcalings'  proceeding  from  those  innermoat  ■hrinca  of  flfci  Ikr 
has  her  observation  been  confined  to  one  class,  in  these  her  different  abodeis.  ShifeH 
been  permitted  to  take  her  views  of  life,  now  from  the  poshkn  ooouidiMr  hy  thnm  ali 
claim  the  ^privilege*  of  idleness,  and  now  from  that  of  thoae  whom  a  flhwJl|  aiaw 
sity  has  constrained  to  yield  obedience  to  the  benign  law  of  Ubor.'  Thai^ 
pathies  with  all  have  been  cultivated ;  and  she  speaks  only  ^  that  whieh  ih 
and  testifies  that  she  has  seen.'  Again  do  we  commend  her  Toiauia  to  a  wUi  mi 
cordial  acceptance. 


Lake  Superior:  its  Physical  Character,  Vegetation,  and  AiOHAUt      

of  Other  and  Similar  Reirions.    By  Louia  Aoamu.    Wtth  a  Namttvs  of  tte  TMbly  JL 
Cabot ;  and  OontribatioDS  by  other  Scientiflc  GenUesMB.    Boslaa:  Qtmi^ma/mUJL  tm 
Lincoln. 

The  main  object  of  the  excursion,  the  results  of  which  are  i^ven  hi  the  pigaif 
this  large,  well-executed,  and  finely-illustrated  volume,  was  a  purely  aeiaiHa  tm\ 
namely,  the  study  of  the  natural  history  of  the  n^them  diore  of  Liha 
The  party  was  composed  of  the  eminent  naturalist,  Aaiam,  and  fiftan 
men,  mainly  *  seniors*  from  the  higher  *  schools'  of  Harvard  Uaiiafrfly, 
end  proposed  by  Professor  Agassiz  was  to  aflford  to  those  of  Aa  pvty 
accustomed  to  the  practical  investigation  of  natural  phenomena  an 
eroising  themselves  under  his  dir^on.  Interspersed  throoghoot  the 
literal  and  fresh  reports,  carefully  made  at  the  time,  of  the  learned 
on  various  points  of  Natural  History,  that  seemed  to  him  likely  to 
Qurde  than  those  more  particularly  addressed  in  the  aeoond  part  of  *lha  hook,  lAkfe 
eonsbts  of  papers  on  various  points  connected  with  the  Natanl 
written,  where  not  otherwise  specified,  by  ProleaMr  Aoi 
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of  the  work,  without  presentiog  a  mere  detail  of  fiicts,  shows  the  bearing  of  those 
facts  upon  general  questions.  We  are  enabled,  from  personal  examination,  to  pro- 
nounce apon  the  accuracy  of  many  of  the  descriptions  of  natural  scenery  and  of 
*■  men  and  things'  contained  in  the  volume  before  us.  In  reading  it,  we  were  onoe 
more  on  our  way  up  the  lonely  Saint-Mary's  river  ;  onoe  more  at  the  *  Salt  Stee- 
maree,'  as  we  heard  a  Yankee  call  it,  on  board  our  little  .steamer  ;  the  subdued  roar 
of  the  rapids  were  in  our  ears ;  and  wandering  along  the  shore,  we  entered  ottoo 
again  the  Indian  wigwams,  and  held  council  with  the  ^  abrogynes.'  The  imning  of 
the  village  is  singularly  faithful,  both  as  regards  its  external  and  internal  character- 
istics. We  are  sorry  that  Mr.  Cabot,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  excellent  land- 
scape illustrations  of  the  volume,  did  not  give  us  one  view- on  the  St.  Mary's  which 
■hould  have  included  the  amphitheatric  banks,  measured  off,  as  it  were,  with  living 
land-marks,  tall  cane-like  firs,  rising  above  the  verdant  level  of  the  surrounding  forest 
Tliis  was  to  lis  a  most  picturesque  feature  in  the  scenery  of  the  river.  We  commend 
this  volume  before  us  not  alone  to  the  student  of  American  Natural  History,  to  whom 
of  course  it  cannot  fiul  to  prove  an  acquisition  of  great  value,  but  as  a  work  w^  oal- 
enlated  to  afford  both  entertainment  and  instruction  to  the  general  reader. 


Thx  Scarlet-Lbttkr :  a  Ronjuccb.    By  Natbakibl  Hawthormb.    Boston:  TicKK<Hif  Rsbd 

AMD  FIBLD8. 

If  we  are  indebted  for  this  delightful  book  to  the  fiict  that  Mr.  Hawthorns,  after 
haying  been  removed  from  the  coUectorship  of  the  port  of  Salem,  Massachusetts,  had 
nothing  else  to  do  but  write  it,  we  take  it  upon  ourselves  to  say,  that  the  author  need 
expect  but  slight  sympathy  from  the  reading  public.  What  may  have  been  his  loaa 
is  to  that  public  so  abundant  a  gain  that  few  tears  will  be  shed  for  lus  individual 
'  taking  off'  And  speaking  of  *  taking  off,'  we  should  like  to  know  of  any  Flemidi 
painting,  or  any  of  Wilkie's  wonderful  *  transcripts  f^om  human  nature,^  that  aM 
more  perfect  than  the  '  pictures  to  the  eye'  afforded  in  the  opening  pages  of  the  worit 
under  notice.  We  see  the  outward  view  firom  the  windows  of  that  cnstom-hooae,  we 
eoan  the  inmates  with  as  clear  a  vision,  as  if  we  were  personally  on  the  spot ;  such  la 
the  magic  of  the  author's  word-painting.  We  feared  a  few  unduly  satirical  and 
HoGARTHiAN  touchcs  in  the  portraits,  as  we  read ;  and  we  now  find,  by  the  Salem 
journals,  that  the  writer  is  accused  of  having  been  offensivdy  and  grossly  peraoaal 
in  presenting  what  are  pronounced  to  be  '  carricatures'  as  veritable  representatkma  of 
living  personages.  Be  this  as  it  may,  nothing  apparently  could  be  more  strikingly 
artistic  and  coincidentedly  natural,  than  these  opening  sketches.  We  find  the  fbllow- 
ing  synopsis  of  the  work  in  the  main  a  correct  representation  of  ita  inoidenls :  '  Tlie 
Scarlet  Letter'  is  a  psychological  romance.  It  is  a  tale  of  remorse,  a  study  of  oharao* 
ter,  in  which  the  human  heart  is  anatomized,  carefully,  elaborately,  and  with  striking 
poetic  and  dramatic  power.  Its  incidents  are  simply  these.  A  woman  in  the  earfy 
days  of  Boston  becomes  the  subject  of  the  discipline  of  the  court  of  those  times,  and 
is  condenmed  to  stand  in  the  pillory,  and  wear  henceforth,  in  token  of  her  shame,  the 
scarlet  letter  A  attached  to  her  bosom.  She  carries  her  child  with  her  to  the  pillory. 
Its  other  parent  is  unknown.  At  this  opening  scene  her  husband,  f^rom  whom  she 
had  been  separated  in  Europe,  preceding  him  by  ship  across  the  Atlantic,  retppaiBi 
from  the  forest,  whither  he  had  been  thrown  by  shipwreck  on  his  arrival.    He  was  a 
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man  of  a  oold  intelleotnal  temperament,  and  derotea  hia  life  thereafter  to  acaieh  ftr 
his  wife's  guilty  partner  and  a  fiendish  revenge.  The  young  dergyman  of  the  tovi, 
a  man  of  a  devout  scnsiUlity  and  warmth  of  heart,  is  Ihe  Yictiiii,  m  tUa  MephkUiiihi- 
lean  old  physician  fixes  himself  by  his  side  to  watoh  oYer  him  and  praleot  lua  healtt, 
an  object  of  great  solicitude  to  his  parishioners,  and,  in  reality,  to  detect  Us  suspeetei 
secret  and  gloat  over  his  tortures.  This  slow,  cool,  devilish  pmrpooe,  is  perfeolsi 
gradually  and  inevitably.  The  wayward,  elfish  chQd,  a  oonoentratioiL  of  gnik  ai 
passion,  binds  the  interests  of  the  parties  together,  but  throwa  little  aunahine  over  As 
scene.  These  are  all  the  characters,  with  some  casual  introduetiona  of  the  grim  po- 
sonages  and  manners  of  the  period,  unless  we  add  the  scarlet  letter,  whicih,  in  Haw- 
thoenb's  hands,  skilled  to  these  allegorical,  typical  semblaiMW,  beeomea  vitalind  m 
the  rest.  It  is  the  hero  of  the  volume.  The  denouement  la  the  dedh  of  the  dogy- 
man  on  a  day  of  public  festivity,  after  a  public  confession  in  the  arma  of  the  pSkffiei, 
branded  woman.'  We  have  to  add  to  this  syllabus  the  remark,  that  *  The  SoHfcft 
Letter'  is  written  with  a  sustained  power  to  the  dose ;  that  it  ia  replete  irith  imf 
thought  and  searching  analysis  of  the  human  heart;  fuU  of  grafhio  piotmea  of  cki- 
raoter  and  of  the  manners  of  the  time ;  that  it  ia  a  work,  in  ahort,  whieh 
honor  upon  its  author,  and  which  will  take  a  high  rank  among  modem 
worlcs  of  fiction. 


HooiBBOLD  Worm:   a  Weekly  JbnraaL     By  Chaelsi  Dicxnri*    T^ondaa  aad  Ihi^Ttfk: 
Gborob  p.  Putmam. 

Wb  are  glad  to  find  an  enterprising  American  publisher  eatabiUilBg  at  mm  a 
reprint  of  this  journal,  which,  judging  from  the  merits  of  the  two  nwolilMn  bitos  wt, 
will  attain  to  great  popularity.  From  a  passage  in  the  editor's  'PreljawMry  Wmit^ 
in  the  first  number,  our  readers  will  derive  a  dear  impresrion  of  the  ohjeoiaadi 
of  the  work :  *  No  mere  utilitarian  spirit,  no  iron  binding  of  the  mind  to  gria : 
will  give  a  harsh  tone  to  our  Household  Words.  In  the  boaonu  of  the  yoang  nd  41, 
of  the  well-to-do  and  of  the  poor,  we  would  tenderly  cherish  that  light  of  BnajiMfc 
in  inherent  in  the  human  breast ;  which,  according  to  its  nurture,  hnma  wiA  m  |i- 
spiring  flame,  or  sinks  into  a  sullen  glare,  but  which  (or  wo  betide  that  &aj !)  «n  i 
be  extingushed.  To  show  to  all,  that  in  all  familiar  thinga,  even  in  than 
repellant  on  the  surface,  there  is  Romance  enough,  if  we  will  6nd  it  oat ;  to  i 
hardest  workers  at  this  whirling  wheel  of  toil,  that  their  lot  is  not  i 
brutd  fiict,  excluded  from  the  sympathies  and  graces  of  imaginatioD  \  to  Wag  Ai 
greater  and  the  lesser  in  degree,  together,  upon  that  wide  field,  and  mataaHf  < 
them  to  a  better  acquaintance  and  a  kinder  understanding;  is  one  main 
Household  Words.  They  will  not  be  echoes  of  the  preaent  time  alone, 
past  too.  Neither  will  they  treat  of  the  hopes,  the  enterpriaea,  trinmpfea,  joyi,! 
sorrows,  of  this  country  only,  but,  in  some  degree,  of  those  of  every : 
For  nothing  can  be  a  source  of  real  interest  in  one  of  them,  whboat 
the  rest.'  We  have  alluded  elsewhere  to  other  papers  in  the  two 
The  journal  is  well  printed  upon  strong  fine  linen  paper ;  and  ia  in  anoh  a 
book-form  that  it  may  be  preserved  and  bound  in  vdmnea,  and  thna 
and  interesting  addition  to  one's  private  library. 
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Madamoiselle  Jenny  Lind.  —  To  trace  the  influence  which  Jenny  Lind  hai 
exercised  over  the  mind  of  musical  Earope,  since  her  first  appearance  untfl  the 
present  time,  would  ahnost  seem  an  impossibility.  All  Germany  and  England  hare 
directly  felt  it,  and  through  them  it  has  been  tangibly  felt  throughout  the  rest  of  Europe. 
She  is  the  veritable  Muse  of  Song  in  these  latter  days ;  and  it  may  interest  our  readers 
to  hear  an  appreciative  and  capable  correspondent  trace  out  the  elements  which  hare 
combined  to  produce  so  singular  a  success  as  that  which  has  marked  her  career  for  the 
last  six  or  seven  years :  '  As  a  child,  she  possessed  one  of  the  richest  and  most  delicate 
organs  which  had  ever  been  heard,  and  filled  in  Stockholm  that  exceptional  posiiioD 
which  is  always  held  by  those  wonderful  chOdren,  who  i^e  gifted  either  with  the  pre- 
cocity of  genius,  or  those  strange  and  marvellous  gifts  which  are  unapproachable  l^ 
the  larger-grown  and  more  heavily  gifted  '  stars'  in  every  art  and  calling.  She  was 
the  veritable  Tom  Thumb  of  opera  \  for  when  she  first  appeared  upon  the  stage,  she  was 
little  more  than  nine  years  old.  At  thirteea  her  voice  vanished.  It  broke  completely. 
The  dreams  of  her  ambition  — for  she,  modest  and  unassuming  as  she  was,  had  ambi- 
tion —  seemed  crushed  for  ever.  After  a  lapse  of  two  years,  however,  it  began  to 
return  to  her ;  and  she  contrived,  by  the  help  of  her  friends,  to  repair  to  Paris,  for 
the;3ake  of  obtaining  lessons  from  Garcia.  In  the  year  1843  or  1844,  she  appeared 
at  Berlin,  and  from  that  period  her  fame  has  been  «tcadily  and  rapidly  upon  the  in- 
crease.  In  the  year  1847  she  appeared  on  the  stage  of  Her  Majesty's  Theatre  in 
London,  and  in  the  year  1850  we  shall  reckon  upon  having  her  here  in  America. 

^  The  voice  of  Jenny  Lind  is  one  of  the  purest  and  most  delicate  «oprano«  of  which 
it  is  possible  to  conceive.  A  perfect  or  well-nigh  perfect  equality  exists  throughout 
its  register.  She  is  consequently  not  necessitated  to  abandon  or  slur  over  any  part  of 
her  execution.  In  its  delicacy  of  intonation,  and  its  surpassing  and  wonderful  flexi- 
bility, it  even  surpasses  the  voice  of  Persiana,  while  it  is  not  subject  to  those  changes 
which  have  proved  so  injurious  to  the  reputation  of  that  songstress,  whom  we  have 
very  frequently  heard  for  four  or  five  successive  evening's  half-a-note  at  variance  with 
the  pitch  of  the  orchestra.  Such  also  is  the  exquisiteness  of  her  enunciation,  and  the 
refinement  of  her  voice,  that  the  higher  notes  are  thrown  from  her  chest  with  all  the 
sharpness  and  clearness  which  might  attend  a  less  extraordinary  exertion  of  its  singu- 
lar powers.  It  deeper  notes  are  possibly  less  resonant  than  those  of  Giulia  Gam, 
but  they  possess  a  more  distinct  and  energetic  character,  and  are  brought  out  without 
any  of  the  difficulty  which  too  often  marks  the  exertions  of  that  singer.  Her  cadenxt 
and  fioretor  are  exclusively  composed  by  herself,  and  are  exquisitely  beautiftil ;  to 
much  so,  indeed,  that  they  were  frequently  copied  by  her  master,  Gaacu,  at  ^ 
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time  in  which  she  was  under  his  tuition.  It  is  however  in  lier  own  nraet  md  jfltam- 
tive  Swedish  ballads  that  we  have  felt  most  powerfiilly  the  ohamiB  of  tlus  wonmak 
enchantress ;  as  indeed  have  all  who  have  had  the  opportunity  of  hearing  thflm.  Om 
fact  which  wc  have  heard  respecting  the  ^Eeho  Song''  may  prove  a  good  aunfb  flf 
the  wild  and  wonderful  dreams  which  have  been  prodnoed  by  her  tnUnt  A  ftaoM 
professor  of  ventriloquism  in  England,  whoso  name  we  will  not  mentioB,  bid  thi 
opportunity  of  hearing  her  at  Birmingham.  Ho  was  fond  of  mneic,  and  enjojod  thi 
occasion  as  much  as  it  was  possible  to  do,  until  she  sang  this  mdody.  No  aooncr  hid 
he  heard  the  repetition  of  the  words  given,  than  he  smiled  to  himadf  with  the  if- 
proving  air  of  a  man  who  perfectly  appreciated  the  manner  in  whibh  it  waa  doae. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  air,  the  friend  who  had  accompanied  him  to  the  eoaottt, 
turned  to  him:  ^Is  it  not  beautiful?'  he  asked.  'Charming!'  waa  the  aaavcr. 
^  What  an  admirable  ventriloquist  she  would  make !'  His  friend  doubled  whether  k 
was  possible  that  he  heard  him  correctly,  and  asked  him  what  he  nieant :  '  Siaqi^,* 
replied  the  professor,  *■  that  the  echo  she  produces  in  that  song  la  the  reanltef 
quism !'  Nor  was  he  to  be  pcTsuaded  that  this  was  not  the  oaae.  ProbaUj  he 
the  conviction  to  this  day,  that  Jknny  Lind  is  a  vcntriloqiuat  1  Snoh  ia  one  fa 
alone,  taken  from  the  scores  with  which  we  are  acquainted,  of  the  mlmadiMf/ 
powers  of  this  lady ;  but  we  might  multiply  anecdote  upon  aneodote,  if  we  hai  At 
inclination  to  collect  but  one  tithe  part  of  those  which  are  floating  aboot  inefcryprt 
of  the  continent  of  Europe.  Such  however  is  not  our  wish.  We  took  np  oar  pfli 
with  the  intention  alone  of  fi^ving  some  idea  o(  her  powers  aa  a  TimaKat,  and 
ourselves  betrayed  into  the  anecdote  before  we  .were  well  aware  of  IL  Lei  Bf 
tent  ourselves  with  the  anticipation  that  she  will  ere  long  be  among  no ;  tiiat  wei 
once  more  have  the  opportunity  of  hearing  her  exquisite  Toioe  thriDiDg  thiw^  Ai 
^Deh  Vioniy^  or  some  other  of  those  songs  with  which  she  has  ao  often  beiom  dd^|^rf 
us  ;  that  we  shall  once  more  have  the  opportunity  of  seeing  one  of  the 
ing  and  unassuming  of  those  creatures  to  whom  Hbavbn  has  given  the 
light  and  astonish  those  to  whom  it  has  been  less  boontiftd  in  the  dklribatian  if  k 
choicer  and  more  enthralling  gifts.' 


The  Paas  Festival,  celebrated  the  other  evenmg  at  Nibu>*s  new 
Saint  Nicholas  Society ^  and  its  invited  gnests,  was  one  of  the  moat  dal%blM 
sions  of  the  sort  which  it  has  ever  been  our  good  fortune  to  attend.  We  thoal 
to  have  had  a  delegation  of  sour,  puritanical,  discontented  people|  of  whU 
tongue  soever,  drop  in  at  that  assembly  about  the  middle  of  the  evenly.  ThK9  wm 
not  a  fooe  that  was  not  ^  wreathed  in  smiles.'  The  higheat  dignitaiiea  WHtt  ma^^ 
pa&s-eggs,  and  bearing  away  their  *'  conquerors ;'  all '  teir,'  too,  not  a  ^vfela  Mf  h 
the  entire  collection.  The  capable  stewards  had  taken  oare  to  haTe  evcij  Mod  iMf 
in  the  way  of  potables  and  edibles,  and  well  did  Niblo,  that  prinoa  of 
their  exertions.  There  were  no  toasts  and  no  *  speeohes '  nffoeer- 
The  President  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Society,  J.  Db  PaivTBa  Ovnaif,  Hq;, 
few  felicitous  remarks,  touching  ^  the  day  we  celebrated ;'  and  Ptaident  KM|  tf  €^ 
lumbia  College,  and  Dr.  Wainwbigiit,  also  spoke  with  the 
charaoleristic  of  each.  Several  excellent  songs  and  storiea 
of  the  evening ;  and  amidst  a  cloud  of  odorous  smoke,  the  happf 
separated.    It  was  a  season  to  be  remembered. 
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Grossi?  WITH  Readers  and  Corkewondknts.  —  If  oar  readers  would  like  to  see 
a  little  ^  €r06sip  and  Garrulity/  in  the  first  person  singular,  from  a  pen  with  which  they 
have  long  been  familiar,  and  which  for  sixteen  years  has  not  before  been  employed  out 
cS  these  pages,  they  may,  ^  an*  if  they  list,'  glance  over  a  little  piece  in  the  May  num- 
ber of  our  friend  Godey'b  ^  Lady^a  Book*  of  Philadelphia,  entitled  ^Oostip  about 
Children^  in  a  Familiar  Epistle  to  the  Editor.^  We  are  moved  to  a  short  extract, 
because  it  ^  opens  up'  the  subject  of  ^Kitea^^  whereof  we  promised  to  say  something 
for  the  behoof  of  the  boys  of  Gotham  and  other  cities  devoted  to  the  manufacture  and 
propulsion  of  these  '  fabrics :' 

*  'Tbk  sorrowB  and  tears  of  youth,'  Bays  WAaHiNOTOK  Irving,  'are  as  bitter  as  those  of  ages' 
and  he  is  right.  They  are  sooner  washed  away,  it  is  true ;  but  oh  I  how  keen  is  the  prestnt  sensi- 
bility —  how  acute  the  passing  mental  agony ! 

*  My  twin-brother  Willis — may  his  aahes  repose  in  peace  in  his  early,  his  untimely  grave ! — and 
myseU;  when  we  were  very  little  boys  in  the  country,  saw,  one  bright  June  day,  fhr  up  in  the  blue  sky, 
a  p^per-kite,  swaying  to  and  fh),  rising  and  sinking,  diving  and  curvetting,  and  flashing  back  the  sua- 
light  in  a  manner  that  was  wonderful  to  behold.  We  left  our  little  tin  vessels  in  the  meadow  where 
we  were  picking  strawberries,  and  ran  into  a  neighboring  field  to  get  beneath  it;  and  keeping  our 
eyes  continually  upon  it,  ^  gazing  stedfasUy  into  heaven,*  we  presently  found  ourselves  by  the  side  of 
the  architect  of  that  magnificent  creation,  and  saw  the  line  which  held  it  reaching  into  the  skies,  and 
little  wliite  paper-messengers  gliding  along  up  it,  as  if  to  hold  communion  with  the  graoeful  artillGtel 
bird  of  the  air  at  the  upper  end. 

'  I  am  describing  this  to  you  as  a  6oy,  and  I  wish  you  to  think  of  it  as  a  boy. 

^  Well,  many  days  afterward,  and  after  various  unsuccessful  attempts,  which  not  a  little  disoomilttsd 
us — fbr  we  thought  we  had  obtained  the  *  principle*  of  the  kite— we  succeeded  in  making  one 
which  we  thought  would  fly.  The  air  was  too  still,  however,  fbr  several  days :  and  never  did  a  be- 
calmed navigator  wait  more  impatiently  for  a  breeze  to  speed  his  vessel  on  her  voyage,  than  did  we 
fbr  a  wind  that  should  send  our  paper  messenger,  iiedlzened  with  stars  of  red  and  yellow  paper, 
dancing  up  the  sky. 

*  At  last  it  pleased  the  *■  gentle  and  voluble  spirit  of  the  air*  to  favor  us.  A  mild  south  wind  qmag 
up,  and  so  derily  did  we  manage  our  machine,  that  it  was  presently  reduced  to  a  mere  miniatura  kite 
in  the  blue  ether  above  us.  Suck  an  event!  Fulton,  when  he  essayed  his  first  experiment,  felt 
DO  more  exultant  than  did  we,  wheu  that  great  triumph  was  achieved.  We  kept  it  up  until  Hwizl 
the  gloaming  and  the  mirk,'  when  we  drew  it  down,  and  deposited  it  in  the  t>arn;  hesitating  long 
wJUr*  to  place  it,  out  of  several  localities  that  seemed  safs  and  eligible,  but  finally  dedding  to  stand 
it  endwise  in  a  t>arrel,  in  an  unflrequented  comer  of  the  bam. 

'  I  am  coming  noW  to  a  specimen  of  the  ^  sorrows  and  tears  of  youth,*  of  which  GsorrRST  Crator 
spealLB.  We  dreamed  of  that  kite  in  the  night,  and  fhr  up  in  the  heaven  of  our  sleeping  vision  we 
saw  it  flashing  in  the  sun  and  gleaming  opaquely  in  the  twilight  air.  In  the  morning  we  repeirad 
betimes  to  the  bam,  approached  the  barrel  with  eagerness,  ss  if  it  weie  possible  fbr  the  Ute  to  hate 
taken  the  wings  of  the  evening  and  flown  away,  and  on  looking  down  into  the  recepteele  saw  oar 
eherished,  our  beloved  kite  broken  into  twenty  pieces  I 

*  It  was  our  man  Thomas  who  did  it,  climbing  upon  the  hay-mow. 

*  We  never  wholly  forgave  the  cruel  neighbor  who  tangked  at  us  fbr  our  deep  siX'OODths'  sorrow 
at  that  great  loss ;  a  loss  in  comparison  with  which  the  loss  of  a  fortune,  at  the  period  of  manhoodt 
would  sink  into  iusigniflcance.  Other  kites  indeed  we  construotsd ;  but  that  was  '  the  kite  you  vmhI 
oT  at  this  present.* 

Think,  therefore,  O  ye  parents  I  alwafs  think,  of  the  acuteness  of  a  child's  sense  of  childish  grieC 

*  I  ooce  saw  an  eider  brother,  the  son  of  a  metrop(^tan  nei^bor,  a  rompigg,  roystering  blade^  la 
the  merest  ^  devilment,'  cut  off  the  foot  of  a  little  doll  that  his  infSuitine  sister  was  amujing  herself 
with.  A  mutilation  of  living  flesh  and  blood,  of  bone  aqjl  sinew,  in  a  beloved  playmatsi,  could  soarasly 
have  affected  the  poor  child  more  painfally.  It  was  to  her  the  vital  current  of  a  beaotlfol  bid>e  which 
ooaed  from  the  bran  leg  of  that  stuffed  effigy  of  an  infknt ;  and  the  mental  sul&rings  of  the  child 
were  based  upon  the  innocent  faith  which  it  held,  that  all  thihgs  were  really  what  they  seemed.' 

Bat  speaking  of  kites :  it  really  ^  doth  appeareth  onto  na'  that  onr  metropolitaa 
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javeniles  do  n't  know  how  to  construct  'cm.  Thin,  tissue-paper  things,  with  no  shape 
to  them  beyond  that  of  a  confused  scxagon,  no  place  for  a  head,  and  leas  for  a  tnl, 
these  are  the  machines  you  see  fluttering  and  bobbing,  ducking  and  sidling,  in  the 
sky  of  Gotham.  How  unlike  the  walnut-bow  and  oedar-shaft  kite  of  the  ked'ntrj; 
with  its  rod-worsted  wings  '  a-flappink  in  the  hair,'  as  Tkllowputsh  says,  its  firma- 
ment of  bright  paper-stars  gleaming  in  the  sun ;  its  long  flaunting  taO,  moving  g^raoefUlj 
with  the  mass  aboTc  it,  its  tasselled  end  waving  like  the  tail-fin  of  a  fish,  that  gracefaOest 
of  moving  things.  Ah !  those  were  the  kites ;  and  it  was  from  such  specimens  of '  hi^ 
art'  that  we  derived  our  love  of  them,  which  to  this  day  has  never  left  ua ;  as  many 
a  lad  can  testify,  who  has  been  flying  kites  in  our  '  beat,'  as  we  daily  wend  to  and  from 
the  sanctum.  Wo  confidently  ask  our  juvenile  friends,  did  we  ever  see  a  kite,  how- 
soever small  or  ignoble,  lodged  in  a  tree,  or  on  a  telegraph  wire,  or  twisted  roond  a 
telegraph-polo,  or  a  chimney,  without  rendering  immediate  and  '  valuable  amatanoer 
Never !  —  and  if  the  dyspeptic  Wall-street  broker,  who  called  the  attentwn  of  hlf 
sneering  chum  the  other  morning  to  ^  Old  Knick.'  descending  a  tree,  a  disabled  kite 
in  his  hand,  and  a  *  solution  of  continuity'  in  his  trowserloons,  will  call  up  in  oar  street, 
we  will  give  him  a  little  illustration  of  the  *■  luxury  of  doing  good.'  The  bright,  golden- 
haired  boy  who  owned  that  kite,  Mr.  Broker,  knows  how  to  be  grateful ;  and  if  we 
should  hereafter  ever  flourish  in  Wall-street,  in  your  line,  he  would  send  na  the  beet 
of  shaving  -  *  paper'  to  be  had  in  ^  the  street ;'  and  we  can  tell  you  too,  Mr.  PoLrnouii, 
that  if,  in  the  progress  of  events,  wo  should  chance  to  bo  *■  up'  for  some  ofl^  in  the 
gift  of  this  our  good  old  Knickerbocker  city,  that  lad  would  be  *  good  for*  fifty  YoCea. 
We  can  only  say,  that  once  tit  a  municipal  office,  of  the  proper  desoripUon,  onr  beet 
exertions  shall  not  be  wanting  to  '  put  down'  the  telegraph-poles  and  wires.  Electri- 
city is  a  *  good  institution,'  no  doubt,  and  enables  us  to  ^  enjoy  our  murders'  in  the 
morning  papers  to  a  greater  extent  than  formerly ;  but  telegraphs  were  never  intended 
to  interfere  with  the  ^  vested  rights'  of  boys  engaged  in  kite-flying  —  never !  The  de- 
struction in  this  branch  of  business  is  greatly  increasing.  Look  at  the  ragged  akeletooi, 
the  almost  fossil  remains,  that  flap  and  writhe  upon  the  wires  and  poets,  where  Ihey  have 
been  gibbetted  —  *■  lean,  rent  and  beggared  by  the  strumpet  wind.'  What '  nnder- 
lies'  all  this  evil  ?  The  telegraph  system.  Boys,  ^  To  the  poles !  down  with  the  polea  V 
should  be  the  rallying  cry.  They  are  aristocratic ;  they  are  unoonstitntional ;  thej 
are  worse  than  the  ^  Wilmot  proviso !'  Such  and  so  many  have  been  tho  wrecks  of 
kites, '  sailing  on  the  high  seas  of  air,'  that  juvenile  enterprise  has  been  diverted  to 
other  channels ;  and  a  virulent  eruption  of  whip-tops,  ^  groaning  under  the  lash,'  Im 
broken  out,  and  is  spreading  all  over  the  metropolis  ;  driving  the  aged  from  the  wallli, 
invading  the  delicate  feet  and  ankles  of  our  lovely  female  pedestrians,  and  playmg 
the  very  deuce  with  the  interior  of  their  beautiful  white  under-dresacs.  Let  the 
nuisance  bo  abated.  A  vermilion  edict !  .  .  .  Who  can  *  gild  refined  gold  V  TAf 
up  your  ^Book  of  Common  Prayer ^^  reader  —  we  hope  it  is  '  not  far  fh)m  each  one 
of  you '  —  and  turn  to  this  passage  in  the  Dtany : 


*  By  the  mystery  of  thy  holy  incamaUon ;  bv  thy  holy  naU  vl^  and  circumcisian ;  by  thy  _ 
bstlng  and  temptation ;  by  thine  oKony  and  bloody  sweat;  bythycrooaandpaasloo:  bythypndoai 
death  and  burial ;  by  thy  giorioiu  resurrection  and  aKensioo ;  and  by  the  coming  of  the  Holt 
Ghomt  ;  good  Lord,  deliver  xal  In  all  time  of  our  tribuhition ;  in  all  time  of  oar  prcspettty;  1m 
thehourof  death,  and  in  the  day  of  Judgment,  good  Loan  deliver  oar  - 

We  never  hear  this  portion  of  the  Litany,  howsoever  indifTerently  repeated,  in  the 
•ervioe  of  tho  sanctuary,  without  a  profound  feeling  of  reverence,  and  almost  of  awe. 
It  baa  seemed  to  ns  that  the  ooOooation  of  the  words  could  not  bo  equalled ;  that  the 
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gradual  convergence  of  the  periods  is  absolutely  perfect.  Poetry  certainly  cannot  im- 
prove either  ;  as  witness  th6  nearest  counterpart  by  Wesley,  than  whom  surely  no 
one  could  have  succeeded  better.    We  annex  a  portion  only  of  his  stanzas : 


'  By  thy  fasUng  and  temptation. 

Mortify  dor  rain  deefres ; 
Take  away  what  sense  or  paaaioD, 

Appetite  or  flesh,  requires ; 
Ann  us  with  tliy  selMenial, 

Every  tempted  soul  defend ; 
Save  us  in  the  flerv  trial, 

Bfake  us  faithftil  to  the  end. 

*  By  thy  sorer  sufferings,  save  us. 

Save  us  when  conformed  to  thee ; 
By  thy  miseries  relieve  us, 

By  thy  painful  agony ; 
When  beneath  thy  frown  we  languish, 

When  we  feel  thine  anger^s  weight. 
Save  us  by  thine  unknown  anguish, 

Save  us  by  thy  bloody  sweat ! 


<  By  that  hi^est  point  cX  paaiioni 

By  thy  suffering  on  the  tree, 
Save  us  fh>m  the  indlgnati^ 

Due  to  all  mankind  and  me: 
Hanging  bleeding,  panting,  dying, 

Gaspmg  out  thy  latest  breath. 
By  thy  precious  death's  applying. 

Save  us  fh>m  eternal  death! 

*■  From  the  world  of  care  release  us, 

By  thy  precious  burial  save ; 
Crucified  with  thee,  O  Jbsus  I 

Hide  OB  in  thv  quiet  grave ; 
By  thy  power,  divinelv  glorious, 

By  thy  resurrection^s  power, 
Raise  us  up,  o^er  sin  victorious, 

Baise  us  up,  to  sin  no  m.on  ? 


It  has  often  struck  us  that  a  clergyman  of  the  Chtirch  of  England  has  at  least  one 
advantage  over  his  brethren  of  other  orders  in  the  ministry.  He  may  himself  be 
tame ;  he  may  be  jejune  and  flat ;  soporiferous  influences  of  '  poppy,  mandragora, 
and  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  East,'  may  distil  from  his  lips ;  but  his  hearers  have 
heard  ^  the  Service;^  all  classes  and  conditions  of  men,  among  his  auditors  or  else- 
where, have  been  appropriately  remembered.  .  .  .  There  is  a  pleasant  anecdote  in 
a  little  satirical  brochure  just  published,  entitled  *■  The  Crudities  of  the  Code  4md  the 
CodifierSy*  of  a  tall,  raw-boned  recruit,  who  was  put  on  drill  by  a  little  cocksparrow 
of  an  officer :  as  every  command  was  given  to  him,  he  would  look  down  to  see  his 
commander,  and  was  as  often  admonished  to  hold  up  his  head.  Repeated  adm9nitions 
of  the  kind  at  length  had  the  efiect  to  induce  the  recruit  to  r^se  his  head  at  least  to 
a  level  with  the  setting  sun,  and  the  officer  ordered  him  to  keep  it  there.  '  What, 
always  V  was  the  inquiry.  *  Tes,  always  V  was  the  stern  reply.  '  Then  good-by, 
leftenant  *,  I. shall  never  see  you  again !'  .  .  .  We  trust  we  shall  be  accused  of  no 
iinkindness  in  calling  public  attention  to  a  now  work  by  the  prolific  author  of  *  Puffer 
Hopkins.'  It  is  termed  ^The  Adventures  of  Mr.  Moneypenny;^  and  jud^g  from 
the  slunple-sheets  which  have  been  furnished  to  the  writer's  Fidus  Achates,  for  pub- 
lication in  advance,  we  infer  it  to  be  fully  equal  to  the  previous  *  various  writings'  of 
the  author,  whereby  so  many  hapless  publishers  have  been  depleted.  Now  we  ask 
any  reader,  who  may  heretofore  for  a  moment  have  fimcied  that  the  *  North- Ameri- 
can Review,'  the  Knickerbocker,  and  other  the  like  journals,  had  been  '  too  hard' 
npon  Puffer  Hopkins,  we  ask  any  reader  to  read,  or  try  to  read,  at  least,  this 
latest  specimen  of  the  peculiar  ^  humor'  of  our  '  American  Dickens.'  Try  it  once, 
reader  for  our  sake,  for  the  love  of  '  Old  Knick.  *,'  and  in  the  mean  time  regard  these 
remarks  of  Addison  in  *  The  Spectator^  as  conveying  a  tolerably  clear  inkling  of  our 
own  impressions  ^  in  the  premises :'  ^  Among  all  kinds  of  writing,  there  is  none  in 
which  a  stupid  author  is  more  api  to  miscarry  than  in  a  work  of  humor,  and  there  is 
none  in  which  he  is  more  ambitious  to  excel.  It  is  not  an  imagination  that  teems  with 
monsters,  a  head  that  is  filled  with  extravagant  conceptions,  which  is  capable  of  fur- 
nishing the  world  with  diversions  of  this  nature ;  and  yet  if  we  look  into  the  produc- 
tions of  some  writers  who  set  up  for  men  of  humor,  what  wild  irregular  fancies,  what 
unnatural  distortions  of  thought,  do  we  meet  with?  If  they  deliver  nonsense,  they 
believe  they  are  talking  humor ;  and  when  they  have  drawn  together  a  scheme  of 
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absurd,  inooDBistent  ideas,  they  are  not  aUe  to  read  it  over  to 
laughing.  These  poor  gentlemen  endeavor  to  gain  themselves  the  repntatiQa  of  vili 
and  humorists  by  such  monstrous  oonoeiti  as  ahnost  qualify  than  for  Bedim;  Mi 
considering  that  humor  should  always  lie  under  the  check  of  reascm,  and  that  it  re^viraa 
the  direction  of  the  nicest  judgment,  by  so  much  the  more  as  it  indnlges  itsdf  m  tiia 
most  boididleeB  freedoms.  For  my  part,  when  I  read  the  delirious  mirth  cC  n  vn- 
skilful  author  in  this  kind,  I  cannot  be  so  barbarous  as  to  divert  myself  with  ifcybsi  am 
rather  apt  to  pity  the  man,  than  to  laugh  at  any  thing  he  writes.' .  .  .  Ws  mmft'b^tof 
decline'  having  any  thing  to  say  or  do  in  the  matter  suggested  by '  Oohsrvatoe.'  And 
if  he  will  permit  us  to  give  iUm  a  little  advice,  we  shall  ask  to  convey  it  in  theaa  Bum: 

*  Ip  wisdom^  ways  you  wisely  seek, 

Five  things  observe  with  care ; 
Of  whom  you  speak,  to  whom  you  speak, 
And  Atfw  —  and  voilun — andwAare? 

The  sketch  entitled  ^Tlu  Old  White  Meeting-House  RevisUei*  we  had  read, and 
with  pleasure,  before  the  receipt  of  our  correspondent's  note.  The  first  intervieir  of 
the  writer  with  the  sexton,  a  wrmklcd,  crooked,  feeble  old  man,  who  had  so  long  and 
so  often  been  in  the  grave  that  he  wondered  he  should  then  be  out  of  it ;  Hie  reol- 
niscences  connected  with  the  tenants  of  the  little  church-yard,  (reminding  ns  TOJ 
forcibly  of  ^Our  Burial-Place y^  written  by  Miss  Sbdgwick  for  these  pAges,)  and  «•> 
pecially  the  visit  paid  by  the  writer,  after  a  long  absence,  to  the  village  pmonagB, 
once  the  homestead  of  his  parents,  the  abiding-place  of  his  brothers  and  aialen; 
these  struck  us  as  vividly  and  graphically  limned.  After  retiring  to  rest  in '  The 
Parsonage,'  in  the  same  room  where  he  slept  when  a  clyld,  with  the  umMMtmm  of 
the  past  thick-clustering  about  him,  he  passes  (so  busy  is  Memory)  a  sleepteas  rAi^ 
But  the  morning  at  length  comes,  when,  he  tcUs  us :  • 


( 


I WAMDBSBD  out  smiHig  the  trees,  and  fields,  and  streams,  that  were  once  my  moitflBnilisr 
The  stode^rem  around  the  Darsonage  I  had  helped  to  plant   They  were  now  wide  aimadilBg 


braoehes  meeting  over  head,  althoush  we  had  set  their  tronks  wide  asonder.  Here  wsrs  Ww  |  n 
inarow:  they  were  planted  for  and  by  four  brothers  of  us,  and  each  in  the  order  of  hia  age  has  a 
treeof  his  own,  which  he  watered  and  watched  with  fi-atemal  care.  The  trees  sn  all  ttvtag:  sTfts 
brothers,  one  has  been  transplanted  to  a  better  soil  and  a  fidrer  dime.  He  was  a  Una  boy.  Welds 
I  remember  how  he,  the  youngest  of  the  four,  was  pleaaed  to  have  a  tree  of  his  own;  bowwosi  Is 
fill  the  trench  around  it  with  water,and  to  see  that  Am  tree  (they  were  aU  astoot  iBftrilleaOdldaot 
wilt.  But  Ae  withered  and  died  before  his  sun  had  reached  its  noon.  Poorboyf— iio,iilli8rMas 
say,  bleowd  was  he  that  his  Father  took  him  so  early  to  his  bosom,  and  spared  him  the  trlsli  sal 
struggles  the  rest  of  us  have  had  to  meet  and  to  bear.  How  strange  the  mutatioaa  and  fioinmlst 
lings  of  this  world  I  .  .  .  Bui  these  fields  have  not  changed.  These  hills  are  the  aame— > the  *ev««» 
lasting  hills:*  the  forests  crown  them  yet,  and  these  streams  at  their  Iwse  flow  on  as  they  did  thM 
years  mo,  when  I  walked  in  them,  or  sal  on  their  banks  and  an^ed  Ibr  trout  in  the  samsMr  son.  u 
is  good  to  look  Nature  in  the  fiooe  again,  and  to  see  some  aoenea  that  have  not  changed  wtth  tts 
changes  of  an  eyer«hanging  world.' 

Would  you  know,  reader,  what  constitutes  the  true  beauty  of  the  foregoing  eitrMftt 

Wc  can  inform  you :  truth,  feeling,  simplicity ;  and  without  these  qualitieBcUwritiqg 

in  this  kind  is  nought    .   .   .   Our  old  friend  and  correspondent,  the  poet  LoHO* 

FELLOW,  in  ^The  Village  Blaeksmith^^  painted  from  nature  for  these  pagea,  haa  this 

reminiscence  of  his  sitter : 

*  He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  church, 
And  sits  among  his  boys ; 
He  hears  the  parson  prav  and  preach, 
He  keart  kit  iangktert  voice 
8m0im£  m  the  vUUige  cluir^ 
Jtnd  tt  make*  ki*  kmrt  rejaietJ* 

We  alwmys  thoogfai,  and  now  know,  that  this  is  a  true  picture.    While  a  aoA^ 
feathery,  ecboless  and  almost  warm  April  snow  is  coming  down  withcNrt,  and  tfea 
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white-mufflod  branches  <^  the  trees  before  the  sanctnm-windowB  make  a  ftint  melody 
in  the  moist  night-wind,  there  oomes  up  firom  the  parlor-piano  below  a  ^  daughter's 
voice'  singing,  with  the  proper  accompaniment,  that  most  lilting  and  charaoteristio 
of  Scottish  songs,  'TAe  Lavrd  o'  Cockpen;^  a  tone  which,  <»i  one  occasion,  after 
having  danced  to  it  some  dooen  times  in  the  *  small  hoars'  of  the  morning,  at  a  Dobb's 
Ferry  quadrille-party,  we  began  to  sing  in  our  sleep ;  the  only  rndtement  thereto 
being  the  prompting  of  a  friend,  who,  with  a  wager  as  to  the  result, '  hummed'  the 
opening  notes  in  our  *■  dreaming  ear.'  Ah !  old-baohdor  friend,  who  did  that  deed| 
do  you  have  any  little  girls  coming  home  from  boarding-school,  and  making  your 
*  heart  rejoice'  without  even  knowing  it  themselves  7  Expect  not ;  *  leastways'  you 
ought  n't  to  have.  .  .  .  Our  friend  and  correspondent,  W.  H.  C.  Hosmer,  Esq., 
in  preceding  pages,  has  paid  his  poetical  *'  addresses'  to  '  The  Song-Sparrow;^  partly 
incited  thereto,  we  may  suppose,  by  the  following  letter  from  a  gentleman  now  oe- 
eopying  a  high  judicial  statbn  in  the  southern  section  of  this  our  '  Empire  State.'  It 
is  pleasant  to  meet  with  a  sun-spot  like  this  charming  missive  on  the  dark  stem 
ground  of  judicial  life :  *  I  have  entered  so  heartily  into  your  beautiful  conception  of 
bringing  out,  in  due  time,  an  annual  of  poetry  upon  birds,  with  plates,  etc.,  that  I 
have  availed  myself  of  the  first  leisure  hour  since  my  return  here  to  fulfil  my  promise 
of  calling  your  attention  to  the  song-sparrow,  and  giving  some  hints  upon  its  traits 
and  habits.  It  has  long  been  my  &vorite  bird,  and  I  am,  I  confess,  not  a  little  jealous 
of  iti  reputation,  not  only  as  a  sweet  and  unrivaiUed  songster,  but  as  a  pattern  of  aH 
the  beautiful  traits  and  charming  virtues  that  adorn  this  poetical  and  melodious  raoe 
of  God's  creatures.  It  is  a  bird  of  the  humblest  pretensions;  modest  in  its  de- 
meanor and  apparel ;  and  seems  to  love,  at  a  somewhat  timid  and  sale  distance,  the 
companionship  of  man.  They  abound  in  the  Chemung  valley,  and  I  have  met  them 
in  many  other  parts  of  the  state ;  and  although  Dr.  Ds  Kat  thinks  they  are  not 
common  in  the  interior  of  this  state,  my  own  opinion,  founded  upon  long  obeervationy 
is,  that  there  is  scarcely  a  district  where  they  are  not  to  be  fbund,  espedaBy  in  the 
spring.  The  same  author  also  says'that  he  has  reason  to  believe  that  a  few  spend  the 
entire  winter  in  the  Atlantic  district  of  this  state.  I  not  only  brieve  this,  but  also 
that  they  do  not  leave  us  at  all.  Where  they  hide  through  the  winter,  I  have  no 
means  of  forming  any  conjecture ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  they  are  the  very  earliest 
harbingers  of  spring,  and  remain  and  sing  long  after  the  passage-birds  have  gone 
frcMn  among  us.  I  have  heard  them  since  my  return  here,  now  on  the  twenty-nintii 
of  November ;  and  it  is  by  no  means  uncommon  to  hear  them  in  this  quarter  vntfl 
the  last  warm  day  of  Autumn  has  yielded  to  the  rough  grasp  of  Winter.  They  omy  ■ 
very  easily  be  mistaken  for  the  ground-bird,  or  grass-bird,  by  one  who  does  not  notioe 
particularly,  the  general  appearance  being  somewhat  similar,  and  the  sixe  nearly  the 
same.  The  distinguishing  marks  are,  however,  quite  apparent  to  the  dose  observer } 
and  the  tong  —  oh !  how  I  wish  Shellbt  could  have  heard  it  at  the  first  opening  of 
spring !  I  have  never  heard  the  real  sky-lark,  but  I  wDl  back  my  bird  against  it,  on 
any  genial  spring  day,  give  me  but  fair,  unbiassed  judges.  If  that  rarest  of  all  poets, 
who  had  in  him  the  soul  of  a  thousand  birds,  could  have  listened  to  the  blithe  stndns 
of  the  little  song-sparrow,  it  would  not  have  remained  the  obscure.bird  it  is.  For  a 
more  particular  description  of  its  haunts  and  habtti,  allow  me  to  refSer  yon  to  our 
State  Ornithology,  and  the  authorities  there  dted.  It  builds  genially  in  shmbs,  bvt 
I  have  known  it  to  build  in  the  pine  near  my  door.  The  sdentifio  name,  FrimgiUa 
Melodia,  is  highly  appropriate,  and  bdongs  more  properly  to  this  bird  than  any  oHwr. 
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Do  not  abandon  the  idea  of  the  Book  of  Burds.    It  is  a  conception  w<nihy  of  a  tn» 
poet.*    A  bird  somewhat  like  this  made  melodious  the  sighing  pines  ^d  cedars  near 
a  friend's  residence  on  Staten-Island,  where  we  had  the  happiness  to  pass  a  recent 
bright  cold  day  of  mid-March.    Its  little  chirping  note  was  inexpressibly  sweet ;  and 
nothing  could  exceed  the  *  scenic  accompaniments.'    Flanked  by  a  Hne  of  deep  blae 
hills,  far  off  gleamed  in  the  sun-light  the  cities  of  Newark  and  Elizabethtown,  with 
glancing  waters  between ;  Jersey  City  and  New- York,  with  the  adjacent  Weehawken 
Heights,  and  the  Palisades,  slept  nlently  upon  the  broad  bosom  of  the  bay  and  the 
banks  of  the  noblest  river  in  the  world ;  steepled  Brooklyn  crowned  the  eastern 
heights ;  while  on  the  south,  through  the  Narrows,  spread  the  illimitable  sea,  dotted 
with  ships,  with  here  and  there  an  ocean-steamer  coming  into  port,  or  departing  for 
foreign  climes.    It  was  *  a  sight  to  see,'  and  one,  moreover,  which  may  be  seen,  on 
any  pleasant  day,  for  a  *'  'York  shilling.'    .    .    .    ^  The  American  Art^Umon  BuUetin^* 
under  the  supervision  of  Mh  W.  J.  HorriN,  an  accomplished  art-critic  and  an  able 
writer,  as  our  readers  have  had  opportunities  of  testifying,  announces  the  attractions 
of  the  institution  for  the  coming  year.    It  has  already  on  its  walls  upward  of  an 
hundred  pictures ;  and  among  them  Lkutze's  fine  painting,  ^  Knight  of  Sayn  and 
the  Gnomes,'  Cole's  ^  Dream  of  Arcadia,'  together  with  many  other  *  gems  of  the 
first  water'  firom  artists  of  eminence  or  great  promise.    The  subjects  for  five  large 
prints,  in  line  engraving,  on  steel,  have  been  selected.    They  will  consist  of  CoiJi's 
picture  above-mentioned,  Edmonds'  *  New  Scholar,'  a  very  capital  thing,  Lbutzb's 
*  Image  Breaker,'  Durand's  glorious  picture  of  *  Dover  Plains,'  and  Woodvillb's 
'  Card-Players.'    The  prints  will  correspond  in  size  with,  and  be  bound  in  the  same 
form,  as  Darlet's  superb  outlines  of  ^  Rir  Van  Winkle'  and  the  '  Legend  of  Sleepy 
Hollow,'  of  which  we  have  before  spoken,  and  which  are  now  attracting  deserved 
commendation  in  the  English  journals.    ^  The  Bulletin,'  which  is  much  enlarged, 
and  otherwise  improved,  gives  us  etchings  of  two  pictures  by  our  firiend  Mr.  Glass, 
now  in  England.    We  cannot  but  think  that  the  engraver  has  exaggerated  the  ani- 
mals.   Surely  they  are  too  immense.    The  American  Art-Union  bids  &ir  to  have 
more  and  better  pictures  than  on  any  previous  year,  and  it  is  oSrtainly  preparing  to 
give  every  subscriber  the  fuU  value  of  his  subscription  in  fine  engravings  from  works 
of  high  art.    .    .    .    ^  The  cry  is  still  they'  go  —  the  crowded  ships  for  Califomia ! 
Every  steamer  that  arrives,  bringing  the  ^  precious  metal,'  returns  with  hundreds 
upon  hundreds  of  eager  adventurers  alter  the  ^  dust,'  beside  inciting  all  sorts  of  water- 
craft  and  all  sorts  of  people  to  follow  in  their  wake ;  while  innumerable  land-oom- 
panies  and  caravans  are  moving  onward  to  the  same  land  of  promise.    Ah  I  how  fow 
of  these  gt^d-seekers  think  of  the  discomforts,  the  privations,  the  perib  they  may 
have  to  encounter ! — or  how  many  who  have  gone,  with  light  and  eager  hearts,  before 
them,  worn  down  by  disease  and  suffering,  have  '  laid  thera  down  in  their  last  sleep !' 
And  there,  by  the  bleak  sierra's  side,  or  the  rushing  river's  bank,  they  rest  in  their 

distant  graves : 

*  No  stone  nor  monamental  crofls 
Tells  where  their  moaldering  sahes  lie, 
Who  sought  for  gold  and  found  it  drow.' 

Wi  have  before  us  '  Part  One'  of  ^The  Ooseipe  of  lltvcrtoion,'  by  Mrs.  Joscm 
C.  Nbal,  of  Phikiddphia.  We  can  cordially  commend  them  to  our  readers.  The 
papers  whM*h  give  the  title  to  the  present  number  inculcate,  by  striking  and  interest- 
ing inoidento,  lesMos  cf  oharity  and  goodness.    The  style  is  lively,  desoriptive,  ooUo- 
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quial  and  pleasant.  Other  sketches,  in  prose  and  verse,  will  succeed.  A  portrait  of 
the  lady-author  is  so  exceedingly  like  a  &ir  yonng  friend  of  the  writer  hereof,  that 
he  must  needs  thank  the  painter  and  engraver  for  the  sad,  calm  face  that  fronts  the 
title-page  of  the  volume  before  us.  .  .  .  Hbaring  faintly  just  now,  from  the  nursery 
overhead,  the  faithful  nurse  Mart-Ann  rocking  and  plaintively  singing  to  the  little  girl 
of  two  years  in  her  arms,  who  is  very  fair  and  dear  in  the  eyes  and  hearts  of  those 
who  love  her  best,  we  opened  the  sanctum-door  into  the  hall,  and  listened  to  hear  the 
melody  take  shape  in  these  words : 


*  Rock  of  Ages  I  cleft  for  me^ 
Let  me  hide  myaelf  in  thee! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood 
From  thy  riven  side  which  flowed 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 
Qeanae  me  fh>m  its  guilt  and  power ! 

*  Xot  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  folfll  thy  law^s  commands: 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  mv  tears  forevei;  flow, 
^U  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Tbou  must  save,  and  Tbou  alone. 


'  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simplv  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  tor  grace ; 
Fom,  I  to  the  Foontein  fly. 
Wash  me,  SaviousI  or  1  die. 

« While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  are  closed  in  death. 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
To  meet  thee  on  thy  Judgment  throne, 
Hock  of  Ages,  deft  for  me, 
Let  me  hidto  myself  in  Thkb  !' 


Now  as  we  closed  the  door,  and  resumed  the  pen,  we  were  conscious  of  a  glow  of 
gratitude  in  our  bosom,  that  600  had  made  the  heart  of  woman  tender  and  loving  of 
infiuicy  and  childhood,  and  that  the  delegated  guardian  of  our  own  little  lambs  reve- 
rently remembered  the  (xood  Shepherd,  into  whose  fold  we  hope  they  shall  one 
day  be  gathered.  .  .  .  Mr.  Peter  Cram,  instructor  in  psalmody,  writes  us  as  follows : 

*  ffetehabonnuck,  (7«  /.,)  ^pril  8, 1850. 

*SiR :  On  one  occasion,  some  years  since,  an  ingenious  historian  in  your  periodical  described, 
with  a  good  deal  of  minuteness,  and  some  personal  exaggeration,  the  treatment  which  I  received  at 
Tlnnecum,  on  Long-Island,  in  my  endeavor  to  open,  by  a  preparatory  lectur%  a  singing-echool  in  that 
village ;  treatment  instigated  entirely  by  one  Mr.  Wethcrbt,  a  pretended  singer,  but  In  the  art  of 
true  psalmody  an  ignorant  ramus,  as  he  himself  showed  that  night  Since  I  went  away  flrom  Tinne- 
eom,  I  have  been  tanghting  large  classes  in  my  native  state  of  New-Hampshire,  and  also  in  Uaine 
and  Connecticut.  The  Hutchinosons  had  their  flrst  rudiments  of  me,  and  they  can  now  keep  as 
good  time,  and  lAag  in  as  complete  tune,  as  I  can  myself,  after  whom  tb&Lr  style  is  modeDated.  But 
I  want  to  say  to  you,  and  I  want  you  to  print  in  your  columes,  the  treatment  which  I  have  received 
in  the  town  of  Hetchabonnuck. 

*It  doos  seem  to  me  that  Long-Island  Is  one  of  the  onmannerdeet  localities  on  the  face  of  the 
globed  airth.  The  way  in  which  I  have  been  used  here  I  believe  was  preconcerted  before  hand  pr 
purpose.  It  doos  look  like  it,  certain ;  and  I  should  nH  wonder  if  old  Mr.  Wkthbrbt  up  to  Tinne- 
com  had  a  hand  in  it.  They  say  he 's  a-livin' yet,  and  that  he 's  as  cross  as  a  bear  with  a  sore  head, 
and  never  laughs  except  when  somebody  talks  to  him  about  my  being  druv  away  tram  Tinnecom. 
He  must  have  heerd  that  I  was  stayln*  at  Jericho,  and  that  I  was  comin'  to  Babylon  and  Hetchalxm- 
nnck,  eallatin'  to  lectur'  and  form  classes. 

'  I  opened  at  my  first  lectur'  here  to  more  *n  seventy-flve  individuals,  such  as  peoide,  of  good  dia- 
rM:ter,  girls  and  boys.  It  was  in  the  long-room  of  a  good  big  buildin*,  over  a  *pothecary*8  shop  and 
a  hat-store.  There  was  cracks  in  the  floor  below,  and  I  could  hear  *em  come  in  and  ask.  for  medidne ; 
and  when  I  was  a-flxin^  my  programmys  and  tickets  1  was  disturbed  ocmsiderabul  by  folks  arlangliln' 
down  in  the  store.  Well,  my  second  lectur^-' night  come,  and  I  had  fifty  peupils.  Tliey  had  Just  done 
beatin'  time,  *•  Upward  beat,  downward  beat,  hither  beat,  thither  beat,*  and  had  done  it  flntrraie ; 
and  they  was  all  standin*  up  on  the  floor  to  try  a  lesson  in  tune.  I  was  standin'  up  before  'em,  with 
my  hand  raised,  and  had  jest  said  ^SeOund  P  (I  was  proud  to  see  'em,  it  was  such  a  promisin'  class,) 
when  I  see  some  of  'em  begin  to  put  their  han'kerchers  to  their  fbces  and  stop  their  mooths,  and 
some  on  'em  ag'In  was  holdin'  down  their  heads  and  snlckerin',  and  them  at  the  foot  of  the  row 

begun  to  move  ofl*.  *■  What  in  the  creation,^  says  I,  *■  is  the  mat 1 '  But  Just  at  that  minute  I  smelt 

I  think  the  most  s'archin',  the  awAilest  smell  that  I  ever  see  in  my  life.    It  was  dreadful! 

^  Sir,  a  little  ways  ft-om  where  we  was  all  standin'  was  a  window,  which  I  hMsted ;  but  it  was  a 
dampish,  sour  day,  and  some  of  the  girls  had  pretty  thin  ftrocks  on  'em,  so  I  had  to  ahet  it  down 
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ag^in  oonsidefHbul  quiok.  We  tbaa.  moved  to  another  eend  of  the  room ;  the  cImb  tMmed,  and 
though  there  was  some  coughin*  at  llrat,  I  got  'em  arrang'd  good, and  had  Jest  aaid  ^Sedm»dP  agla, 
when  right  under  my  feet,  atandin*  up  at  the  head  of  my  extent  claas,  there  eomeup  ag^  tbatdrtad- 
/v/-smellin*  smeD  t  It  was  the  most  ex-screwshiatin'  flavor  that  ever  my  nose  went  into ;  and  this 
time  the  peupito  ooold  nH  stand  it. 

*NowIwasmad!  I  waa  determined,  if  I  choked  in  doin' of  it,  to  find  out  what  it  WM.  Ipeefced 
down  through  a  leette  crack  in  the  floor,  and  there  I  see  a  feller  standin*  on  two  diairB,laiighin' ready 
to  bu'st,  with  a  great  big  ox-bladder,  and  pipe  stuck  into  it,  a-squeezin*  on  it  together  like  &  beOowaeB} 
and  the  eend  of  the  pipe  run  through  a  leette  hole  Just  where  I  'd  been  standin*. 

^It  was  the  meanest,  nastiest  way  of  breaking  up  a  singin*-school  that  I  ever  see,  and  I've  had 
some  experience  in  such  things,  wtien  I  was  a  younger  man,  and  coidd  stand  it  better.  He'd  been 
and  gone  and  got  two  bladders  and  fllled  *em  runnin*  over  with  Sulfrated  HiAtrgem.  Gaahy  and  he 
wasArsqueezin*  it  up  into  my  scho(d-room  t  None  o^  them  peupUs  'S  been  to  my  school  rinoe— not 
one  on  'em ;  and  I  've  got  to  pay  my  board  for  two  weeks  longer  here,  any  how,  'canae  I  agreed  to, 
in  wrltin' ;  and  every  time  I  go  out  doors  I  see  some  o'  my  peupils  »>laaghin'  and  puttin'  their  handa 
to  their  noses  in  the  most  provokin'  kind  o*  way ;  and  I  've  got  to  stay  here  two  weeks  and  bear  it. 
Did  you  everhearof  any  thing  so  mean  in  your  bom  days?  Ihopeyou  will  print  this,  fiv  the  sake  of 
Justice,  and  the  cause  of  humanity,  and  also  the  art  of  music.    Your  obedient  servant, 

^Pmm  Ceaii. 

( P.  S.  I  've  Just  been  told  that  it  is  a  son  of  old  Mr.  Withbkbt,  to  linnecnm,  thai  fceepa  the 
'pothecary-shop.    That  lets  the  thing  out  o'  the  bag  kH>nce-t.  f.  c* 

Wb  have  given  all  the  material  parts  of  Mr.  Cram's  letter ;  and  would  now  adyiM 
him  to  leave  the  inhospitable  place  where  he  is  sojourning,  so  soon  as  his  board  is  np, 
and  repair  to  Bunkum,  which  is  within  twenty  miles  of  Hetohabonnuck.  We  ask  our 
firiend  and  contemporary,  the  Editor  of  the  ^  Bunkum  Flag-^taff/  to  bestow  such  at- 
tention upon  Mr.  Cram  as  may  be  in  his  power.  That  gentleman  has  grown  gray 
in  the  service  of  his  ked'ntry's  psalmody,  and  deserves  the  good  wishes  and  patron- 
age '  of  community.'  .  .  .  At  the  principal  book-stores  in  New-Tork  may  now  be 
found,  in  two  neat  volumes, '  The  Trippings  of  Tom  Pepper y  or  the  Remit*  of  Ro' 
mancing.^  Harry  Franco,  whose  own  memoirs  proved  so  acceptable  to  the  pahUc, 
is  the  author.  While  the  work  was  in  process  of  publication  in  the  ocduBinfl  of  the 
*  New-York  Weekly  Mirror y''  we  quoted,  at  different  times,  several  entertainiBg  paa- 
sagcs  f^om  its  chapters ;  and  the  promise  which  they  held  out  we  find  auBtained  by 
the  work  in  its  completed  form.  Buy  and  read  these  *•  Trippings,'  reader,  for  wdl 
will  they  repay  perusal.  They  embody  stirring  incident,  trenchant  satire,  broad  fun, 
and  genial  humor ;  nor  are  touches  of  the  truest  pathos  wanting,  to  diversify  the  in- 
terest awakened  by  the  work.  .  .  .  We  have  not  seen  the  new  literary  venture, 
^  The  Princeton  MagaxinCy^  but  from  one  or  two  selections  ih>m  its  pages,  which  we 
have  seen  in  the  daily  journals,  we  infer  it  to  possess  some  cleverness.  *  The  Re- 
construction of  Society,'  after  Canning's  manner  in  ^  The  University  of  OdttiBgen^' 
has  some  caustic  stanzas,  of  which  we  subjoin  a  brief  specimen : 


*  Wbxh  others,  once  as  poor  as  I, 
Are  growing  rich  because  they  try, 
While  my  capacity  and  will 
Give  me  a  taste  for  sitting  stiQ,    " 
When  all  around  me  are  at  work. 
While  I  prefer  to  act  the  Turk, 
Or  spend  in  drinking  or  at  play 
The  greater  part  of  everv  day ; 
And,  as  the  upshot  of  it,  feel 
That  I  must  either  starve  or  steal : 
The  only  remedy  I  see 
For  such  abuses,  is  the  re- 
construction of  society,  . 
Construction  of  society. 


When  others  know  what  I  know  no4t 

Or  bear  in  mind  what  I  forgot 

An  age  ago,  and  dare  to  speak 

In  praise  of  Latin  and  of  G^eek, 

As  if  a  tongue  unknown  to  me 

Of  any  earthly  use  oouki  be ; 

When  lxM>kworms  are  allowed  to  rule 

In  University  and  Bcho<rf, 

While  I,  because  I  am  a  fool, 

Am  set  aside,  or  thrust  away. 

Or  not  allowed  to  have  my  say: 

The  only  remedy  I  see 

For  such  abuses,  is  the  re- 

C(mstmction  of  society.* 


An  intended  hit,  this,  «k  those  drones  in  the  social  hive  who  would  levd  down  inalead 
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of  levelling  up  society.  .  .  .  Ws  cannot  think  the '  LetaoM  from  a  Bee^nt  OeeW' 
renee^  would  be  acceptable  to  our  readers.  The  unhappy  Webbtbr,  like  thd  man  in 
the  stone  prison,  which  was  made  less  by  a  loop-hole  every  night,  until  it  finally  dosed 
upon  and  crushed  him,  is  immured  in  the  cell  from  which  he  is  to  come  forth  to  die ! 
It  is  a  sad,  an  awful  thought,  and  all  sensitive  hearts  shrink  from  its  present  con- 
templation. .  .  .  Wb  have  seen,  and  read  oi,  some  '  cooP  things  in  our  day,  but 
the  following,  which  we  derive  frcmi  an  esteemed  and  always  entertaining  corre- 
spondent, is  positively  ^  iced :'  *•  A  young  lawyer  got  his  first  note  for  collection.  It 
was  against  a  country  customer ;  so  he  sat  down  and  wrote  him  a  letter,  in  due  form, 
advising  him  that  his  note  was  left  for  collection,  that  it '  had  run  a  long  time,'  and 
required  immediate  attention  to  *•  save  costs.'     In  about  ten  days  he  received  this 

answer: 

( FoOey  Fifrksj  J^Towmber  15, 1849. 

'F.  J.  H.,  Esq.:  Dear  Sir:  I  received  your  polite  note  of  the  fifth  instant  this  day.  It  was 
directed  to  the  postofflce  at  Freetown.  The  mall  comes  fh>m  your  village  to  Tbmpkinsvllle  every 
day  by  the  stage,  which  runs  lyom  yoor  place  to  Owego,  leaving  year  village  at  six  o'clock  In  the 
forenoon.  From  Tompklnsville  there  is  a  mail  every  other  day  to  Freetown,  and  also  to  Valley  Forks. 
From  thence  there  is  a  croee-mail  around  the  hills  through  the  lower  towns  in  this  county  to  oar  place 
once  a  week,  but  the  post-masters  on  that  route  can't  read  very  well,  and  sometime  keep  a  letter 
over  one  mail  to  spell  out  the  direction.  By  directing  your  letters  to  this  office,  where  I  get  my  papers, 
I  should  get  them  generally  in  about  three  days  after  you  mall  them,  and  about  a  week  or  ten  days 
sooner  than  if  directed  to  Freetown ;  which  delay  might,  in  some  cases,  be  of  considerable  conse- 
quence. I  hope,  my  dear  Sir,  you  will  not  suflfer  sny  inconvenience  flom  it  this  time ;  but  I  thought 
it  best,  as  you  seemed  a  little  ignorant  of  the  geography  of  this  part  of  the  country,  to  give  you  this 
information,  that  you  might  in  future  know  how  to  direct  to,  dear  Sir, 

<  Yours  respectftilly, 

'John  Calkucs. 

*  P.  S.— As  to  that  note:  you  say  ^ithas  run  a  long  time.*  I  can  (mly  say,  as  the  boy  said  of  the 
molasBes,  ^  Let  her  run  P  j.  c' 

It  strikes  us  that  it  would  be  rather  sharp  practice  to  serve  a  summons  and  com- 
plaint on  that  customer !  .  .  .  '  The  anecdote  of  big  feet,  in  your  last '  Groasip,' ' 
writes  a  friend, '  reminds  me  of  the  lobby  member  who  went  before  a  c(Hnmittee  of 
the  legislature  to  get  them  to  divide  the  town  where  he  lived.  He  got  the  ^  Ck)nmiit- 
tee  on  the  Division  of  Towns  and  Counties'  together,  read  his  petition,  and  proceeded 
to  illustrate  the  matter.  As  he  had  no  map,  he  said,  putting  out  one  of  his  feet,  ^  Let 
thia  represent  our  town.'  ^  Stop !'  says  the  chairman  ;  *  if  the  town  covers  as  much 
ground  as  your  foot,  we  shall  report  unanimously  in  &vor  of  its  division  I'  .  .  .  Oh  it 
was  pitiful,  just  now,  to  see  the  surgeons  come  in,  with  thdr  splints  and  bandages, 
to  set  *  Toung  Knick.'s  arm,  broken  recently  in  a  M  from  the  lower  croaa-timbers 
of  a  dwelling  in  progress  of  erection  in  the  neighborhood.  Is  there  any  thing  like  the 
appealing  look  of  a  child  in  agony,  or  any  tones  so  touching  aa  '  Oh,  mother !  oh, 
&ther !  do  n't  let  them  hurt  me  so !' — and  all  the  whfle,  fr^nn  a  pair  of  great  lustrous 
hazel  eyes,  the  round  tears  expressed  whole  from  the  lids,  in  the  intensity  of  the  poor 
child's  pain.  It  is  a  sad  thing  to  see  or  hear  the  sufferings  of  children.  When  we 
are  sitting  sometimes  in  '  Jim  Grant's  barber's-chair,  under  the  neat  manipulations 
and  soft  touch  of  ^  Gus.'s  facile  hand,  we  hear  the  cry  of  acute  anguish,  or  moan  of 
gradual  distress,  from  children  in  the  establishment  next  door,  who  come  to  be  ope- 
rated upon  for  club-feet.  It  almost  makes  us  to  *  shudder  and  grow  nek  at  heart'  to 
hear  the  piteous  wailings  of  the  poor  little  sufferers,  and  the  almost  sadder  voice  of 
entreaty  and  encouragement  of  the  mothers,  whose  very  heart-strings  are  torn  at  the 
anguish  of  their  beloved  ones.    .    .   .    There  is  not  a  little  of  the  '  true  touch  of 
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nature'  in  the  lines  entitled  *  The  did  MUU  from  a  new  oontnbutor.    We  haTO 

y  7 

pleaenre  in  welooming  the  writer  to  our  pages  : 

Do  N*T  you  remember,  Lilt  dear, 

The  mill  by  the  old  hill-eide, 
Where  we  used  to  go  in  the  Bummer  time 

And  watch  the  foamy  tide ; 
And  toas  the  leares  of  the  tngrmt  beech 

On  its  breast  so  smooth  and  bri^t, 
Where  they  floated  away  like  emeroldo, 

In  a  flood  of  golden  light? 

Lilt,  dear! 

And  the  miller,  love,  with  his  sloachy  cap, 

And  eyes  of  mildest  gray, 
Plodding  about  his  dusty  work, 

Sin^ng  the  live-long  day  ? 
And  the  coat  that  hung  on  the  rusty  nail. 

With  many  a  motley  patdi, 
And  the  rade  old  door,  with  its  brokm  sUI, 

And  the  string,  and  the  wooden  latch  ? 

Lilt,  dear! 

And  the  water-wheel,  with  its  giant  anno, 

Dashing  the  beaded  spray, 
And  the  weeds  it  pulled  from  the  sand  below, 
And  tossed  in  scorn  away ; 
I  And  the  sleepers.  Lilt,  with  moss  o'ergrown, 

X4ike  sentinels  stood  in  pride, 
Breasting  the  waves,  where  the  chinks  of  time 
Were  made  in  the  old  mill^b  side, 

Lilt,  dear! 

Lilt,  the  mill  is  torn  away. 

And  a  fl&ctory,  dark  and  high, 
Looms  like  a  tower,  and  puf^  its  smoke 

Over  the  clear  blue  sky  ; 
And  the  stream  is  turned  away  above. 

And  the  bed  of  the  river  bare, 
And  the  beech  is  withered,  bough  and  trunk. 

And  stands  like  a  spectre  there — 

LiLT,deor! 

And  the  miHer,  Lilt,  is  deod  and  gone ! 

He  sleeps  in  the  vale  below : 
I  saw  his  stone  in  the  winter  time 

Under  a  drift  of  snow : 
But  now  the  willow  is  green  again. 

And  the  wind  is  soft  and  still : 
I  send  vou  a.sprig  to  remind  you,  love, 

Of  him  and  the  dear  old  mill, 

Lilt,  dear!  m.  s.  w. 

^  Why  was  'nt  you  in  your  place  to  vote  this  morning?'  asked  one  member  of  the 
Legislature  of  Pennsylvania  of  a  brother  member  who  had  been  absent.  '  I  oooldn't 
come,'  was  the  reply ;  ^  I  got  horted ;  I  was  threw  from  a  horse-t'  We  thonght  of 
this  Solon's  case,  when  we  found  our  friend  and  correspondent,  Oakl  Bknbon,  the 
other  evening,  with  his  right  foot  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid  on  a  chait  in 
his  sanctum,  in  as  dainty  and  respectable  a  manner  as  if  it  were  a  goafy  limb.  Now 
how  would  one  of  our  &shionable  dandies,  who  carry  their  brains  in  their  poekets, 
have  dispelled  the  ennni  that  would  have  been  consequent  upon  such  an  accident  T 
As  Macrbadt  would  say,  'They  could  ah — not  ah — do — it  I'  But  what  doth 
*  Carl?'     Sits  him  down  in  his  nice  library,  and  ft^m  a  full  mind  enlivens  the  dnl- 

_  * 

nees  of  re-hashed  English  reviews  in  one  journal,  by  lively  essays  on  society,  and  the 
pages  of  '  Old  Kniok.'  with  a  scholarly  rendering  of  a  quaint  old  poem  ;  insomuch, 
that  being  ourselves  &vored,  and  our  readers  also,  we  look  upon  the  ftot  that  his  pet 
saddle-horse  grew  devotional,  kneeled  down,  and  tipped  him  over  his  head,  as  a  '  spe- 
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cial  providence,'  and  are  ulmowt  aelflA  enough  to  be  gratified  aeeofdinifr .  Howbelt, 
wish  him  a  renovated  limb.  .  .  .  What  ridioaloiiB  weather  1  A  friend,  writiagflram 
his  country-seat  in  Westdbester  county,  lays :  '  All  my  sympathies  are  awakened  by  a 
passage  in  your  letter  to  0  — — ,  in  which  you  tpeik  of  coming  here '  on  some  of  those 
fine  March  days  which  surprise  us  with  a  touch  of  summer.'  Do  nH  think  to  find  any 
such  thing !    Although  now  fax  in  April,  yet,  aa  Hallbok  sKya, 

*T^B  winds  of  Msreh  sre  bumming  now 

Their  partfaiir  Miiig,  tkelr  psrtliig  mmg, 
And  I  ahoidd  think  they're  coming  now 

It  rayther  tCrong^  it  rsytber  sliongi' 

I  have  n't  the  book,  and  quote  from  memory.  Instead  of  a  ^  tonbh  of  aummer,'  I 
have  found  only  a  touch  of  rheumatism  1'  .  .  .  '  The  Commereial  AdverUttr* 
of  this  city,  and  *  The  Daily  'Advertiser^  of  Newark,  are  '  down  vpon'  Moosieiir 
Vattemare,  erewhile  of  ventriloquial  and  necromantic  repute  in  wonder-loving 
circles,  as  an  humbugeous  person,  unaccredited  as  an  hitemataoiial  agent,  and  acting 
on  his  *•  own  hook,'  and  mainly  for  his  own  behoof.  These  journals  dedare  and  re- 
affirm all  this,  and  more,  of  a  gentleman  formerly  of  '  imiveml  aequaintanoe,  won- 
derful ubiquity,  and  windy  vocation.'  But '  there  are  always  two  aides  to  a  question,' 
and  we  have  not  as  yet  heard  from  Monsieur  VATTBMAms.  .  .  .  Thb  eoauing 
lines  will  make  their  own  way  to  the  heart  of  every  thoughtftil  reader.  '  Kill,' 
to  whose  kindness  we  are  indditedYor  them,  cannot  fiivor  us  too  often : 


Daily  care  and  toll  and  trouble 
Wait  upon ua,  fh>m  oar  birtti; 

Every  sorrow  hath  ita  double, 
Ctoee  attending  ua  on  earth. 


If  a  passing  a^eam  of  gladm 

Pierce  the  heavy  clouds  <tf  care, 

Sraight  the  gathering  mists  of 
Dfuncen  the  rcjoicio^  air. 

Outwardly  the  world  doth  glitter 
With  a  pomp  of  joy  and  bloom ; 

But  each  earthly  cup  is  bitter, 
And  for  all  awaits  a  tomb  I 

This  is  truth,  amblUoua  dreamer! 

Though  thy  widening  ftature  ^Uxwb 
Like  the  gorgeous  douda  of  evenlag, 

Curtaining  the  sun^s  repose. 

This  is  truth,  devoted  lover ! 

Thouffh  the  loved  (me,  in  thine  ejee 
Fair  and  pure,  seems  all  thou  needeet, 

For  another  Paradise. 

Aged  wanderer  I  thou  wilt  tell  me, 
Sadly  teU  me,  this  is  truth: 

For  thou  hast  outlived  the  visiona 
Of  thine  early,  ardent  youth. 


Pllgrlma  are  we  an,  sad  atrsnaen, 
TreadlBg  with  uaoonsirioaa  leet, 

Pay  by  day,  the  lesaening  maigin 
Wheie  0M  Paat  sad  Futnre  meet. 

Meet,  in  that  moat  bUaafol  Preaeiit, 
Wbieh  to  aU  of  ua  will  oome, 

When  the  earUhboand  strnggUng  spirit 
Ftaids  a  hoUer,  purer  home. 

Boan  sad  his^  soan  Ibraver, 
Breathee  a  Ml,  Immortal  breath ; 

Bees  aocompUahed  each  eodeavcr^ 
Dreads  no  mora  a  future  death. 


OltAm  no  mora  o'er  earthly  i 

Daily  trouble,  aordld  eare; 
Faare  not  leat  each  ooming  momnr 

Bring  a  heavier  wo  to  bear. 

Toward  that  home,  that  slate  BO  gloiloas, 

Let  ua  daily  Uft  oar  eyea. 
And  by  fidth  and  hope  vifllor 


tons,  - 
cfiss. 


Look  beyond  these  kmeilng 

Oh,  bow  welooBie  to  the  wesvy, 
To  the  worttwom  and  opprait, 

Bkiea  with  doods  no  kiMnr  drtary, 
Manrinns  ready  tor  their  rest! 


Nair.' 


A  counTEous  daguerreian  artist  of  the  metropolis  writes  us  that  he  is  fcnmng  a 
miniature-gallery  of  '  eminent  men'  in  our  city,  and  aa  '  one  of  'em,'  asks  tit  ibr  a 
sitting.  Bless  your  heart,  dear  Sir,  we  are  nothing  of  the  sort ;  and  willing  aa  we 
might  be,  under  other  circumstances,  to  present  yon  with  our  poor  '  picture  in  Uttle,' 
in  the  category  you  mention  it  is  '  not  in  our  way :  we  are  afraid  we  can't  do  it' 
Our  only  ambition,  to  adopt  the  words  of  a  writer  who  ie '  eminent,'  is '  to  be  admit- 
ted into  many  homes  with  affection  and  confidence ;  to  be  regarded  aa  a  friend  by 
children  and  old  people ;  to  be  thought  of  in  affliction  and  in  hi^pineas ;  to  people 
the  sick  room  with  airy  shapes '  that  give  delight  and  hurt  not,'  and  to  be  aasooiated 
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with  the  hannleM  laughter  and  the  gentle  team  of  many  hearths.'  When  in  tbia 
vocation  we  become  more '  eminent,'  we  mean  to  rit  for  our  daguerreotype.  Meaatimie, 
we  rely  for  suffioient  show-case  publicity  upon  the  awful  caricature-' bnrat'  of  5  Old 
Knick.'  which  about  once  a  year  the  phrenologist  Fowler  places  in  his  window  by 
the  side  of  Pbtbe  Robinson,  the  murderer,  Pope  Pius  Ninth,  MuNmoB  Eowaum, 
Senator  Seward,  Gibbs,  the  pirate,  and  our  friend  Colonel  Webb.  .  .  .  Willis, 
in  the  '  Home  Journal  ^^  in  one  of  those  trenchant  sentences  which  '  bite  like  a  ser- 
pent and  sting  like  an  adder,'  says  that  '  The  literary  WorW  weekly  review  is  a 
<  journal  conducted  by  sour,  disappointed,  unsuccessful  authors,  turned  booksellers' 
hacks.'  These  '  be  cruel  words !'...'  Chilorbn  and  CdqIs,'  says  the  old  adage, 
'  always  tell  the  truth.'  *  Mother  sent  me,'  said  a  little  girl  to  a  neighbor, '  to  ask  you 
to  come  and  take  tea  with  her  this  evening.'  '  Did  she  say  at  what  time,  my  dear  V 
*'  No,  Ma'am ;  she  only  said  she  would  ask  you,  and  then  the  thing  would  be  off  her 
mind ;  that  was  all  she  said !'  .  .  .  An  Albany  sexton,  some  twelve  months  ago, 
seized  a  lad  of  seven  years  of  age,  who  happened  to  be  '  whispering  in  meeting,'  raised 
him  up,  and  '  chucked  him  down'  with  such  force,  that  a  spinal  complaint  ensued, 
from  which  the  poor  boy  recently  died.  May  the  Devil  take  that  sexton  hereafter 
and  beat  him  to  death  with  the  tassel  of  his  tail  1  .  .  .  We  regret  to  be  obliged  to 
difl«r  in  opinion  with  *  The  Preebyterian^  religious  journal,  touching  the  reading  of 
well-conducted  Sunday  papers  ;  but  we  quite  agree  with  our  respected  contemporary 
that  the  crying  of  them  before  the  churches,  during  divine  service,  it  an  '  invasion  of 
private  right,'  a  '  crying  evil,'  one  by  no  means  necessary,  and  which  ought  to  be 
abated.  We  remember  well,  as  a  boy,  however,  to  revert  to  the  main  subject,  that 
in  '  our  fiunily'  the  '  Secular  Intelligence'  departments  of  such  religious  joumab  as 
the  '  New- York  Observer'  and  the  old  New-Haven  *  Religious  Intelligencer'  were  by 
no  means  the  last  portions  of  those  papers  which  were  perused  on  the  Sabbath ;  and 
we  thought  of  this  iact  yesterday  (Sunday)  morning,  when  we  saw  that  those  who 
seldom  read  Sunday  papers  exhausted  the  entire  stock  of  the  quiet  lad  who  perme- 
ates our  neighborhood,  that  they  might  learn  the  fate  of  Dr.  Webster,  wluch  was  to 
have  been  decided  on  Saturday  evening.  There  is  certainly  a  great  difierence  in  Sun- 
day papers ;  but  we  spoke  of  a  '  well-conducted  Sunday  journal.'  .  .  .  '  Cearleb 
is  quite  sick  on  the  Isthmus,'  writes  a  Califomian  correspondent, '  and  the  Chagres 
river  is  quite  low,  too.'  Curious  concatenation  !  .  .  .  '  The  Tribune^  daily  jour- 
nal appears  this  morning,  and  will  appear  daily  hereafter,  on  a  double-sheet,  of  twkse 
its  usual  size,  and  with  new  and  enlarged  types  in  its  editorial  departments.  Wa 
never  think  of  our  old  friend  Horace  Greeley,  or  read  his  journal,  which  we  do  every 
day, '  Sundays  excepted,'  without  wishing  that  those  distant  editors  who  take  the 
'  cue'  of  their  impressions  from  partizan  or  rival  joumab,  could  really  see  and  know 
the  man  at  he  is;  &  man  careless,  it  may  be,  of  the  etyU  of  his  dress,  preferring 
comfort  to  &shion,  but  yet  of  scrupulous  cleanliness  in  person  and  habiliments  always ; 
possessing  a  benevolent  heart,  and  '  clothed  with  charity  as  a  garment ;'  bestowing 
with  a  free  hand  to  the  truly  needy  and  deserving,  whether  political  flriend  or  foe ; 
frank  and  fearless  in  the  expression  of  his  opinions,  whether  such  opinions  are  to  be 
praised  or  execrated;  of  indefiitigable  industry,  and  unpretending,  kindly  man- 
ners— this  is  Horace  Greeley.  ^  We  speak  the  things  which  we  do  know ;'  for 
we  have  been  acquainted  some  sixteen  years ;  our  printing-offices  connect,  and  we 
meet  almost  every  day.  We  were  before  Mr.  Greeley  in  the  literary  field  here- 
about ;  remembering  well  the  mitial  nnmber  of  the '  New-Yorker ^^  his  first  venture ; 
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occasionally,  also,  if  we  recollect  rightly,  giving  it  a  paragraph,  an4  ntting  as  chair- 
man  of  the  committee  to  decide  upon  the  prize-taleil  published  in  the  early  nmidien 
of  that  excellent  weekly.  '  The  Tribuney^  through  the  aid  of  the  great  bunnen 
tact  and  talent  of  our  friend  M'Elaath,  and  the  eztensiye  and  able  editorial  assist- 
ance secured  by  liberal  enterprise  and  directed  by  superior  skill,  has  now  beoomo 
one  of  the  most  influential  and  widely-circulated  of  all  our  public  journals.  Although 
we  are  &r  from  agreeing  as  touching  the  extent  to  which  certain  of  its  views  are  car- 
ried, all  must  concede  the  evident  sincerity  and  great  ability  with  which  the  principles 
and  aims  of  ^  The  Tribune^  are  advocated.  And  now,  asking  attention  to  the  6ne 
lines  which  ensue,  we  close  by  wishing  our  old  contemporary  *  Success  and  long  life  !* 

TO     EOBACE     OBESLET. 


I  KNOW  of  no  craaader  bold 

Nor  palmer,  nor  pajmim, 
However  stout  his  Dattte-snn 

Or  loud  his  battle-hymn ; 
Nay,  though  they  sum  their  chiVBlry 

With  Richard  sather'd  In, 
And  add  one  woruy  of  their  ftme, 

The  brave  old  Saladin  ; 
I  know  not  one  of  all  their  boat, 

From  rearmoflt  to  the  van, 
Whom  I  can  hold  by  right  and  truth 

So  brave  and  true  a  man 
As  he,  who  of  his  own  resolve* 

By  conscience  pricked  and  stirred. 
Dares  brand  a  wrong  before  the  world, 

By  deed,  or  thou^t,  or  word  I 


He  is  my  hero,  flrat  of  all. 

Though  spear  nor  sword  he  wield, 
Who  holds  the  Wrong  his  only  foe, 

The  Right  his  only  ahiekl ; 
Who  darea  to  batUe  fbr  the  IVath, 

Though  Error  on  her  aide 
Has  gattbered  hoeta,  and  ahakes  in  wrath 

Her  pratnona  ftur  and  wide : 
*The  more  the  merrier  T  is  his  cry, 

This  hero,  braver  ftur 
Than  ever  he^ 'gainBt  Saracen 

Who  waged  the  bloodiest  war ; 
For  though  he  wfii  for  but  one  truth 

Wlien  mar^rrdom  la  psaawli 
Hia  victory  la  for  hia  race. 

As  long  as  lime  shall  last  I 

C.  D.  Stxtast. 


The  Messrs.  Appleton  and  Comfant  have  recently  issued  an  unpretending  but 
very  clever  book,  under  the  title  of  ^Jamee  Mountjoy,  or  I^ve  been  Thinking  J  "With 
a  few  &ultB  in  its  plan,  among  which  is  a  lack  of  unity,  it  has  nevertheless  so  much  of 
nature,  of  attractive  incident,  of  jovial  humor,  and  of  true  pathos,  that  we  hesitate  not 
to  commend  it  to  a  wide  perusal.  .  .  .  Vert  *  Boz'-ish  indeed  is  an  article  in  Diokims' 
*■  Household  Words,'  upon  the  ^Amueemente  of  the  People.^  The  picture  drawn 
of  one  of  the  lower  order  of  melo-dramatic  theatres  is  extremely  graphic  Here  is  a 
true  sketch  of  the  dramatic  ^  operatives'  at  such  places :  '  If  an  actor's  nature,  like 
the  dyer's  hand,  becomes  subdued  to  what  he  works  in,  the  actor  can  hardly  be  blamed 
for  it.  He  grinds  hard  at  his  vocation,  is  often  steeped  in  direful  poverty,  and  lives 
at  the  best  in  a  little  world  of  mockeries.  It  is  bad  enough  to  give  away  a  great  es- 
tate six  nights  a-week,and  want  a  shilling ;  to  preside  at  imaginary  banquets,  hungry 
for  a  mutton  chop  ;  to  smack  the  lips  over  a  tankard  of  toast  and  water,  and  dedaim 
about  the  mellow  produce  of  the  sunny  vineyards  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine ;  to  be  a 
rattling  young  lover,  with  the  measles  at  home ;  and  to  paint  sorrow  over  with  burnt 
cork  and  rouge ;  without  being  called  upon  to  d^ise  his  vocation.  If  he  can  utter 
the  trash  to  which  he  is  condemned,  with  any  relish,  so  much  the  bettor  for  him, 
Heaven  knows ;  and  peace  be  with  him !'  The  following  is  exceedingly  charaoteristto. 
A  dark-visaged  woman  has  just  disappeared  from  the  stage,  having  uttered  some 
suggestive  words  about  ^  the  Che-ilde  of  Mystery  and  the  Man  of  Ker-rime,'  to  a  low 
trembling  of  fiddles,  when  enters  the  hero  of  the  play,  ^Michael  the  Mendicant,^  who 

is  received  with  a  tornado  of  applause  : 

*■  At  first  we  referred  something  of  the  cordiality  with  which  he  was  peeled,  to  the  &ct  of  hia 
being  ^  made  up^  with  an  excessivelv  dirty  face,  wmch  might  create  a  bond  of  union  between  htm- 
aelf  and  a  large  mf^ority  of  the  audience.  But  It  soon  came  out  that  he  had  been  hired  In  oiA  time 
by  Sir  Gkorok  Elmork,  to  murder  Sir  Gkorok^s  elder  brother,  which  he  had  done ;  notwithatand- 
ing  which  little  afblr  of  honor,  Michael  was  in  reality  a  very  good  fellow ;  quite  a  tender-hearted 
man ;  who,  on  hearing  of  the  Captain's  determinatton  to  aettie  Wiu.  SrAmoaB,  cried  out,  *•  What  I 
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more  belood T  and  fell  flat—  oyeqtowered  by  his  nice  sense  of  bmnanitj.  In  like  niaDiier,'lBd** 
tcribing  that  small  error  of  Judgment  Into  which  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  templed  bj  >nooef  , 
this  gentleman  exclaimed,  *  I  ster^ruck  him  down,  and  fel-led  in  eisMrror  T  and  flulher  he  remartod, 
with  honest  pride,  *  I  have  lived-er  as  a  beggar  —  a  roadersider-vaigerant,  bat  no  keiHrime  since  then 
has  stained  these  hands  !*  All  these  senuments  of  the  worthy  man  were  hailed  with  showen  of 
applause ;  and  when,  In  the  excitement  of  his  feelings  on  one  occasion,  after  a  soUloquy,  be  *  weal 
oflr  on  his  back,  kicking  and  shuffling  along  the  ground,  after  the  manner  of  bold  spinta  in  troolMei 
who  object  to  be  t^en  to  the  stationrnouse,  the  cheering  was  tremendous.' 

The  keen  satire  of  all  this  ia  apparent    Many  a  Jack  Shepard  has  been  trained  to 
*  ker-rime' by  just  such  inculcations  as  thoae  of  *  Michael  the  Mendicant.'  .  .  .  Ws 
go  to  press  on  the  very  morning  that  the  Twenty-Fifth  Annual  Exhibitum  of  the 
National  Academy  of  Design  is  opened  to  the  public,  at  their  new  and  superb  rooms, 
Number  633  Broadway.    Being  unable,  from  a  pre^ngagement,  to  accept  the  invita- 
tion to  attend  the  opening  festival,  or  the  private  view  of  the  pictures,  we  shall  reserve 
any  elaborate  notice  of  the  exhibition  until  our  next  number ;  simply  remaridng,  at 
this  time,  that  the  rooms  are  most  easy  of  access,  spacious,  beautiful,  and  admirably 
lighted  in  every  part ;  that  the  walls  present  a  collection  of  paintings  that  have  never 
been  excelled  in  the  Academy ;  embracing  the  best  efforts  of  such  preeminent  artists 
as  DuRAND,  Elliot,  Huntington,  Ingham,  Page,  Gray,  Peale,  Cropset,  Kensbtt, 
Edmonds,  Church,  Hicks,  Baker,  and  their  compeers ;  and  that  the  younger  artists 
have  greatly  exceeded  the  merits  of  any  previous  efforts  of  their  pencils.    There  it 
one  small  picture,  a  scene  by  candle-light,  that  is  a  perfect  miracle  of  art    It  is  posi- 
tively seen  by  the  light  of  its  own  painted  candle !    A  view  of  this  picture  is  worth  a 
season-ticket.    .    .    .    The  late  Professor  Caldwell,  of  Dickinson  College,  a  short 
time  before  his  death,  said  to  his  wife :  *  You  will  not,  I  am  sure,  lie  down  upon  your 
bed  and  weep,  when  I  am  gone.    You  will  not  mourn  for  me,  when  (tOD  has  been 
so  good  to  me.    And  when  you  visit  the  spot  where  I  lie,  do  not  choose  a  s^  and 
mournful  time ;  do  not  go  in  the  shade  of  evening,  or  in  the  dark  night.    These  are 
no  times  to  visit  the  grave  of  one  who  hopes  and  trusts  in  a  risen  Redeemer  ;  but 
come  in  the  morning,  in  the  bright  sunshine,  and  when  the  birds  are  singing.'  ...  lit 
some  grave-yards  one  shall  scarcely  see  a  stone  that  has  not  a  pious  verse,  or  a 
passage  from  Scripture,  after  the  general  inscription ;  and  that  these  are  not  alwajB 
appropriate,  or  in  the  best  taste,  we  have  sometimes  shown  in  these  pages.    TTie  fol- 
lowing inscription  may  be  seen  on  a  grave-stone  in  the  county  of  Greene,  in  this 
state :    *  Here  lies  the  body  of  Johannes  Smith,  aged  sixty-four  years  and  two 
months.    ^  Ch  thou  and  do  likewise  P  ^    Comprehensive,  that  1    .    .    .    ^OwrlAtest- 
Bom^^  from  a  friend,  is  unequal.    There  are  lines  and  combined  words  in  several  of 
the  stanzas  which  we  are  sure  the  writer  would  have  revised,  had  he  not  written  and 
despatched  his  poem  in  haste.    These  three  unconsecutive  verses  are  very  pretty : 

A  mkrrt  babe  and  beautifiil  is  this  our  latest  bom! 
Her  cheek  is  soft  as  silky  thiyads  that  overlay  the  com ; 
Her  eye  is  like  a  tiny  spot  of  Heaven^s  serenest  blue 
Imbedded  in  the  snowy  clouds,  with  starlight  flashing  through. 

Her  hair  is  not  a  silver-white,  nor  yet  of  golden  hue, 
Bat  of  a  color  cunningly  compounded  of  the  two ; 
Not  flimsy  as  the  gossamer  that  glistens  in  the  sun. 
But  like  the  richer  fibre  trotik  the  multicaulis  span. 

BbB  enters  on  the  race  of  liib  with  tottering  steps  and  slow, 
And  often  stumbles  on  the  floor  tnm  oveMiasie  to  go: 
Thus  Infancy  has  aps  and  downs,  as  w^  as  graver  years, 
Bat  bears  them  with  a  lighter  heart,  if  not  with  fewer  tears. 

Apropos  of  ^ Infancy:^  there  have  been  some  fine  lines  on  this  theme  translated 
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from  the  French  by  William  Dowe,  for  the  *  Dublin  University  Magazine/  of  which 
we  annex  a  specimen : 

*  When  baby  comes,  the  family  circle  cries 
With  great  applause :  its  little  sparkling  eyes 

Brighteo  all  bosoms  in  that  happy  plaice ; 
And  saddest  brows*  and  guiltiest,  it  may  be, 
Unwrinkle  on  a  sudden  but  to  see 
That  innocent  glad  face. 

*  Yes,  whether  June  has  greened  the  sward,  or  whether 
November  draws  our  touching  chairs  together 

Round  a  great  household-fire  in  quiet  talk, 
When  the  child  comes  we  feel  a  general  cheer ; 
With  calls  and  laughter,  and  the  mother^s  fear. 
Seeing  him  try  to  walk ! 

<  It  looks  so  fair,  the  infant  with  its  smile. 
Its  soft  sweet  trust,  its  voice  that  knows  no  guile^ 
And  would  say  all  the  grief  it  soon  dismisses ; 
Lotting  its  pleased  and  wondering  glances  roll— 
OflTering  to  life,  on  all  sides,  its  young  soul, 
And  its  young  mouth  to  kisses.' 

Herb  is  a  good  things  quoted  by  a  friend  in  connection  with  a  somewhat  kindred 
anecdote  which  has  appeared  in  the  Knickerbocker  :  ^  The  members  of  a  society  in 
Maine,  by  dint  of  long  exertion,  had  erected  a  small  church.  One  of  the  number  was 
despatched  to  a  large  town  to  request  a  noted  divine  to  take  part  in  its  dedication. 
Not  getting  his  errand  exactly,  he  simply  applied  to  the  minister  to  come  and  ^  dedicate 
our  new  church.'  *  What  part  do  you  wish  me  to  take  ?'  said  the  clerg3rman.  *  Why, 
we  want  you  to  dedicate  the  churchy''  was  the  reply.  *  But  do  you  wish  me  to  deUver 
the  sermon,  or  to  make  the  opening  prayer,  or  only  to  make  some  remarks  V  *  Why,' 
exclaimed  the  brother,  piqued  at  the  obtuseness  of  the  parson,  ^  we  simply  want  you 
to  dedicate  the  church,  the  whole  onH ;  it 's  only  seventy-five  feet  by  fifty  j  want  you 
to  dedicate  it  V  .  .  .  How  fresh,  how  redolent  of  the  dense  pine  woods  of  winter,  is 
the  following  passage  from  a  pleasant  epistle  just  received  from  an  esteemed  friend  in 
far-east  Maine :  ^  A  friend  of  mine  brought  down  from  the  icy  lakes,  a  week  ago,  a  pet 
which  ^  Young  Knick.'  might  hesitate  at  disporting  himself  with ;  a  yearling  moose, 
with  an  eye  like  a  bucket  of  blackness,  and  a  *  reach'  to  his  fore-paw  that  would  eclipae 
Hyer  or  Sullivan.  They  lasso'd  the  creature,  and  thenceforth  did  he  devote  hims^ 
to  exhibitions  of  intense  malice  and  thoughtful  vioiouaness.  He  would,  and  still  does, 
attract  visitors  to  a  nigh  approach,  by  his  seeming  reveries  and  dreams  of  pine-forests, 
and  suddenly  ^  double  up  his  huffii  and  give  'em  a  lick,'  as  a  suffering  victim  of  his  un- 
merciful ^  right-and-lefts'  ejaculated.  But  he  pines  in  the  stable,  and  I  am  afraid  will 
die  for  lack  of  the  thick-set  forest  and  the  untrodden  snow  of  our  mountain  fiist- 
nesses.'  .  .  .  Thomas  Carltle  is  *  making  an  ass  of  himself.'  His  ^Latter'Day 
Pamphlets^  are  ^  killing  him  by  inches.'  He  turns  Ctod  and  Christianity  out  of  doors, 
and  sets  up  house-keeping  on  his  own  hook,  as  if  he  were  a  better  cook  for  society 
than  all  the  wise  and  good  men  of  our  own  and  other  times,  and  the  best  universe- 
maker  extant  He  is  a  Germanico-Scotch  mystic, '  in  these  latter  days,'  and  not  for 
short  of  being  a  crazy  man.  ^  Verily,'  as  Dominie  Sampson  hath  it, '  he  speaketh  in 
an  unknown  tongue !'  .  .  .  Messrs.  Goupil,  Vibert  and  Company,  late  of  the  ^  In- 
ternational Art-Union,'  are  devoting  their  energies  to  the  early  importation  of  the 
best  pictures  and  rare  prints,  from  the  most  eminent  sources  in  Paris.  Of  several  of 
these  we  shall  speak  in  a  future  number ;  and  in  the  mean  time  oommend  their  rare 
collection  to  the  attention  and  flavor  of  the  public.  .  .  .  There  is  a  meeting-house 
in  a  small  town  in  Massachusetts  where  the  minister  stands  in  one  town  while  his 
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audience  are  seated  in  another,  the  boundary-line  ninning  aoroai  tibe  end  of  the 
church,  in  front  of  the  pulpit  We  have  sat  in  a  meeting-hoiue,  before  now,  wlieii 
we  should  have  liked  such  an  arrangement,  boundary-line  or  no  boundary-line.  But 
no  matter  how  &r  off  one  may  wish  a  dull  minister,  one  must  *  grin  and  bear  him.'  The 
pulpit  is  the  only  place  whence  a  man  can  be  ^  bored'  perforce,  in  this  '  free  and  en- 
lightened ked'ntry.'  .  .  .  *rA«  Pre«6ytman,' to  whose  courteously-presented  dif- 
ference of  opinion  in  the  matter  of  *  Sunday  Journals^  we  have  alluded  elsewhere, 
has  this  paragraph : 

*Ik  these  days  of  cheap  clothing,  che«p  books,  and  cheap  newspapen,  we  have  met  with  noihlag 
that  comes  even  within  sight  of  the  fouowing,  which  we  extract  from  Btahop  HnoHSi'i  orgaii» 
where  it  appears  as  part  of  a  long  article,  caUlng  the  attention  of  Protestants,  aa  well  as  Eomsn 
Catholics,  to  the  claims  of  a  Ladies^  Fair  in  behalf  of  indigent  females : 

'  Catbolio  reader !  hare  you  thought,  oftentimes,  of  the  great  rewards  promised  to  the  exerois*  of 
charity  —  charity  that  corereth  a  multitude  of  sins  r  Go  to  the  Fair,  and  lead  it  your  potronaea.  whidx 
may  seem  trifling  to  you,  but  which  may  obtain  for  you  a  crown  in  hearen,  even  though  fumlBbiaig  s 
single  copper  to  your  needy  fellow  being.' 

^Onlythinkl    « A  crown  in  Heaven' for  a  cent !  Gould  any  thing  be  conceived  cheaper T* 

We  should  be  sorry  to  have  written  this.  We  should  have  held  a  work  of  benevo- 
lence, let  what  religious  denomination  soever  might  be  engaged  in  it,  as  at  least  sacred 
against  ridicule.  Such,  however,  is  the  spirit  of  sectarianism ;  a  spirit  stall  &rtiher 
evinced,  as  it  strikes  us,  when  the  same  journal  objects  to  permitting  sermons  to  be 
reported,  because  ^  all  sorts'  of  denominations  may  thus  gain  access  to  the  puUio  ear. 
Kow  we  seldom  go  into  a  Catholic  church ;  but  we  never  did  enter  one  without  feel- 
ing that  even  if  it  were  true,  as  some  uncharitably  allege,  that  every  sincere  worship- 
per there  was  deceived,  it  was  nevertheless  a  solemn,  a  goodly  sight.  When  we  were 
at  Montreal  we  attended  the  funeral  of  a  Catholic  priest  at  the  great  cathedral  in  that 
city.  The  deceased  had  lost  his  life  while  engaged  in  a  *  labor  of  love'  at  the  ship- 
fever  hospital  on  Nuns'  Island.  When  we  looked  at  the  ten  thousand  worshippera 
in  that  vast  pile ;  at  the  white-robed  priests  officiating  at  the  altar  ^  at  the  votive  o^ 
ferings  near  the  confesnonals ;  when  we  saw  the  tears  which  fell  from  the  eyes  of  that 
congregation,  and  the  remains  of  that  fSEtithful  shepherd  of  his  flock,  who  in  his  last 
moments  in  the  lazar-house  had  said, 

*  Only  betrothed  to  CHaisT  am  I, 
And  wait  his  coming  from  the  sky. 
To  wed  my  happy  soul ;' 

when  we  saw  all  this,  and  reflected  that  here  were  sorrow,  affection,  sincerity,  devo- 
tion, we  remember  thinking,  almost  aloud,  ^  What  are  mere  differences  of  forms  and 
creeds,  when  the  heart,  the  heart  is  the  test  V  But  we  are  forgetting  our  laek  of 
space,  in  our  besetting  tendency  to  reminiscence.  .  .  .  Wb  regret  to  record  the  deatih 
of  DavId  C.  Colden,  Esq.,  of  this  city ;  a  gentleman  whose  great  loss  will  be  felt  in 
many  a  public  and  private  circle  of  lamenting  friends.  As  an  officer  of  several  me- 
tropolitan charities^  he  was  unostentatiously  assiduous  and  useful.  He  was  a  gentle- 
man of  cultivated  tastes,  of  accomplished  manners,  and  varied  acquirements.  He  has 
left  a  void  in  the  society  which  he  adorned  that  will  not  soon  be  filled.  In  commoii 
with  all  who  knew  him,  we  offer  to  his  surviving  relatives  our  i^mpathy  in  their  be- 
reavement. .  .  .  This  is  the  fifteenth  of  April  *,  so  that  our  frirads,  the  publishers, 
and  our  literary  correspondents,  wfll  understand  why  it  is  that  works  and  articles  re- 
cently sent  have  fiiiled  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  present  number.  Our  edition  ibr 
England  goes  in  the  steamer  of  the  twentieth.  The  ^Inglende  ReminitetneM* 
have  been  mislaid  at  the  printing-office.  Will  the  writer  favor  us  with  a  second 
copy  1    They  promised  an  attraction  which  we  should  be  sorry  to  miss. 
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THE      PURSUIT. 


Two  days  had  been  passed  by  the  emperor  and  his  companion  in 
the  gloomy  abode  of  the  miners,  when,  at  evening,  as  they  were  pre- 
paring to  endure  the  miseries  o^  another  night's  lodging  in  the  same 
quarters,  their  humble  protector,  the  quondam  corporal,  hurriedly  an- 
nounced the  approach  of  a  party  of  cavalry  who  aesigned  to  search 
the  mines.  No  delay  was  practicable,  and  by  his  guidance  the  fligi^ 
tives  groped  through  various  passages  that  peimitted  no  erect  position 
by  the  passengers,  but  led  from  the  mine  through  a  long-disused  air- 
shaft.  They  emerged  into  the  open  groimd,  about  five  hundred  yards 
from  the  accustomed  place  of  egress,  and  which  they  saw  in  the  dis- 
tance surrounded  by  armed  men,  some  on  horse-back  and  some  dis- 
mounted. The  emperor  expected  that  the  corporal  would  now  leave 
them,  with  such  directions  as  he  could  hastily  communicate ;  but  such 
was  not  the  intention  of  this  humble  adherent,  who,  knowing  well  the 
adjacent  country,  insisted  on  guiding  them  to  some  plac^  of  greater 
security,  and  had  provided  for  the  occasion,  horses,  which  the  three 
instantly  mounted. 

They  rode  at  first  stealthily,  then  rapidly  and  without  intermission, 
until  the  day  began  to  dawn,  when  they  had  arrived  on  the  borders  of 
one  of  the  many  lovely  plantations  with  which  the  picturesque  king- 
dom of  Tuscora  is  known  to  abound,  and  from  whose  exuberant  fer- 
tility, equability  of  temperature  and  perpetual  verdure,  the  opinion 
probably  originated  that  Tuscora  constituted  the  type  of  Elysium,  as 
described  by  the  ancients.     Every  where  the  eye  is  met  by  all  the 
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choicest  elements  of  poetry ;  fruitfiil  valleys,  vine-dad  hiUs,  BtreaniB 
and  streamlets,  rivers  and  rivulets,  bubbling  fountains*  tumbling  cata- 
racts ;  nor  are  wanting  in  the  distance  Btenle  rocks  with  snow-clad' 
summits,  and  in  some  places  the  whole  jumbled  togetber  in  inexpGca- 
ble  union,  as  they  are  constantly  described  by  ambitious yoothfalpoelB; 
if  poets  be  ever  other  than  youthful.  Urged  by  fttisne,  as  well  as  by 
a  desire  for  concealment,  the  travellers  took  a  prosaic  survey  of  tfaor 
position,  and  thereby  discovered  that 'the  plantation  before  them  bad 
been  recently  ravaged.  The  buildings  had  been  partially  burnt  down, 
and  were  apparently  untenanted.  This  circumstance  was  not  un&?o- 
rable,  and  they  moved  forward  to  reconnoitre  the  premises  more  in 
detail. 

They  entered  the  mansion  which  had  probaUy  been  the  residence 
of  the  planter,  although  it  was  now  but  little  more  than  a  mass  of 
ruins ;  when  they  heard  'voices  supplicating  for  assistance  with  eveiy 
epithet  of  entreaty  that  suffering  can  dictate,  and  uttered  in  the  guttu- 
ral voice  that  denotes  extreme -debility. 

Curiosity,  or  perhaps  humanity,  vanquished  all  considerBtions  of 
personal  hazards  that  might  attend  an  interference  with  the  saflferet^ 
over  whom  possibly  some  enemies  might  still  exercise  a  dangenxu 
supervision.  The  voices  proceeded  from  the  cellar ;  but  to  obtain  an 
access  thereto,  amid  the  fallen  timbers  and  prostrate  wallsy  seemed  a 
work  of  much  labor.  Leontine,  at  the  suffgestion  of  the  efunerar, 
inquired  of  the  unfortunate  persons  how  assistance  could  be  rendered. 
They  replied  that  two  days  previously  a  party  of  soldiers  had  phn- 
dered  the  plantation  and  burnt  the  buildings,  under  pretence  that  die 
owner,  who  was  a  foreigner,  maintained  treasonable  correapondeiice 
\vith  Boresko,  his  native  country.  The  planter  had  been  carried  into 
captivity  with  all  his  slaves,  except  t^e  two  who  now  inroked  aMl- 
ance.  They  had  originally  been  planters  themselvesy  and  free;  boC 
having  from  some  unknown  cause  been  deprived  of  their  freedom  and 
sold  into  slavery,  they  had  so  pined  with  grief  as  to  be  incapaUe  of 
labor ;  while  their  master,  provoked  at  their  apparent  contumacy,  kenC 
them  chained  in  the  cellar.  They  had  thus  escaped  detection  hy  the 
invaders,  but  only  to  have  perished  in  the  coiulagration,  had  not  Ae 
floors  fortunately  so  fallen  as  to  arrest  the  fire  befiune  it  penetrated  to 
the  cellar. 

The  emperor,  in  more  prosperous  moments  of  his  life,  mig^  bife 
little  heeded  the  miseries  of  a  couple  of  slaves ;  but  now  he  penoB- 
ally  labored  with  his  two  companions  in  extricating  the  sufieren.  (k 
the  removal  of  some  half  consumed  beams  that  lay  acroaa  the  door  of 
the  cellar,  the  party  were  able  to  descend  more  easily  dian  diey  U 
anticipated ;  when  they  found  a  man  and  woman  chained  to  an  iroB 
bar  that  extended  across  the  floor,  and  was  masoned  into  the  walk 
The  corporal  being  a  good  mechanic,  and  accustomed  to  die  handling 
of  metals,  worked  with  vigor,  and  succeeded  in  releasing  the  akrea; 
who,  when  brought  into  the  open  air,  fainted  from  ezhanatian  and  ibe 
efforts  which  they  had  made  to  assist  in  their  own  release.  For  a  tine 
life  was  supposed  to  be  extinct ;  but  they  gradually  reirivedy  and  tbe 
emperor  was  grieved  to  recognise,  what  he  had  aheady  feared  tnm 
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their  narrative,  that  the  emaciated  objects  before  him  were  the  happy 
planter  and  his  neat  wife  whom  the  imperial  experiment  had  converted 
into  slaves.  Their  appearance,  and  their  confmement  for  contumacy, 
sufficiently  comported  with  the  emperor's  theory,  which  required  that 
a  change  from  freedom  to  slavery  should  produce  unhappiness ;  a  con- 
clusion which  one  less  philosophical  than  the  emperor,  and  less  self- 
willed  than  an  absolute  monarco,  might  have  been  content  with  believ- 
ing, without  the  evidence  of  so  disastrous  an  experiment  But  the 
emperor  was  not  without  consolation  from  his  theory,  which  taught 
that  the  parties  were  the  authors  of  their  own  unhappiness.  Other 
agricultural  slaves  were  happy ;  hence  the  defect  in  the  present  in- 
stance was  not  in  the  position,  but  in  the  stubbornness  of  the  parties, 
by  not  accommodating  their  feelings  to  their  circumstances. 

To  atone,  however,  as  far  as  lay  in  his  present  power  for  the  unhap- 
piness which  he  had  occasioned,  the  emperor  distributed  to  them  libe- 
rally of  the  provisions  which  the  provident  corporal  had  brought  from 
the  mines ;  and  he  enjoyed  the  satis&ction  of  seeing  them  regain  their 
energies  sufficiently  to  stand  without  assistance.  They  little  suspected 
that  The  hand  thus  kind  to  them  had  been  the  cause  of  all  their  suffer- 
ings ;  and  while  they  expressed  their  gratitude  with  all  the  abasement 
of  slaves,  they  proposed  to  conduct  their  deliverers  to  a  neighboring 
planter,  who,  from  their  knowledge  of  him,  would,  they  believed, 
afford  the  party  all  needed  rest.  The  emperor  hesitated  in  accepting 
the  proffered  assistance,  but  eventually  assented;  and  the  grateful 
slaves,  yet  too  feeble  to  walk,  were  mounted  on  the  horses  oi  Leon- 
tine  and  the  corporal,  and  slowly  guided  the  travellers  until  they  arrived 
in  sight  of  a  small  cottage.  It  was  surrounded  with  all  the  fragrant 
and  gay  shrubbery  common  to  the  country,  and  presented  an  exterior 
of  rural  peace  and  happiness ;  but  only  in  mockery  of  the  occupant's 
sad  feelings,  which  he  scarcely  attempted  to  conceal  from  the  strangers 
who  approached  him.  He  was  feeble  and  abstracted,  and  evidently 
deemed  his  own  sorrows  too  engrossing  to  leave  him  any  pity  for  the 
travellers,  or  the  liberated  slaves,  whom  he  seemed  to  know.  Still  he 
tendered  mechanically  some  tokens  of  hospitality,  and  the  emperor  no 
sooner  viewed  him  than  he  recognised  in  the  broken-hearted  host  the 
formal*  purse-proud  citizen  whom  his  experiment  had  reduced  to  the 
condition  of  a  planter. 

*  Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction,'  thought  the  emperor,  as  he  looked 
at  the  man  whom  he  thus  accidentally  encountered,  just  after  meeting 
wdth  the  couple  whom  he  had  rescued  from  the  ruins :  *  Had  I  read  of 
such  a  coincidence  in  any  work  of  fiction,  I  should  have  condemned  it 
as  overstepping  the  probabilities  of  life.  If  I  live  to  regain  my  throne* 
all  the  unfortunates  shall  be  made  happy ;  for  my  theory,  being  true  in 
the  descending  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  vrill  doubtless  operate  equally 
well  in  the  ascending  vicissitudes  to  which  I  mean  to  subject  the  actors.' 
Thus  consoled,  the  emperor  was  rather  exhilarated  than  depressed  by 
the  despair  that  was  visible  in  the  countenance  and  conduct  of  his  en- 
tertainer, for  he  deemed  it  only  a  proof  of  the  truth  of  his  philosophy 
and  of  the  future  happiness  of  the  present  sufferers. 


474  The  PhilosopJiical  Emperor,  [June, 


CBAFTaa   eBWlTTH. 

THE         CASTLB. 


*  What  is  one  man's  meat  is  another  man's  poison,'  says  the  prpverb, 
and  '  What  is  one  man's  joy  is  another  man's  sorrow,*  say  we.  Such 
at  least  were  the  present  shelter  and  preceding  escape  of  the  emperor, 
which,  while  they  filled  him  with  hope,  overwhelmed  the  old  command- 
ant \vith  despair.  He  had  early  forwarded  a  faithful  narrative  of  the 
whole  disaster  to  his  sovereign  the  king  of  Tuscora,  who,  furious  with 
disappointed  ambition,  denounced  the  unfortunate  commandant  ^ 
either  criminal  negligence  or  more  criminal  connivance.  Suspecting 
that  treachery  might  have  infected  the  whole  garrison,  he  hastily  de- 
spatched a  force  to  insure  the  safety  of  the  fortress,  and  to  send  the 
disgraced  commandant  in  chains  to  the  capitol.  Vain,  however,  were 
such  precautions.  The  poor  commandant,  more  condemned  by  him- 
self than  he  could  be  by  his  sovereign,  contemplated  no  escape,  rio  ex- 
culpation, no  resistance.  He  admitted,  much  beyond  the  truth,  that 
he  had  been  negligent,  and  that  his  life  should  be  forfeited  as  a  posses- 
sion no  longer  desirable  to  him  or  useful  to  others.  And  when  he  sur- 
rendered himself  a  prisoner  to  the  officer  who  had  been  sent  to  arrest 
Jiim,  the  act  seemed  to  yield  him  a  consolation  which  nothing  else  had 
yielded  since  the  fatal  morning  that  disclosed  his  misfortune. 

Nor  were  the  feelings  of  Theadora  much  more  composed  than  those 
of  her  unhappy  parent,  whom  she  had,  as  she  now  saw,  guiltily  de- 
stroyed. She  swooned  repeatedly  during  the  day  that  her  father  was 
arrested,  and  at  intei'vals  raved  frantically,  as  was  thought,  by  accusing 
herself  aloud  as  the  cause  of  all  his  misery.  She  insisted  on  being  car- 
ried into  the  guarded  room  where  ho  was  confined,  and  at  the  sight  of 
him  manacled  and  fettered  her  agony  was  tciTible.  The  intensity  of 
her  grief  served  rather  to  withdraw  the  stem  old  man  firom  the  con- 
templation of  his  own  situation  to  that  of  the  only  being  who,  for  many 
years,  had  been  the  object  of  any  tender  emotion  in  him ;  but  when  he 
distinctly  learnt  from  her  the  agency  which  she  had  exerted  in  the  es- 
cape of  his  prisoner  (and  which  she  nan*ated  fully,  as  far  as  she  knew 
the  particulars),  the  soul  of  the  father  seemed  to  struggle  between  rage  ^ 
and  tenderness,  and  he  answered  not  but  with  groans  that  denAed  a 
wo  too  powerful  and  strange  for  words  to  express. 

Early  the  next  morning  was  designated  for  the  departure  of  the 
prisoner ;  and  as  his  unfortunate  daughter  entreated  to  accompany  him, 
and  being,  cb  she  insisted,  the  only  criminal  of  the  two,  a  carriage  was 
vouchsafed  for  the  new  circumstance,  that  they  might  be  transported 
together,  although  the  orders  of  the  sovereign  had  contemplated  no 
such  contingency.  And  while  the  sad  cavalcade  of  coach  and  accom- 
panying guards,  in  long  procession  and  double  file  on  cither  side,  were 
issuing  through  the  heavy  postern  of  the  fortress,  thrown  open  wide 
for  the  occasion,  the  hardy  veterans  who  constituted  the  painful  escort, 
and  those  who  remained  to  gairison  the  castle,  exhibited,  even  to  tears 
(the  strong  man's  opprobrium),  that  amid  all  the  obduracy  of  war,  all 
the  artificial  training  of  military  discipline,  all  the  pride  of  vaunted 
stoicism,  human  nature  will  retam  the  effeminacy  of  compassion. 
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THE         PLANTATION. 


WdiLB  these,  sorrowful  and  slow,  are  wending  their  steps  toward 
the  capita]  of  Tuscora,  the  cause  of  all  their  misfortunes,  the  emperor 
of  Boresko,  with  his  companions,  is  resting  in  the  mansion  of  the  dis- 
consolate planter.  The  wanderers  intend  to  resume  their  journey  un- 
der cover  of  the  approaching  night ;  but  the  horses  are  too  exhausted 
to  proceed,  and  the  emperor,  reluctantly  yielding  to  necessity,  concludes 
to  retain  the  present  shelter  for  another  day,  and  retires  early  to  an 
humble,  but  more  comfortable  bed  than  he  has  enjoyed  for  many  a 
dreary  night.  Weariness  is  the  best  of  anodynes,  and  as  he  had  since 
early  in  the  morning  labored  assiduously,  he  soon  slept  soundly,  despite 
the  loss  of  rank  and  empire.  The  two  slaves  also  forgot  their  mental 
griefs  amid  the  urgency  of  their  physical  wants,  and  slept  gently; 
dreaming  perchance  of  happiness  long  lost,  and  now  dreamily  restored ; 
for  dreams  are  often  thus  kind  to  the  bereaved.  All  slept  except  the 
planter.  His  corporal  organs  had  not  been  overtaxed,  and  his  thoughts 
wandered  as  usual  to  the  city,  houses,  friends  and  honors,  from  which 
he  had  mysteriously  been  driven.  He  recalled  in  self-torment  the  day 
on  which  he  had  last  enjoyed  his  prosperity ;  the  day  on  y^hich  \i\%  car- 
,  riage  had  been  honored  by  the  company  of  a  nadir  of  the  empire.  *  The 
day  too  short,  the  night  alas !  too  long,  on  which  he  had  been  awaked  from 
his  slefep,  and  suddenly  deprived  of  all  his  property  but  the  pittance  on 
which,  as  a  vulgar  planter,  he  protracted  a  miserable  existence.  The  day ! 
the  day !  the  night !  the  night !'  Thus  he  raved,  and  in  the  excitement  of 
his  fancy  he  vividly  recalled  the  detested  drum  whose  boding  sound  had 
marshalled  to  his  stately  mansion  the  armed  myrmidons  who  executed 
the  commands  of  the  emperor,  and  for  no  offence  that  he  had  ever  heard. 
*  Oh,  day  too  happy  to  continue  !  Oh,  night  too  direful  to  be  forgotten ! 
Oh,  drum  too  portentous  to  cease  from  sounding  in  my  ears  !' 

While  he  writhed  his  body  in  an  agony  of  recollection,  the  sound  of 
drums,  of  which  he  had  been  raving,  seemed  more  than  an  illusion  of 
his  imagination.  The  sound  floated  in  the  distance,  and  became  pro- 
gressively distinct,  until  the  portentous  notes  "broke  loud  upon  the  sur- 
rounding stillness,  and  he  could  no  longer  doubt  their  reality.  Sud- 
denly, however,  the  clamor  ceased,  and  he  again  began  to  suspect  that 
he  had  been  deceived  by  his  imagination.  He  had  experienced  simi- 
lar delusions  before,  though  not  quite  in  the  same  degree.  He  lisr 
tened  again.  The  effort  tranquillized  his  feelings ;  and  his  thoughts 
being  thus  diverted  from  his  sorrows,  the  poor  wretch  sank  into  a  fever- 
ish doze. 

Little  was  the  relief  procured  from  his  slumber,  for  it  was  busy  with 
more  than  the  horrors  of  his  wakeful  thoughts.  Again  the  drum 
seemed  to  marshal  the  spoilers  to  his  happy  home,  and  he  awoke  in 
terror.  He  had  slept  longer  than  he  supposed.  The  day  had  dawned, 
but  drums  were  actually  sounding ;  and  as  he  sprang  from  his  bed  and 
ran  hastily  to  his  window,  in  fear  more  than  from  curiosity,  he  saw  the 
plain  around  his  house  covered  with  soldiery,  while  martial  music 
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streamed  from  a  numerous  band.  The  standard  of.  his  nativo  country, 
still  dear  to  him,  though  a  ruined  man,  gleamed  through  the  morning 
haze  as  it  floated  and  quivered  in  the  breeze.  *  Great  God  !  forgive  a 
wretch,  nor  drive  me  wholly  mad  V  exclaimed  mentally  the  tortured 
man,  as  yet  unassured  of  the  reality  of  what  he  saw.  '  What  new  mis- 
chief is  impending  now  ?  Is  the  humble  lot  to  which  I  am  fallen  to  be 
sunk  still  lower  V 

But  suspense  was  not  long  to  torture  him.  The  cry  of  *  Long  live 
the  emperor !  long  live  the  emperor !'  burst  from  several  thousand 
swelling  breasts  as  the  emperor  himself,  escorted  from  the  shelter  of 
the  planter's  humble  cottage,  advanced  lofiily,  again  every  inch  a  mo- 
narch, toward  his  exulting  troops,  to  receive  the  enthusiastic  greeting 
of  brave  men  for  a  long-exiled  and  still  cherished  sovereign. 

The  faithful  corporal  who  accompanied  the  imperial  wanderer  to  his 
present  shelter  ]iad,  instead  of  retiring  to  rest  with  the  other  inmates 
of  the  cottage,  sallied  forth,-  soldier-like,  to  satisfy  himself  of  the  safety 
of  their  quarters.  He  fortunately  strayed  within  view  of  the  fires  of 
a  camp,  which  he  approached  stealthily,  until  he  found  that  the  soldiers 
wqre  his  countrj'men.  Delivering  himself  then  to  the  first  sentinel 
whom  he  met,  he  demanded  to  be  led  fortliwith  to  the  officer  in  com- 
mand, who  with  tears  of  loyalty  and  joy  heard  of  the  proximity  of  his 
imperial  master,  to  whom  he  was  still  faithfiil,  as  was  the  whole  empire. 
Since  the  captivity  of  the  sovereign  the  government  had  been  vigor-  ^ 
ously  admhiistered  by  a  regency  composed  of  tlic  Empress  consort  and 
tlie  great  traveller  and  critic,  Doesamuse,  Arch;Chancellor  of  the  Em- 
pire, whose  numerous  literary  labors  may  be  found  in  every  language, 
and  se;em  more  than  any  otlier  human  productions  destmed  to  live  every 
where  and  forever.  The  efforts  of  the  regency  had  been  unremitting 
to  obtain  by  negotiation  the  liberation  of  the  sovereign ;  but  the  tyrant 
in  whose  power  chance  rather  than  skill  had  throwii  the  Emperor,  re- 
solved, with  the  consciousness  of  inferiority,  to  derive  the  utmost  posa- 
ble  advantage  from  the  Emperor's  captivity,  and  would  accept  no  pro- 
posals for  his  release,  in  the  belief  that  better  terms  might  bo  extorted. 
Injustice  and  avarice  thus,  as  usual,  defeated  tlieir  own  end,  for  the 
escape  of  the  captive  removed  all  inducement  for  concessions,  and  im- 
planted in  their  stead  purposes  of  vengeance ;  hence  no  sooner  had  a 
rumor  of  the  Emperor's  escape  reached  the  government  of  Boresko, 
than  a  large  army  was  despatched  toward  the  capitol  of  Tuscora,  and 
the  present  detachment  had  been  sent  to  scour  the  enemy's  frontiers 
and  secure  the  emperor's  personal  safety. 

At  the  earliest  dawn  forth  from  the  bivouac  of  the  night  marched 
the  imperial  troops  toward  the  humble  lodgings  of  the  emperor,  though 
they  had  been  preceded  by  a  guard,  which,  on  the  first  knowledge  of 
his  proximity,  had  been  despatched  to  keep  watch  over  the  imperial 
quarters.  The  approach  of  this  guard  caused  the  sounds  that  haclbeen 
heard  during  the  night  by  the  restless  planter ;  while  the  approach  of 
the  main  body  was  what  aroused  him  in  the  morning. 

The  transition  experienced  by  the  Emperor  was  one  of  those  wonder- 
ful vicissitudes  that  belong  more  frequently  to  the  narrations  of  fiction 
than  to  the  realities  of  life ;  but  his  deprivation  of  authority  had  not 
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been  long  enough  to  debase  his  sentiments,  and  he  as  suddenly  resumed 
the  lofty  condescension  and  august  deportment  of  a  sovereign  as  though 
they  had  been  interrupted  by  only  an  unquiet  dream.  Loud  roared 
the  aitillery  an  imperial  salute  in  honor  of  his  presence.  Low  bowed 
gorgeous  standards  and  glittering  swords,  as  cheered  by  exulting  music 
he  passed  before  his  rejoicing  troops,  to  thank  them  for  their  loyalty. 

In  the  general  enthusiasm  all  seemed  happy  but  the  poor  planter. 
Unconsciously  he  had  entertained  the  author  of  all  his  misery.  But 
misfortune,  though  it  had  well  nigh  broken  his  heart,  had  not  wholly 
eradicated  his  accustomed  loyalty ;  so  far,  therefore,  as  a  broken  spirit 
can  forget  its  soitow,  he  rejoiced  at  the  opportunity  which  chance  had 
given  him  to  be  serviceable  to  his  lawful  sovereign.  He  had  not  ure- 
sumed  to  hope  that  the  occasion  could  in  any  way  result  beneficially  to 
himself,  but  the  Emperor  had  not  in  his  restoration  to  power  forgotten 
his  philosophy.  The  period  long  hoped  for  was  arrived,  in  .which  he 
could  test  his  power  to  increase  humaii  happiness,  as  well  as  diminish 
it.  He  summoned  the  planter  to  appear  before  him,  and  while  sur- 
rounded by  a  galaxy  of  noble  officersr  he  publicly  thanked  the  abashed 
poor  man  for  his  hospitality,  and  conferred  on  him  at  the  instant  the 
dignity  of  nadir  of  the  Empire,  with  a  restoration  of  his  confiscated 
estates,  and  the  grant  of  a  larg§  annuity  besides.  Nor  were  forgotten 
the  two  more  humble  individuals  who  had  been  reduced  from  compe- 
tency and  freedom  to  poverty  and  slavery.  They  were  restored  to 
freedom  and  their  plantation,  with  the  grant  of  a  large  addition  thereto 
from  the  national  domains. 

The  joy  which  was  evinced  by  the  poor  couple,  as  well  as  by  the 
newly-created  nadir,  fully  realized  the  best  expectations  of  the  im- 
perial philosopher,  and  completed  all  that  had  remained  unproved  of 
his  great  experiment.  Historians  seem  to  be  much  divided  whether 
the  Emperor  derived  more  satisfaction  that  morning  from  his  restora- 
tion to  power  or  from  the  fulfilment  of  his  predictions  as  an  author ; 
and  one  cannot  help  seeing  that  the  fact  elicited  by  the  experiment  is 
of  great  importance  to  rulers,  for  we  may  well  hope,  and  well  expect, 
that  the  power  thus  proved  to  be  in  their  possession  will  induce  them 
to  increase  human  happiness  as  often  as  practicable,  and  to  diminish  it 
only  when  the  diminution  is  indispensable. 


cnAPTcn   MiKTn. 
THE      RESTORATION. 


The  subsequent  progress  of  the  Emperor  was  a  continued  triumphal 
procession.  The  intelligence  of  his  approach  preceded  him  with  the 
swiftness  of  the  winds ;  and  as  soon  as  he  arrived  within  his  dominions, 
he  was  met  at  short  intei*vals  by  delegations  from  all  classes  of  his  sub- 
jects, who  vied  with  each  other  in  demonstrations  of  loyalty  to  his 
throne  and  devotion  to  his  person.  Public  thanksgivings  were  cele- 
brated in  every  temple ;  brilliantly  illuminated  were  all  edifices  in  the 
cities,  towns  and  villages,  through  which  he  passed  ;  a  joyful  peal  was 
sent  forth  by  every  bell,  while  every  cannon  roared  a  loud  amen. 
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The  Emperor  was  yet  ten  days'  journey  from  his  capitol,  when  he 
was  met  by  the  Empress.  Unexpectedly  to  the  two  august  personages 
the  processions,  by  some  misconception  in  the  arrangements,  encocin- 
tereu  each  other  unawares.  The  meeting  was  tender  in  the  extreme, 
for  this  was  an  occasion  in  which  Nature  refuses  to  be  regulated  -by 
Etiquette.  The  Empress  had  endeavored  to  discipline  herself  for  the 
meeting,  but  her  emotions  were  too  powerful  for  her  fordtude,  en- 
feebled as  her  health  had  become  by  the  painful  scenes  through  which 
she  had  passed.  She  swooned,  and  was  with  much  difficulty  resnaci- 
tated ;  while  the  Emperor,  in  his  solicitude  as  a  husband,  forgot  that  be 
was  the  observed  of  all  observers,  and  felt  and  acted  only  like  a  man. 

To  the  capitol  the  cortege  eventually  arrived  by  rather  slow  advances,  ' 
and,  as  had  been  previously  arranged,  the  Emperor  caused  himself  to 
be  immediately  crowned  anew,  as  deeming  himself  unqualified  for  the- 
discharge  of  his  high  duties  until  he  had  been  again  consecrated  by  a]) 
the  solemnities  of  religion.  The  ceremony  was  conducted  with  the 
utmost  magnificence ;  and  that  no  human  being  might  have  just  cause 
of  regret,  the  Emperor  took  that  occasion  to  make  restitution  to  the  re- 
maining sufferers  by  the  great  moral  experiment,  which  sought  to  prove 
(and  had  proved  to  his  entire  satisfaction)  that  Providence  is  not  ob- 
noxious to  the  imputation  of  making^me  classes  of  society  happier 
than  others.  He  accordingly  sent  for  the  nobleman  whom  he  had  de- 
posed, and  not  merely  reinstated  him  in  his  titles,  but  promoted  him  to 
the  higher  dignity  of  chamberlain,  to  the  inexpressible  gratification  of 
the  new  dignitary.  The  slaves,  also,  that  had  been  sent  to  the  copper 
mines,  and  whom  the  Emperor  had  accidently  encountered  in  his  af> 
fliction,  were  redeemed  by  purchase,  and  all  (except  five  who  had  died 
from  grief  and  ill-treatment)  were  brought  back  to  Boresko,  enfiran-. 
chiscd  and  invested  severally  with  small  plantations,  which  raised  them 
from  the  lowest  degradation  to  a  state  of  happiness  that  seemed  more 
pungent  and  blissful  than  was  experienced  by  any  other  of  the  parties 
to  the  experiment. 

But  the  Emperor,  in  the  exuberance  of  his  bounty,  thought  of  the 
persons  also  who  had  aided  in  his  escape.  The  corporal  who  had 
evinced  so  much  sagacity  and  fidelity  received  the  command  of  a  regi- 
ment, with  the  gracious  assurance  fi'om  the  Empress  (who  condescended 
to  permit  him  to  kiss  her  hand  on  the  occasion)  that  she  was  sure  he 
might  deem  the  present  promotion  as  only  an  earnest  of  the  regard  of 
his  sovereign.  Ihe  present  exaltation  proved,  however,  too  much  for 
the  poor  fellow's  equanimity.  He  had  performed,  nothing  for  which 
he  expected  more  than  a  restoration  to  his  office  of  corporal,  or  possi- 
bly promotion  to  a  sergeantship,  though  he  would  have  performed  the 
whole  with  equal  zeal  had  he  known  that  no  reward  would  have  en- 
sued. He  ought,  from  the  Emperor's  theory,  to  have  been  greatly  ad- 
vanced in  happiness  byjiis  iticrease  of  station ;  and  perhaps  he  ifras  for 
a  short  period,  but  his  new  honors  brought  with  them  new  and  unex- 
pected troubles,  just  as  a  newly-introduced  exotic  plant  will  bring  with 
it,  or  soon  originate,  some  insect,  big  or  little,  that  will  prey  upon  it. 
The  corporal  found  that  he  possessed  no  pedigree,  being  ienorant  of 
the  name  of  even  his  grandfather,  while  all  his  new  associates  were 
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continually  boasting  of  their  ancestors.  The  defect  depressed  his 
spirits  by  destroying  his  self-complacency,  until  eventually,  by  long 
contemplation  of  his  deficiency,  he  became  thereon  monomaniac. 
Every  thing  that  was  said  in  his  presence  seemed  to  allude  to  his  pris- 
tine ignobility,  and  every  allusion  to  his  services  vras  deemed  a  sarcasm 
on  his  sudden  elevation.  He  accordingly  became  morose  and  melan- 
choly, and  was  found  one  morning  suspended  by  his 'gaiters  from  the 
cornice  of  his  bedstead  quite  dead,  by  the  agency  of  his  own  hands. 
The  reason  of  his  death  was  carefully  concealed,  be<iause  to  the  un- 
philosophical,  who  &re  always  captious,  it  might  have  seemed  to  militate 
against  the  Emperor's  theory. 


OHAFTXR    TBKTn. 

THE      RETROSPECT, 


All  had  been  rewarded  except  Leontine,  whom  the  Emperor,  amid 
the  rapid  occurrences  of  the  last  few  days,  had  not  missed,  but  who 
now  could  no  where  be  found,  though  he  was  sought  diligently.  He 
was  on  horseback  when  last  seen,  and  by  great  effort  was  traced  to  the 
frontier  of  Tuscora.  What  this  meant  no  person  cotild  conjecture, 
.though  all  now  recollected  that  his  conduct  had  Jately  been  smgular, 
and  that  he  seemed  abstracted  and  gloomy. 

To  the  frontier  he  had  indeed  departed,  for  he  had  by  some  means 
acquired  infoi*mation  of  the  painful  catastrophy  which  the  escape  had 
occasioned  to  his  beloved  Theadora  and  her  father,  the  ^onmiandant. 
Desperate  as  the  attempt  was,  he  resolved  to  surrender  himself  to  the 
vengeance  of  his  betrayed  sovereign,  in  the  hope  that  as  he  alone  was 
euilty,  his  confession  and  surrender  would  establish  their  innocence  and 
insure  their  safety.  Their  fate,  however,  had  become  materially  changed 
since  they  were  last  heard  from  by  Leontine ;  for  while  they  were 
travelling  toward  the  capitol,  at  the  slow  pace  we  have  already  de- 
scribed, an  officer  from  the  rear  galloped  furiously  past  their  carriage, 
ajs  if  charged  with  important  intelligence  to  the  commander  in  front. 
Suddenly  the  van  of  the  detachment  accelerated  its  speed,  and  the  car- 
'  riage  also  was  urged  forward  to  its  utmost  capacity.  The  cause  of  the 
change  of  speed  was  not  long  a  mystery,  for  a  discharge  of  musketry, 
that  soon  became  incessant,  denoted  that  the  rear  of  the  escort  was  at- 
tacked by  an  enemy,  and  that  the  van  was  fleeing  to  prevent  a  rescue 
of  the  captives. 

Furious  and  fearful  was  the  speed  with  which,  over  uneven  roads, 
the  vehicle  was  driven,  that  contained  the  unfortunate  commandant  and 
his  repentant  daughter.  But  little  heeded  he  external  inconveniences ; 
nor  did  a  thought  occur  to  him  that  he  might  be  benefited  by  die  strug- 
gle that  was  raging  in  the  rear.  More  than  once  he  started  instinctive- 
ly, as  if  to  mingle  in  the  contest  and  aid  his  attacked  countrymen ;  and 
when  the  resistance  of  his  chains  revived  a  consciousness  of  his  di^ 
grace,  he  groaned  in  agony  as  he  recoiled  into  his  listless  seat. 

But  Providence  had  destined  that  the  van  guard  should  not  escape. 
The  rear  guard  had  been  overtaken  by  the  Boreskoen  forces,  which 
had  been  detached  for  the  purpose  of  making  a  diversion  into  Tuscora. 
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The  resistance  of  the  rear  was  known  to  be  hopeless,  except  to  &vor 
the  escape  of  the  van ;  but  the  Boreskoens  saw  the  guarded  caniage, 
and  suspecting  from  the  solicitude  evinced  for  its  escape  that  it  con- 
tained iheir  enemy,  the  King  of  Tuscora,  they  pursued  it  with  an  ardor 
which  was  boundless.  The  balls  in  fearful  number  began  to  whistle 
around  the  carriage,  as  it  was  approached  by  the  pursuing  cavalry. 
One  pistol  bullet  passed  through  the  carriage,  shattering  the  fflaqii  in 
front  and  wounding  the  postillion  in  his  back,  who  gasped  and  tell  from 
his  seat,  leaving  the  affrighted  horses  to  the  guidance  ■  of  their  iears. 
His  body  struck  the  horses  as  he  fell,  and  they  dashed  forward  with 
augmented  recklessness  toward  a  steep  declivity,  which  threatened  in- 
evitable destruction  to  the  carriage  and  its  inmates ;  when  suddenly, 
and  from  no  obvious  cause,  they  deserted  the  main  road,  and,  turning 
short,  brought  their  heads  in  contact  with  a  wall,  which  arrested  their 
further  progress,  without  damage  to  themselves,  the  vehicle  or  its  in* 
mates. 

The  skirmish  was  soon  ended  by  a  surrender  of  nearly  the  whole  of 
the  escort,  when  the  eamage  was  again  put  in  motion,  conducted  by  a 
new  postillion,  and  turned  toward  the  capitol  of  Boresko,  under  the 
guard  of  a  strong  detachment  from  the  ranks  of  the  victors,  and  ac- 
companied by  the  captured  Tuscoreans.  Theadora,  though  ffreathf 
agitated  by  conflicting  emotions,  felt  an  intuitive  consciousness  of  benefit 
from  the  change  in  their  destination ;  but  far  different  was  the  effisct 
on  the  commandant.  He  was  anxious  to  bo  delivered  up  to  the  indig- 
nation of  his  sovereign,  and  he  esteemed  all  delays,  especially  such  as 
were  caused  by  the  triumphs  of  his  country's  enemies,  as  but  an  aggra- 
vation of  the  evil  to  which  he  had  been  a  party.  Not  a  word,  how- 
ever, was  exchanged  between  the  occupants  of  the  carriao^e,  for  each 
was  engrossed  by  the  particular  reflections  which  the  sudden  reversal 
of  their  destination  copiously  supplied. 


CnAFTSK    X:.BTENTn. 


THE    PRISONERS     OF    WAR. 


Nothing  occurred  to  retard  the  onward  progress  of  the  capdves, 
and  proceeding  with  steady  military  pace  they  duly  arrived  at  Xipy- 
wen,  the  capitol  of  Boresko,  where  a  large  building,  situated  in  the 
suburbs,  ana  appropriated  as  a  place  of  confinement  for  prisoners  of 
war,  received  them  as  its  inmates.  An  open  area  of  about  four  acres 
of  ground,  enclosed  by  a  high  stone  wall,  surmounted  with  iron  chevaux 
de  frise  and  broken  glass,  afforded  the  means  of  exercise  and  recrea- 
tion during  the  day  to  all  the  prisoners  who  chose  to  frequent  it ;  while 
at  night  all  were  carefully  locked  by  within  the  building,  that  had  at 
one  time  been  used  as  a  barracks  for  tlie  troops  stationed  in  the  city. 

But  little  heeded  the  afflicted  old  commandant  the  means  thus  af- 
forded for  recreation;  and  Theadora,  fully  convinced*  of  her  guilt, 
vainly  endeavored  to  soothe  in  him  the  misery  which  she  had  occa- 
sioned. He  no  longer  repulsed  her  efforts,  and,  probably  from  a  con- 
viction of  her  repentance,  no  longer  addressed  her  with  asperity ;  but 


1850.]  The  Philosophical  Emperor.  481 

vanity,  which  in  seclusion  he  had  nourished,  and  which  in  turn  had 
nourished  him,  no  longer  existed  in  him,  and  nothing  remained  in  its 
stead  to  mollify  his  broken  spirits.  He  shrank  from  observation,  and 
remained  as  closely  confined  as  though  he  possessed  no  power  to  quit 
his  chamber ;  nor  did  Theadora  rene/;t  that  the  sovereign  to  whom 
they  were  prisoners  owed  his  liberty  to  her,  and  that  she  possessed 
claims  upon  his  favor.  She  had  commisserated  his  sufferings  because 
he  was  unworthily  detained  from  his  throne ;  but  she  had  never  con- 
templated from  his  release  any  result  but  the  gratification  of  her  sym- 
pathy; and  had  the  thought  of  any  present  benefit  occurred 'to  her 
mind,  the  declaration  of  such  a  contingency  would  have  deprived  her 
father  of  the  little  self-possession  which  he  retained.  Oi  Leontine  • 
Theadora  thought  oflen,  and  felt  no  little  curiosity,  or  perhaps  a  warmer 
motive  than  curiosity,  to  ascertain  his  fate ;  but  female  delicacy  re- 
strained her  from  instituting  inquiries  in  relation  to  him,  and  her  posi- 
tion precluded  any  direct  intelligence. 

They  had  been  but  two  days  in  the  prison  when  one  of  the  keepers 
announced  to  the  commandant  that  orders  had  been  received  to  convey 
him  at  noon  into  the  presence  of  the  Emperor,  and  that  hh  daughter 
must  accompany  him.  That  the  interview  was  sought  to  reproach  him 
for  the  severity  he  had  exercised  toward  his  captive  the  commandant 
did  not  doubt,  until  he  reflected  that  so  small  a  revenge  was  incompati- 
ble with  the  conduct  of  a  great  sovereign.  Possibly  then  the  interview 
was  designed  to  elicit  some  important  military  information,  or  perhaps 
for  the  more  noble  purpose  oi  liberating  a  faithful  enemy,  whose  fair 
fame  the  Emperor  had  been  the  means  of  tarnishing;  and  by  permit- 
ting the  commandant  to  return  to  his  native  countoy,  enable  him  to  cast 
himself  upon  the  justice  of  his  master.  But  little  heeded  the  stem  old 
man  what  the  object  of  the  interview  might  be;  the  world  to  him  had 
lost  its  lustre,  and  nothing  remained  worth  living  for.  To  Theadora 
the  summons  was  equally  inexplicable ;  but  as  she  was  conscious  of  at 
least  no  offence  to  the  Emperor,  she  experienced  no  feeling  of  alarm, 
except  the  perturbation  which  is  naturally  inseparable  from  a  personal 
connexion  with  any  event  of  magnitude  and  mystery. 

When  noon  arrived  they  were  conducted  to  the  outside  of  the  en- 
closure, and  placed  within  a  splendid  equipage,  which  awaited  their 
arrival,  and  in  which  they  were  rapidly  driven  toward  the  imperial 
residence.  The  vast  superstructure  soon  gleamed  through  the  dis- 
tance, as  intervening  objects  opened  it  to  view  and  again  shrouded  it ' 
from  sight.  At  length  noble  trees,  the  growth  of  ages,  and  skilfully 
*  arranged  and  grouped,  announced  that  the  carriage  was  meandering 
through  a  gigantic  park.  The  wheels  revolved  rapidly  over  avenues 
of  the  utmost  smoothness  and  solidity,  while  at  increasingly  short  in- 
tervals sentinels  were  stationed  in  gorgeous  regimentals  and  with  glit- 
tering arms.  Theadora  contemplated  with  youthful^motions  the  pa- 
geant through  which  she  was  fleeting,  and  the  noble  stature  of  the 
guards,  who  at  length  formed  a  continuous  file  on  either  side.  But  her 
surprise  cannot  be  imagined  when,  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  great 
portal  of  the  palace,  she  beheld,  clothed  in  the  gorgeous  uniform  she 
had  been  admiring,  but  more  richly  habited,  and  equiped  as  a  general 
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officer,  and  in  stature  as  towering,  erect  and  noble,  as  the  noblest,  the 
cadet  Leontine.  In  his  journey  toward  Tuscora,  to  surrender  himself 
into  the  power  of  his  sovereign,  he  had  heard  of  the  fortunate  capture 
of  the  commandant,  and  immediately  retraced  his  steps  to  the  mxpe- 
rial  court,  where  ho  was  again  graciously  received  by  the  grateful 
Emperor,  who  bestowed  on  him  the  rank  of  Major-General. 


eBAFTKB   TWXZ.yTB. 

THE      INTERVIEW. 


The  Emperor  was  not  so  old  as  to  have  forgotten  the  romance  of 
youthiul  affection.  The  obligations  which  he  had  felt  toward  Loondne 
had  originally  been  mingled  with  impressions  that  his  motives  were 
mercenary,  and  he  had  esteemed  him  as  a  useful  traitor  rather  than  ai 
a  youthful  enthusiast.  But  after  Leontine  had  explained,  with  sim- 
plicity and  modesty,  the  motives  which  alone  had  caused  him  to  hazard 
his  life  and  sacrifice  his  allegiance,  the  Emperor  was  induced  to  criti- 
cize leniently  faults  by  which  ho  had  been  so  greatly  benefitted,  and  to 
requite  them  in  a  way  congenial  to  the  temperament  of  the  actor.  To 
that  end  the  present  interview  had  been  ordered ;  and  though  Leon- 
tine had  consented  to  act  in  it,  and  appear  under  his  high  military  com- 
mission from  the  Emperor,  the  acceptance  was  subject  to  the  condition, 
insisted  on  by  Leontine,  that  he  should  at  all  times  be  at  liberty  to  sur- 
render himself  to  the  King,  his  former  master,  if  he  should  deem  such 
a  surrender  essential  to  the  safety  of  the  commandant  or  the  happiness 
of  Theadora. 

The  dejected  but  still  proud  commandant  encountered  the  presence 
of  the  emperor  without  servility  or  fear ;  nor  would  he  deign  so  much 
as  a  passing  look  at  Leontine,  whom  he  contemplated  with  horror,  and 
to  whom  this  silent  rebuke  was  manifestly  distressing.  The  youth, 
beauty,  and  highly  imaginative  organization  of  Theadora  sustained 
vrith  less  apathy  the  august  presence  of  the  emperor ;  she  impulsively 
sank  upon  her  knees  as  the  monarch  graciously  advanced  toward  her. 
He  was  affected  with  her  appearance,  and  raising  her  tenderly  from  her 
suppliant  position,  saluted  kindly  her  cheek,  calling  her  his  protecting 
genma,  his  sympathizing  deliverer,  for  whose  sake  he  deemed  her  father 
not  an  enemy,  not  a  prisoner,  but  a  friend  whom  he  was  desirous  to 
ennoble  and  make  happy. 

*  Sire,*  exclaimed  loftily  the  aroused  commandant,  *  I  am  not  ignorant 
of  the  great  guilt  of  this  unfortunate  young  woman ;  but  although  I 
have  been  unwilling  to  requite  it  with  my  own  hands  in  vengeance  on 
her  head,  far  rather  would  I  perform  that  office  than  see  her  derive  the 
slightest  benefit  ifom  her  treason.  If  indeed  your  majesty  shall  desire 
to  compensate  me  for  her  crime,  which  has  been  useful  to  your  majesty, 
send  us  back  to  our  injured  sovereign,  tliat  we  may  expiate  our  offences 
as  his  justice  shall  prescribe.' 

*  Not  so,  mighty  prince !'  exclaimed  Leontine ;  *  I  alone  have  been 
the  offender,  and  on  me  alone  should  fall  the  punishment.     The  noble 
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commandant  has  not  swerved  from  his  integrity,  while  his  noble  daugh- 
ter, in  sympathizing  with  misfortune,  but  obeyed  a  feeling  which  heaven 
made  irresistible.  To  pity  is  not  criminal,  and  of  nothing  but  pity  can 
she  be  accused.  I  will  return  to  Tuscora,  and  let  justice  satisfy  its 
demands  on  the  guilty,  and  not  unworthily  upon  the  guiltless/ 

'  That  cannot  be,'  replied  good-naturedly  me  emperor ;  'sovereigns 
owe  to  themselves  and  people  a  duty  which  requires  that  they  should 
protect  their  benefactors.  Beside,  despatches  are  recently  arrived, 
announcing  that  my  brave  troops  have  been  victorious  in  a  general 
engagement  with  the  forces  of  Tuscora,  and  that  on  the  field  ot  battle 
a  treaty  was  concluded  by  which  a  general  amnesty  is  guaranteed  for 
all  offences  connected  with  the  late  hostilities,  and  including  specially  by 
name  all  persons  now  within  our  presence.' 

*Alas,  Su*e !'  groaned  forth  the  unhappy  commandant,  'pardon  is 
not  my  wish,  nor  can  it  restore  the  lost  faith  of  my  unfortunate  child,  or 
the  lost  self-respect  of  her  more  unfortunate  father.  Long  may  your 
majesty  live  !  and  for  your  good  intentions  toward  an  humble  and 
ruined  man  may  heaven  spare  you  the  affliction  of  an  unworthy  child ! 
But  the  moment  I  regain  the  power,  she  and  I  must  return  to  our  native 
land,  nor  cover  our  offences  by  any  treaty  won  from,our  betrayed  mas- 
ter by  the  Eirmies  of  your  majesty.' 

The  emperor  was  perplexed  and  almost  angry  at  the  obstinate  inte- 
grity of  the  old  veteran.  It  conflicted  also  with  his  published  philoso- 
phy ;  for  no  proffered  elevation  seemed  able  to  restore  the  happiness  of 
an  humble  station.  He  dismissed  the  parties,  but  instead  o?  permitting 
the  commandant  and  his  daughter  to  return  to  prison,  as  the  command- 
ant desired,  he  compelled  them  to  lodge  in  a  splendid  mansion  near  the 
palace,  in  the  hope  that  reflection  would  make  their  conduct  conform 
with  his  philosophy ;  a  result  which  now  seemed  more  important  to  the 
emperor  than  even  his  desire  to  benefit  Theadora  or  requite  the  ser- 
vices of  Leontine. 


CBAPTCR    THIRTSSKTH. 


THE         CONCLUSION. 


But  time  failed  to  meliorate  the  sentiments  of  the  commandant.  Like 
a  caged  bird,  who,  in  attempts  to  regain  its  liberty,  beats  itself  to  death 
against  the  wires  of  its  gilded  prison,  he  rebelled  against  ^  efforts  that 
were  made  to  soothe  him,  and  grew  continually  more  dispirited  and 
more  morose ;  so  that  he  eventually  refused  to  see  his  daughter,  whom 
he  deemed  accessory  to  his  detention.  She  by  the  most  filial  attention 
endeavored  to  atone  for  her  offence ;  but  death  alone  seemed  able  to 
relieve  him  from  the  reflections  that  continually  tormented  him,  and 
death,  the  last  hope  of  the  unfortunate,  finally  arrived.  He  died  a 
broken-hearted  man,  in  the  fifth  month  of  his  residence  atBoresko. 

Poignant  was  the  grief  of  Theadora,  for  she  was  the  cause  of  his 
untimely  fate ;  and  great  was  the  sorrow  of.  Leontine,  for  he  had  cre- 
ated the  misfortunes  of  both  the  father  and  the  daughter.^-  Even  the 
emperor  was  grieved,  for  he  knew  that  the  whole  had  proceeded  from 
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efforts  to  terminate  his  captivity.  The  funeral  was  conducted  with 
great  military  pomp,  and  the  imperial  family  condescended  to  partici- 
pate in  the  pageant.  To  soothe  the  feelings  of  Theadora,  a  coxmnuni- 
cation  was  obtained  for  her  from  the  now  almost  tributary  king  of 
Tuscora,  condoling  with  her  for  the  loss  of  her  father,  whose  fidelity 
the  king  was  pleased  to  say  he  had  long  been  convinced  of,  and  not 
only  pEirdoning,  but  applauding  her  for  the  sympathy  she  had  manifested 
towai'd  his  illustrious  brother  and  good  ally  me  emperor  of  Boresko, 
when  casually  a  resident  of  the  castle. 

Human  nature  is  as  manifestly  formed  to  endure  the  calamities  of 
life  as  oaks  are  to  endure  the  tempests  of  winter.  In  due  time,  there- 
fore, Theadora  became  tranquil  under  the  loss  of  her  father,  and  in  a 
little  further  time,  cheerful.  Yielding  to  the  solicitation  of  friendsy'she 
gradually  re-mingled  with  society,  and  eventually  shone  in  court,  where 
the  emperor,  intent  on  his  moral  theory,  and  desirous  that  her  history 
should  not  result  contradictorily  to  his  system,  never  failed  to  distin- 
guish her  with  his  attentions.  In  gratitude  for  his  condescension,  she 
eventually  complied  with  his  known  wishes  by  yielding  to  the  weU- 
proved  aJSection  of  Leontine ;  and  they  were  publicly  married,  the 
emperor  Himself  gWing  her  away  at  the  altar.  They  became  the  most 
conspicuous  ornaments  of  the  brilliant  court  of  Boresko ;  but  attentive 
observers  could  discover  in  Theadora  moments  of  abstraction,  and  oc- 
casionally a  hurried  manner,  denoting  a  mind  oppressed  with  painful 
recollections. 

Even  Leontine,  although  blessed  as  he  was  with  the  consumma- 
tion of  his  most  romantic  aspirations  and  the  gratification  of  his  most  • 
ardent  desires,  felt  evidently  more  embarrassed  than  exalted  when  the 
adventures  were  referred  to  that  had  gained  him  his  elevation.  He 
evinced  a  painful  sensitiveness  whenever  he  was  spoken  of  as  a  native 
of  Tuscora ;  and  his  enemies  (what  court  favorite  is  without  them  t ) 
soon  noticed  his  growing  sensitiveness,  and  failed  not  to  play  on  it,  to 
his  increasing  misery.  In  short,  could  the  hearts  of  Leontine  and 
Theadora  have  been  inspected,  they  would  have  been  found  to  contgin 
much  regret,  much  self-reproach,  much  consciousness  of  ill-desert 
In  consideration  of  these  results,  which  the  emperor  discovered  as  well 
as  his  courtiers,  he  inserted  in  the  next  edition  of  his  moral  philosophy 
a  new  chapter,  in  which  he  maintained  that  as  a  man  deviates  m>m 
virtue  and  duty,  he  removes  himself  out  of  the  principle  that  makes 
increased  honors  and  riches  an  increase  of  happiness. 


£  F  I  O  B  A  M, 


Modern  philanthropy,  I  often  hear, 

Is  wide,  diffiimve  as  Uie  atmosphere : 

I  grant  it  all,  and  more  by  parity 

Of  reason  has  this  airy  enarity  ; 

Colorless,  scentless,  tasteless,  of  light  weight. 

And  always  keeping  in  the  gaseons  state. 
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THE        IDEAL. 


FmOM       TBS       aSRMAK       Or       SOBZLrBR. 


With  all  thy  visions  fondly  cherished,   • 

Wilt  thou  then  faithless  from  me  part  ? 
Thy  joys,  thy  griefs,  have  they  too  perished  ? 

Can  nought  recall  them  to  the  heart  ? 
Oh,  golden  time  of  life  !  can  never 

oe  stayed  thy  unrelenting  tide  ? 
In  vain  the  wisn !  thy  waves  forever 

To  the  eternal  ocean  glide. 


IX. 


The  cloudless  suns  have  lost  that  gleaming 

That  once  they  o^cr  my  pathway  threw  ; 
Those  visions  fled ;  that  pleasant  dreaming 

That  to  the  soul  has  seemed  so  true  : 
Gone,  gone  is  now  the  fond  believing 

In  all  the  soul^s  sweet  imagery ; 
Prey  to  the  Real's  harshness  leaving 

What  oilce  was  Beauty's  self  to  me. 


XIT. 


Even  as  of  old  Pygmalion,  longing, 

Grazed  on  the  marble's  changeless  fiice, 
Till  in  the  stony  check  came  thronging 

All  that  makes  living  loveliness  : 
Thus,  earnestly  with  nature  dealing. 

Deep  meamng  in  that  look  1  sought. 
Till  the  created  seemed  revealing 

New  beauty  to  the  poet's  thought : 


IV, 


And,  in  all  cherished  dreams  partaking, 

The  silent  one  a  language  caught. 
Love  answering  to  my  love  awaking. 

She  undersUxxl  my  earnest  thought  ] 
Then  lived  to  me  the  tree,  the  flower. 

Then  sang  the  rippling  of  the  brook ; 
Yea,  even  the  soulless  felt  the  power 

The  echo  of  my  life  partook. 


^  A  circling  all  my  breast  indwelling 

With  yearning  boundless  urged  me  on, 
To  enter  on  life's  way  impelling 

In  deed  and  word,  in  seem  and  tone. 
How  glorious  was  this  world's  concealing, 

Before  the  buds  to  blossoms  grew ! 
IIow  small,  alas !  was  it»  revealing! 

Its  promised  ft-uits  how  poor,  how  few ! 
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VI. 


Urfi^od  onward  by  a  will  undaunted,    ^ 

Unchecked  by  sorrow's  chill  delay, 
With  happy  visions  ever  liauntcd, 

How  stepped  the  youth  upon  his  way ! 
Even  to  the  dimmest  stars  of  heaven 

The  flight  of  his  intentions  flew ; 
No  bound  Vas  to  their  soaring  given, 

No  distance  and  no  height  they  knew. 


TII. 


How  lightly  then  their  wings  upbore  him ! 

What  to  the  happy  youth  was  hard  ? 
How  danced  the  joyous  ones  before  him, 

The  guardians  of  the  untaught  bard ! 
Love,  with  the  sweet  reward  it  giveth. 

Fortune,  with  golden  coronet ; 
Fame,  with  the  starry  wreatli  she  wcaveth, 

Truth,  in  her  sunlight  glory  set. 


VIII. 


Already,  on  the  way  half  ended. 

Vanished  the  guides  he  made  his  stay ; 
Faithless  from  him  their  footsteps  wended. 

One  after  one  they  dropped  away  : 
First  Fortune  lightly  from  him  vanished  ; 

Unquenched  remained  the  thirst  of  mind  ; 
Doubt's  tempest-clouds  un pitying  banished 

The  sunlight  that  Truth  left  behind. 


XX. 


Wreatlis  I  beheld  from  Glory's  bowers 

Unhallowed  by  the  ignoble  brow ; 
Too  soon,  alns  I  the  dear  spring  hours 

Of  Love  have  found  their  winter  now ! 
Stiller  and  ever  stiller  growing, 

The  lonely  path  before  me  lay ; 
Scarce  Hope  herself  before  me  throwing 

Her  faintest  light  upon  the  way. 


Of  all  this  flattering  attending. 

Who  from  my  side  would  never  roam  ? 
"Who  stand  with  comfort  o'er  me  bending  ? 

Who  follows  to  Death's  gloomy  home  ? 
Thou  who  the  wounds  of  sorrow  hcalest, 

The  tender,  gentle  hand  of  friend^ 
That,  in  life's  toiling,  comfort  dealest. 

Thou  whom  I  early  sought  and  gained. 

XI. 

And,  willingly  with  it  uniting, 

Soothing  like  it  the  mental  storm. 
Action,  in  action's  self  delighting. 

That  ne'er  destroys,  though 'slow  it  form ; 
That,  to  the  work  of  endless  lasting. 

But  grain  by  grain  the  sand  can  lay. 
Yet  from  tlie  debt  Uuit  Time  is  costing 

Strikes  minutes,  days,  nKxiths,  years  away !  n. 
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THE     FIRST     AND     LAST     APPEAL. 


AS    ILLUSTRATED    BY     FRANK    STONE'S    PICTURES. 


BT    W.    H.    OOOKCZK. 


THE      FIRST      APPEAL. 


*  GuDE  lassie,  ye  ken  richt  well  that  for  aye  long  the  light  of  youre 
bqpnie  ee  has  been  dearer  to  me  than  all  the  siller  that  micht  kem  to 
me,  if  I  could  be  rich  as  the  laird  of  Glencaim  ;  ye  ken  rich't  well  that 
I  see  youre  face  in  every  flower  your  gude  faither  and  mysel  culls,  and 
sends  to  the  castle ;  but  then  the  flowers  kennie  be  sae  fine  as  you, 
my  Magffie,  and  they  waud  nae  mak  youre  hair  more  bonnie  for  aye 

.that,  lassie.  When  they  first  bud  I  will  bring  to  ye  the  bonniest  o' 
them.  When  the  Lavroch  whistles  his  song  high  over  us,  will  ye  nae 
hie  wi  me  to  the  forest,  and  wark  sae  menily ;  the  hai^vest  time  will 
bring  to  us  new  blessings,  and  we  will  dance  and  sing  wi*  the  reapers, 
as  they  return  to  their  cottage  home.  And  then  when  the  cauld  winter 
of  this  life  comes  to  us,  ye  shall  say  that  all  is  truth  that  I  now  tell  ye. 
And  as  the  fi-osts  of  time  mak  every  year  youre  bonnie  hair  to  wichten, 
and  youre  bright  ee  to  graw  dim,  will  we  not  love  each  other  e'en  more 
tenderly  than  in  the  days  of  our  early  love  ?  But  I  hae  naught  to  offer 
ye  neither  of  pairls  nor  of  gauld ;  but,  lassie,  these  waud  nae  mak  my 
love  greater  than  it  now  is,  my  ain  Maggie.* 

*  Andre,  how  ken  ye  be  sae  silly  as  talk  o*  love  1  What  waud  my 
puir  faither  do,  and  the  bairns  that  my  maither  left  ?  They  're  owre 
young  to  be  left  to  the  world  without  ony  to  care  for  them.  But  hush, 
Andre,  here  kems  the  Laird's  son,  and  it  might  nae  be  prudent  for  ye 
to  be  seen  in  conversation  wi  me.  Know  ye,  Andre,  my  ain,  that  I 
will  think  of  it,  and  talk  to  my  gude  faither  on  the  subject.' 

*  I  hae  my  doots  about  it,'  muttered  Andre,  as  he  walked  from  the 
garden ;  '  but  if  the  heir  to  Glencaim  estate  plots  wi'  Maggie,  I  will  be 
e'en  wi'  them.' 

The  foregoing  conversation  took  place  between  the  daughter  of  the 
principal  gardener  of  the  Glencaim  Estate  and  the  son  of  one  of  the 
chief  tenantry.  Maggie  and  himself  had  been  brought  up  together ; 
she  the  bonniest  lass  that  could  be  met  with,  and  himself  the  pride  of 
the  young  men  of  his  age  in  the  neighborhood,  the  course  of  their  in- 
timacy from  childhood  had  progressed  in  one  unruffled  course,  more 
as  a  brotherly  and  sisterly  affection  than  that  of  the  deeper  passion  of 
love. 

The  arrival  of  the  Laird's  son,  who  had  ruined  health  and  pocket 
in  the  gay  metropolis,  and  upon  whom  Maggie  was  known  to  smile, 
was  the  occasion  of  many  doubts  and  fears  in  the  honest  heart  of  Andre, 
and  gave  birth  to  the  remark  made  by  him  in  the  interview  in  ques- 
tion.   Not  many  days  had  elapsed  when  the  sister  of  Andre,  conveyed 
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to  Maggie  a  request,  that  she  would  meet  him  at  a  certain  hour  on  the 
following  evening  at  a  well  known  spot,  called  the  Lover's  Well,  an 
unfathomed  spring  in  the  neighborhood,  round  which  there  lurked 
many  a  legend  of  days  gone  by,  of  disappotnted  and  unretumed  love. 

To  this  request  Maggie  willingly  assented,  although  at  first  with  some 
feeling  of  disquietude,  as  previous  to  this  occasion  the  intervention  of 
a  third  person  was  considered  unnecessary,  so  mutual  had  been  the 
feelings  of  each  to  the  other,  from  childhood  until  the  time  of  their  pre- 
vious interview,  when  he  had  ventured  to  breathe  to  her  his  *  First 
Appeal  op  Love. 

<  Let  Andre  know  that  I  will  see  him  at  Sabbath  eve,  and  tell  him  I 
dinna  ken,  why  he  waud  nae  hae  come  wi  the  message  himse?,  but  then 
he  's  ower  strange  a  times,  and  perhaps,  puir  lad,  he  canna  come ;  and' 
whether  or  no,  I  '11  forgive  and  forget.' 


THE      LAST      APPEAL. 


'  Maggie  my  ain  that  was,  I  know  richt  well  ye  hae  nae  love  for  me 
ony  more  ;  there  was  a  time  when  yo  smiled  as  I  approached  ye,  and 
youre  tiny  foot  went  e'n  faster  on  the  brake,  as  ye  spun  by  your'e  door, 
and  ye  singing  sac  prettily  a'  the  while ;  but  your  ee  changed  Maggie, 
and  my  puir  heart  dies  when  I  see  how  cold  ye  Eire,  and  to  see  ye  sae 
pleased  at  the  young  laird  when  he  comes  to  bid  ye  good  morning,  and 
the  blessing  of  heaven,  when  all  the  while  he  waud  harm  ye,  Maggie, 
with  his  heart  as  black  as  the  mare  that  Tam  O'Shanter  crosses  wi'  o'er 
the  waste  ;  making  sadness  and  misery  when  ye  heai'  the  noise  of  its 
brawny  hoofs;  but,  Maggie,  by  this  hand  of  your're  ain,  that  I  now 
hold,  ye  shall  nae  ga'  from  mo,  till  ye  say  that  ye  will  reject  him,  and 
turn  away  when  he  comes  to  ye.  My  ain  Maggie,  smile  on.  mo,  my  ain 
loved  one. 

*  Andre  ye  waud  nae  gie  me  detention  in  this  spot  contraire  to  ipy 
wishes  ;  and  Andre  ye  look  sae  pale,  and  your'e  hands  seem  sae  cola 
that  ye  frichten  me,  and  I  would  go ;  and  ye  know  it  is  not  many,  Andre* 
to  keep  me  against  my  wishes  when  I  would  go.' 

'  Nay,  Maggie,  ye  hae  heaped  up  my  misfortunes,  and  my  heart  waud 
break.  I  canna  survive  the  big  blow  ye  hae  given  me,  I  waud  hae 
died  to  serve  ye,  and  ye  hae  turned  cold  up  me.' 

*  Andre,  in  the  name  of  heaven  let  me  go.  I  hear  the  bairk  of  the 
laird's  dogs,  and  what  if  he  saw  my  hand  in  yours,  Andre,  and  yoursel' 
agitated  V 

*  May  the  curse  of  the  unhappy  light  upon  him  and  his  house !  May 
ruin  and  desolation ' 

*  Andre,  Andre,  do  nae  curse  !  kem  haim  wi'  me,  and  I  will  love ; 
heavens,  Andre,  what  waud  ye;  help,  oh!  faither,  bairns!  gude 
Andre ;'  a  shriek,  confined  and  stifling,  and  all  was  still. 

The  tale  was  soon  told  to  the  young  laird,  who  was  hurried  to  the 
spot  by  the  screams  of  Maggie.  He  knew  from  the  bubbles  and  agi- 
tation  of  the  deep  well  that  she  had  indeed  perished  !  The  truth  glanced 
upon  him  in  an  instant,  that  Andre  had  leaped  with  her  into  the  un- 
fathomed depths  of  the  Lover's  Well  into  which  he  looked ! 
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It  is  unnecessary  to  add  whether  the  curse  was  fulfilled,  which 
legend  says  commenced  with  the  dawn  of  the  day  next  succeeding  the 
death  of  Andre  and  Maggie. 

From  the  nature  of  the  spring,  no  attempt  was  ever  made  to  recover 
the  bodies  of  the  unfortunate  pair ;  but  they  were  mourned  for  by 
many  of  their  generation,  and  even  to  the  present  day  it  forms  one  of 
the  interesting  legends  with  which  the  traveller  in  the  Highlands  is 
delighted ;  and  they  even  say  that  the  pair  may  be  seen  hovering  over 
the  well  previous  to  the  decease  of  any  of  the  once  powerful,  but  now 
ruined  house  of  Glencairn. 

PkUaddpkia^  Jipril,  1850. 


lines:     adieu. 

The  hours  near  thee  arc  passing  fair, 
]3ut  Health  turns  pale  at  my  delay, 

And  sighs  for  more  congenial  air 
Upon  a  long  and  lonely  way. 

I  fain  would  leave  some  token  light 
Of  hopes  that  through  my  feelings  rise, 

Like  stars  upon  the  brow  of  Night 

When  Day  goes  down  the  evening  skies. 

I  dreamed  of  gems  entwined  with  gold, 
Bright  gems,  to  vie  with  parting  tears  5 

But  they  with  all  their  beams  were  cold, 
Or  flamed  with  fire  that  oftthne  sears. 

I  leaned  o'er  flowers  by  culture  reared. 
Where  they  in  rich  profusion  grew ; 

But  none  among  them  all  appeared 
An  emblem  meet,  dear  friend  !  for  you. 

I  sought  in  silence  for  the  wild, 
Far  straying  by  a  woodland  stream  ; 

Like  infants'  eyes  they  sweetly  smiled. 

Yet  could  not  breathe  love's  blissful  dream. 

I  mused  beneath  the  forest  bower : 

What  &irer  thing  the  bright  earth  bore  ? 

Wlien  in  my  heart  appeared  a  flower 
That  there  would  lie  concealed  no  more. 

1  may  not  now  reveal  its  bloom, 

Yet  through  my  yearning  soul  it  sends 

A  blood-like  pulse,  a  rich  perfume, 
That  with  my  inmost  being  blends. 

1  wdar  it  like  a  knightly  charm 

O'er  the  wild  sea  and  wilder  strand, 

To  star  my  path,  and  nerve  my  arm. 
And  guide  mc  to  my  native  land. 


H    r.  r. 
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HYMNS        TO       THE        GODS. 


VTTXOKK     SZ.SVXK 


TO    FLORA. 

Hear,  lovely  Ciilorib  !  while  we  sing  to  thco : 

Thou  rosiest  now  beneath  some  sliady  tree, 

Near  a  swift  brook,  upon  a  mossy  root ; 

All  other  winds  with  deep  delight  are  mute, 

While  EuRUs  frolics  with  thy  flowing  hair  : 

A  thousand  odors  faint  upon  the  air, 

And  ripple  softly  through  the  dcwj'  green 

Of  the  thick  leaves  that  murmuringly  screen 

Thy  snowy  forehead.    Struggling  through  their  mass. 

The  quivering  sunlight  rains  upon  the  grass 

In  golden  flakes  ;  round  thee  a  thousand  flowers, 

Still  glittering  with  the  tears  of  spring's  light  showers, 

Offer  the  incense  of  their  glad  perfume 

To  thee,  who  makest  them  to  bud  and  bloom 

By  thy  kind  smile  and  influence  divine. 

Thine  arms  around  young  Zrphyrus  entwine, 

And  his  round  thee  •,  witii  roses  garlanded, 

On  liis  white  shoulder  rests  thy  snowy  head. 

Thy  deep  eyes  gaze  in  his. 
Radiant  with  mute,  unutterable  bliss. 

And  happy  there. 

Oh,  lovely,  young,  enamored  pair  ! 
Your  rosy  lips  oft  meet  in  many  a  long  warm  kiss. 


Now  the  young  Spring  rejoices  and  is  glad, 

In  her  new  robes  of  leaves  and  blossoms  clad  ; 

The  happy  earth  smiles  like  an  innocent  bride 

That  sitteth  blushing  by  her  husband's  side ; 

The  bird  her  nest  with  earnest  patience  weaves. 

And  sings  delighted,  hidden  in  the  leaves  ; 

From  their  high  homes  in  old  and  caverneid  trees 

The  busy  legions  of  industrious  bees 

Drink  nectar  at  each  flower's  enamelled  brim, 

Breathing  in  murnmred  music  their  glad  hymn  ; 

The  Nereids  come  from  their  deep  ocoan-oavcs. 

Deserting  for  a  space  the  sadden^  waves  ; 

The  Dryads,  from  the  dusky  solitudes 

Of  venerable  and  majestic  woods ; 

The  Naiads,  from  the  beech-embowered  lakes. 

The  Oreads,  from  where  hoarse  thunder  shakes 

The  iron  mountains  ;  wandering  through  cool  glades, 

And  blushing  lawns,  when  flrst  the  darkness  fades 

Before  the  coming  dawn, 
And  ere  the  young  day's  crimson  tints  arc  gone, 

In  glad  haste  all. 

Their  lovers  to  enwreathe  withal, 
Gather  the  fresh-blown  flowers,  cool  with  the  breath  of  dawn. 
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Oh,  gentle  Queen !  we  spill  to  thee  no  blood ; 

Thine  altar  stands  where  the  gray  ancient  wood, 

Now  green  with  leaves  and  fresh  with  April  rains, 

In  stately  circle  sweeping  round  contains, 

Embowered  like  a  hill-environed  dell, 

A  quiet  lawn,  whose  undulations  swell 

Green  as  the  sea- waves.    Near  a  bubbling  spring. 

Whose  waters,  sparkling  downward,  lighdy  ring 

On  the  small  pebbles  —  round  whose  grassy  lip 

The  birds  and  bees  its  crj^stal  waters  sip  — 

Thine  altar  stands,  of  shrubs  and  flowering  vines, 

Where  rose  wnth  lily  and  carnation  twines. 

We  burn  to  thee  no  incense  ;  these  fresh  blooms 

Breathe  on  the  air  more  exquisite  perfumes 

Than  all  that  press  the  over-laden  wind 

Which  seaward  floats  from  Araby  or  Ind  : 

No  priests  are  here,  prepared  for  sacrifice, 

But  fair  young  ^rls,  with  mischievous  bright  eyes, 

With  white  flowers  garlanded. 
And  by  their  young  delighted  lovers  led. 

With  frequent  kisses 

And  warm  and  innocent  caresses. 
To  honor  thee,  the  victim  and  the  priest  instead. 

Albsrt  Pizx 


DJOU      tJL      NAKIB. 


A    Z.&T    or     ilMCXCMT    TURKST. 


It  is  a  trite  remEirk,  that  if  we  would  leam  the  early  history  of  a 
country,  we  must  first  study  its  ballads.  Minstrels  are  the  servants  of 
tradition,  and  it  is  to  their  songs  that  a  chivalric  but  not  highly  instructed 
race  entrusts  the  task  of  perpetuating  its  early  triumphs  and  glories. 
With  the  view  of  illustrating  the  earlier  traditions  of  the  Turks  we 
have  undertaken  the  translation  of  the  following  ballad,  which  still  re- 
tains a  considerable  popularity  in  the  streets  of  Stamboul  and  through- 
out the  Sultan's  dominions.  Often  of  an  evening  we  have  stopped,  or 
passed  through  the  bazaars  and  besestans  of  the  capital,  to  hear  it  from 
the  mouth  of  a  Koumbaradji,  or  professional  story-teller,  who  may 
generally  be  observed  perched  upon  a  low  kab-kab,  drawling  out  this 
ballad  in  a  monotonous  but  not  unpleasing  tone ;  and  seldom  does  the 
audience  fail  to  reward  the  bard  by  a  low-muttered  and  approving  bish- 
millah,  accompanied  with  a  bakshish  of  a  few  scudi.  It  is  reported  that 
such  was  its  popularity  with  the  late  Sultan  Abdoul  Medjid,  whose 
passion  for  poetry  and  sherbet  perhaps  hastened  his  early  death,  that 
Kislar  Aga,  the  chief  of  the  black  Eunuchs,  was  frequently  commis- 
sioned to  seek  the  most  popular  Bostandjis  of  the  city  to  divert  him  and 
his  beloved  Chasseki,  (the  favorite  of  his  harem,)  by  singing  to  them 
*  The  Swine-Eater/  and  other  ballads.  '  Djou  ul  Nakib,*  or  *  The 
Swine-Eater,*  is  current  under  different  versions  throughout  all  Turkey, 
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and  is  even  sung  in  the  Tripolitan  dominions ;  but  we  have  selected 
this  version  as  the  best  known,  as  well  as  the  most  agreeable.  Its 
authorship  is  a  matter  of  some  uncertainty,  though  it  is  generally  at- 
tributed to  Hoshab-Hadjee  Becktash,  surnamed  Zulutflu,  or  the  Me- 
lodious, the  renowned  poet  of  the  age  of  Amuret  the  First.  In  our 
opinion,  however,  it  is  the  production  of  an  earlier  period,  for  reasons 
which  it  is  not  necessary  to  give  in  the  present  article.  The  story  is 
founded  on  a  superstition  once  common  with  the  vulgar,  that  the  horse 
of  the  Pasha  Mustapha  Al  Faquir  had  miraculous  powers  of  divina- 
tion, which  are  set  forth  in  the  course  of  the  poem.  In  our  endeavors 
to  give  as  nearly  as  possible  a  literal  translation,  we  have,  of  course, 
sometimes  been  obliged  to  sacrifice  some  of  the  exquisite  beauties  of 
the  original,  and  at  other  times  to  retain  expressions  for  which  we  could 
not  find  equivalents  in  the  English  language.  Through  the  kindness, 
however,  of  an  esteemed  friend  and  ripe  oriental  scholar,  who  will  not, 
however,  permit  us  publicly  tci  return  him  thanks  by  inserting  bis 
name,  we  have  been  favored  with  the  notes  which  illustrate  the  text, 
and  render  the  phrases  retained  from  the  original  intelligible  to  the 
English  reader. 


The  gulziil  pipes  its  sweoto^t  Iny, 

Her  evening  hymn  to  parting  day, 

And  o'er  Kaftan  and  Minarut 

A  rav  of  sunshine  liniorerft  yet. 

As  if  of  niifht  \  would  peek  reprieve 

To  greet  the  rising  star  of  eve. 

The  breeze  comes  stealing  o'er  tlie  cheek, 
And  lightly  dkims  the  guy  cacique, 
With  muftis  laden  from  the  groves 
WTiere  butbuls  mourn  their  summer  loves, 
And  Pishnar^H  turrets  faintly  glow, 
Reflected  by  the  waves  below. 

Hark  to  tho  cry  from  the  minaret  high. 
The  voice  of  Pasualik  invites  to  the  prayer : 

Ceased  is  the  sigh,  and  dried  is  the  eye. 
Of  the  faithfril  tourlouk  who  guardeth  there : 

The  muezzin  hath  changed  his  viu-\  ing  hue. 

As  he  lists  to  the  sound  of  that  cr}-  'Allah  hu  T 

Allah  il  Allah  —  God  is  great; 

Gn;at  is  the  power  of  Mahomet's  word ! 
Oulah  Kaisean  —  thy  will  is  fate ! 

Sharp  is  the  edge  of  the  faithfuKs  sword ! 
Paynim  and  Frank  are  dust  in  thy  sight. 
Guard  the  believer's  sleej)  this  night. 

Guard  o'er  tho  faithM  city's  sleep, 

Toward  Mecca  bent  thy  servants  pray ; 
'  May  the  Othnian  all  his  vintage  reap: 

Grant  us  tho  strength  thy  foe  to  slay ; 
Guard  us  when  hours  of  night  wax  late  — 
Allah  il  Allah  — God  is  greati 

Tliine  is  the  power,  thine  the  sword ; 
Thine  is  the  all-c^usoming  word : 
Thine  is  the  power  to  give  and  lake: 
Thine  is  tho  JHiwer  the  strong  to  break : 
Guard  us  itom  Afrite,  ghoul  or  sprite ; 
Watch  o'er  thy  city,  Lord,  this  night. 

At  early  dawn  we  kneel  and  pray, 
Turbaned  head  is  bowed  in  dust : 

The  same  at  eve  ns  at  break  of  day, 
Tliy  faithful  follower  ever  must: 

Allah,  the  hours  of  night  wax  late, 

Allah  il  Allah  —  God  is  great! 


Wliy  comes  he  not  amid  the  crowd 
Who  greet  the  Prophet's  shrine  that  ere. 

With  turbaned  head  and  gesture  proud: 
That  faith  in  which  he  did  believe 

Hath  lost  no  charm  for  him,  I  ween, 

Who  weareth  still  the  Prophet's  great! 

• 

Allah  Pasha  goes  forth  in  state, 
He  sits  tOHilay  at  the  judgment  gale ; 
Inhere  let  the  Turcoman  bend  the  bead. 
The  Frangue.<«tun  there  must  sue  fcH*  breed ; 
Yet  none  shall  want  and  none  shall  need 
Who  touch  the  tail  of  tho  Pasha's  steed. 

That  st(*od  impatient  paws  the  ground. 
While  faithful  Yashmaks  watch  aroond 
To  catch  a  whisk  from  that  tall,  whoee  touch* 
They  said,  would  cure  the  ills  of  such 
Whose  pallid  cheek  and  drooping  eye 
Proclaimed  their  early  Ikte  to  die. 

And  piled  on  high  at  tho  Poaha's  feet 
Were  gifts  the  faithful  deemed  moet  meet 
To  the  Pasha's  taste;  cloths  whose  dye 
With  famous  Giahschin's  woofs  might  vie  ; 
Rahatee-lokoom,  and  let  black  pearls, 
And  yatghans  woven  by  tho  Amree  girls. 

Quoth  SrniEKH  Alkef  :  *■  Who  eateth  the  flesh 
Of  the  unclean  swine  who  room  at  will 

O'er  the  grassy  summit  of  Attar  Feeh, 
Wlinm  Koran's  page  forbids  to  kill. 

That  man,'  saith  Alekf,  ^  I  bid  him  take  heed 

Tlrnt  he  touch  not  tho  tail  of  the  Paaba'a  steed.' 

The  tinkling  sound  of  the  narguillfth. 

Responsive  to  the  loud  chibouk. 
Commingled  with  the  madjoon's  bray. 

Swept  o'er  the  valley  of  Konlbook: 
Yon  rider's  check  hath  a  pallid  hue ; 
Hark  to  the  cry,  Allah  hu!  Allah  hu! 

He  comes,  he  comes,  I  know  him  well ; 

Full  well  I  know  that  lurid  lm>w ; 
No  darker  glw^ms  in  hermit's  cell, 

Nor  penance  muk<»H  by  pilgrim's  vow : 
For  him,  I  ween,  al  EdMi's  gate 
No  houris  seven  impatimit  wait 
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Ha98an  hath  come  from  the  wild  foray ; 
The  Tartar  chiefs  long  mourn  the  day 
When  flrst  he  mounted  his  wild  Kiebob, 
And  o^'r  the  plains  of  Bairam  rode : 
The  Pilaufs  fly  in  wild  alarm 
From  the  Sciudar  borne  in  Hasran's  arm. 

*  Hast  come  o'er  the  plains  of  Attar  Fesh  ? 
Hast  eaten  of  swine's  forbidden  flesh  ? 
Of  swine  alone  by  Franks  ndored^ 
By  Moslem's  sacred  faith  abhorred  t 
Hassan,*  cried  Aleef,  ^I  bid  thee  take  heed; 
Touch  not  the  tail  of  the  Pasha's  steed.* 

Sadly  fall  on  the  chieftain's  ears 

The  words  of  Stamboul's  sainted  schiekh ; 
The  eye  of  Hassan  now  wilder  glares, 

And  paler  still  is  the  hue  of  his  cheek: 
The  Pasha's  steed  doth  rear  and  bound ; 
«4  corae  lies  bleeding  on  the  ground ! 


By  Pishnar's  fount  there  is  a  grassy  mound,  [say 
And  there  I  *ve  heard  the  watchful  shepherd 


A  dark-eyed  Bashkir  visiteth  the  ground. 
Wet  nightly  vigils  there  to  keep  and  pray. 

*T  was  Zblica,  the  light  of  Hassan's  home, 

The  low-voiced  playmateofhls  happier  hours 

With  hej*  in  youth  he  had  been  wont  to  room. 

To  chase  the  khamyds  and  to  pluck  the  flowers. 

There  Hassan,  fated  chief,  who  sinning  died. 
Bleeps  his  last  sleep,  unhallowed  and  alone ; 

Unmoumed  by  all  save  her,  his  harem's  pride. 
No  turban  carved  upon  the  moss-grown  stone. 

One  mom  they  came,  and  there  tbey  found  bor 
not: 
But  lo !  before  the  shcmherd's  wondering  eyes 
A  beauteous  flower  liaa  grown,  whose  higtiest 
top 
Was  lost  amid  the  dark  blue  of  the  skies ! 

And  so  I  've  heard  a  pious  banshee  say. 
That  by  that  flower,  whose  foliage  never  dies. 

The  soul  of  Hassan  crept  (h>m  earth  away, 
And  rests  with  Zelica  in  Paradise. 


TO        LEIGH        HUNT. 


A  rARD-z.iKK  spirit,  beautiful  and  swift.'— Sosllbt's  Adonais. 


A  NOBLE  truth  thou  speak'st  of  One*,  a  star 
Flown  up  to  heaven  :  he  was  our  brave  JxFf  ar, 
And  spite  tliose  caliphs  Fashion,  Follt,  Pride, 
Gave  to  us  poor  his  goepel  ere  he  died. 
How  many  souls,  unbonded  of  their  fears 
By  him,  bewail  him  with  their  sighs  and  tears 
Who  taught  them  courage  for  their  deep  despair, 
Gave  them  his  hand  (a  brother's  heart  was  there), 
Made  them  cast  off  their  shame  of  low  degree, 
Teaching  them  manhood's  true  nobility. 
That  the  proud  tyrant,  the  proud  prieist  and  peer, 
Arc  the  world's  mean,  her  robbers.     O,  that  here 
Shelley  might  come  —  stricken  from  heaven  his  star  — 
To  be  on  earth,  once  more,  our  brave  Jaffa r  ! 


And  he  is  here  !     Shines  not  from  heaven  the  star  ? 

Lives  he  not  strong  in  thoughts,  our  brave  Jaffar  ? 

In  thoughts  which  lift  us  up,  and  make  qq  strong 

In  his  glad  music  of  immortal  song? 

The  caliphs  have  not  killed  him,  for  he  lives 

In  truth  of  his  own  utterance,  that  gives 

Hope  to  our  hearts  and  nerve  unto  our  arms ; 

Nor  any  more  can  caliphs  with  alarms 

At  their  fierce  threatcnings  fill  us ;  though  they  swear 

Of  him  whoever  to  speak  well  shall  dare. 

To  crush.     They  hunted  him  to  heaven  ;  thus  far, 

No  farther  could  they  go  !  and  there  our  star 

Defies  them  ;  so  do  we  for  him,  our  brave  J  affar  I 


C.  D.  Stuast. 


Alludino  to  Lkigr  Hunt's  late  poem  addressed  to  the  memory. of  Shbllkt. 
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THE        BIRTH        OF        THE        POET. 


BT     MRS.     J.     WBBB. 


Apollo  one  mom,  ^Kiih  a  roving  design, 
Sweet  Ilolicon  left,  and  took  leave  of  the  Nine : 
*  I  will  see,'  said  the  god,  ^  if  on  eartli  can  be  shown 
Hill,  mountain  or  valley,  as  fair  as  our  own. 


IZ. 


Come,  Mercurt,  hie  thee !  thou  know'st  the  world  well ; 
Thou  hast  traversed  it  often.    Oh !  say,  canst  thou  tell 
Of  one  green  sunny  spot  in  its  beauty  so  rare 
As  the  vales  we  arc  leaving,  our  Helicon  fair  V 


111. 


The  messenger-god,  with  a  smile,  made  reply : 
*  I  have  marked  such  a  spot  as  I  journeyed  oft  by : 
Auld  Scotia  'tis  called ;  and,  some  say,  bleak  and  bare : 
But  the  heart-flowers  of  feeling  and  friendship  bloom  there.' 


TV. 


*  Hie- we  hence,'  said  Apollo  :  *  I  swear  by  our  sire, 
The  picture  thou  paint'st  doth  my  wonder  inspire : 
To  witness  pure  friendship  for  pure  friendship's  sake 
Were  a  journey  great  Jove  might  be  willing  to  take.^ 


T. 


They  sped  to  Auld  Scotia,  tlio  home  of  the  brave, 
That  ne'er  yet  gave  birth  to  a  coward  or  slave : 
O'er  moorland,  o'er  mountain  and  valley  they  flew, 
Nor  paused  till  the  sweet  winding  Ayr  met  their  view. 


▼I. 


Dcliglitcd  the  god  saw  the  heather  and  broom, 
As  far  o'er  tlie  moorland  they  shed  their  perfume. 
And  the  meek  mountain-daisy,  in  beauty  and  pride, 
Grow  humbly,  the  feather-fringed  bracken  beside. 


rri. 


*  I  knew  not,'  the  god  said,  almost  with  a  tear, 
That  Nature's  rich  bounties  neglected  bloomed  here : 
Hie  lience  to  the  god-head,  and  bear  him  my  prayer 
That  he  grant  us  a  poet  to  sing  of  sweet  Ayr.' 


VIXI. 


Quick  Mercury  speeds  with  the  prayer  to  great  Jove, 
For  a  bard  who  would  sing  of  pure  nature  and  love  : 
The  god  in  loud  thunder  the  answer  returns ; 
The  prayer  is  granted — the  poet  U  Burns  ! 
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ON      BBARDS. 


IVDICBBR    TBRSB. 


*  Lord,  worshipped  might  He  be !  what  a  beard  thou  hast  got  T 

*  —  Hi  8  beard  grew  thin  and  hxmgerly,  and  seemed  to  ask  him  sops  as  he  was  drinkiiigl* 

*  —  Why  should  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within,  sit  like  his  grandsire  cut  in  alabaster  V 

*  —  With  beard  of  formal  cut.'  SHAKBrsKx. 

Let  New- York  flourish  ! — I  remember,  when  I  was,  what  I  should 
now  consider  to  be,  a  very  young  man — when  trees  all  covered  with 
blossoms  bloomed  over  the  ground  now  occupied  by  Grace  Church 
and  bees  hummed  in  the  gardens  of  the  surrounding  suburb ;  and  the 
early  morning  broke  in  silence  and  in  slow  degrees,  except  the  song  of 
birds  that  gemmed  the  shady  way  above  that  hospitable  spot ;  where 
dwelt  at  that  time  the  true  and  pure  of  heart ;  —  I  remember,  that  it 
was  our  practice  to  take  our  early  exercise  by  a  ridjB  on  horseback  into 
the  dewy  solitudes  of  our  fair  island,  and  win  an  appetite  for  breakfast. 

With  some  who  had  grown  up  a-horseback,  the  excursion  was 
always  a  pleasant  movement  of  exhilaration ;  but  with  those  who  rode 
by  prescription,  for  health  and  exercise,  the  ride  was  any  thing  but  a 
source  of  enjoyment.  Parties  of  this  sort,  or  solitary  horsemen,  were 
encountered  at  every  intersection  of  the  Bloomingdale  road,  and  no- 
thing could  be  more  distinctly  marked  than  the  contrast  of  expression 
between  those  who  truly  loved  their  horses  and  glowed  with  die  sym- 
pathy that  springs  up  between  the  noble  being  and  his  rider,  delighting 
in  his  fire,  his  strength,  and  the  song  of  his  footstep,  and  relishing  with 
him  and  only  equally  with  him  the  ireshness  and  hilarious  joy  of  morn- 
ing —  and  these  gallipot  and  pestle-and-mortar  riders  for  life,  who  car- 
ried in  their  faces  thoughts  of  drugs  and  drenches,  powders  and  peri- 
stalticks,  beside  the  mortal  and  consuming  fear  of  being  sooner  or  later 
spilt  upon  the  path. 

With  this  last  mentioned  class,  it  was  truly  a  choice  betwixt  two 
Evils,  Equitation  and  Dyspepsia  ;  and  one  of  my  friends  who  belonged 
to  our  party,  a  person  I  remember  of  long,  gaunt  bony  limbs  and  bilious 
temperament,  arrived  at  the  magnanimous  resolution  rather  to  die  out- 
right of  Dyspepsia,  than  of  the  martyrdom  of  being  every  early  morn- 
ing summoned  and  mounted  and  jolted  and  galled  and  carried  away  as 
it  were  by  piecemeals  of  leather  through  the  portals  of  Death. 

Let  New- York  flourish  !  Well  Sir,  he  sola  his  horse,  this  friend  of 
mine;  he  sold  his  hard-trotter,  his  bone-setter:  —  a  cruel  mouth  the 
beast  was  also  accursed  with  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  now  that 
we  have  got  rid  of  him,  though  I  did  not  like  to  mention  it  before  ! 
He  sold  the  horse  then,  and  gave  God  thanks  into  the  bargain !  for 
he  felt  now  at  leisure  to  indulge  himself  in  the  delights  of  a  rosy  morn- 
ing nap,  at  which  time  suggestions  of  the  fancy  according  to  the  opi- 
nion of  our  Fathers  border  more  nearly  than  other  dreams  upon  the 
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sober  realities  of  Truth :  and  which  is  probably  cause  of  the  prefe- 
rence j^pven,  by  most  persons  ignorantly,  to  repose  at  that  especial  pe- 
riod of  the  blessed  day. 

My  friend  was  a  philosopher,  and  he  now  stoutly  resolved  to  profit 
by  his  experience,  and  never  thenceforward  to  take  an  airing  upon 
four  sentient  legs,  while  four,  or  even  if  you  please  two,  quiet  and  in- 
offensive wheels  could  be  set  forward  in  the  same  unity  of  propulsion. 

He  also  remembered  to  have  read  —  as  I  suppose  —  the  following 
passage  from  Montaigne : 

*DARirg,  in  order  that  he  might  uot  forsot  tlio  oObnco  he  had  received  firom  those  of  Ath«im, 
ordered  one  of  hin  pages  to  whoop  three  timed  in  his  ear  so  oft  aa  he  nat  down  to  dinner,  *  Sir, 
remember  the  Athemans !'' 

And,  acting  upon  this  example,  my  friend  desired  Juba  his  old  black 
Servant,  if  he  should  find  his  master  asleep  and  difficult  to  awake  at 
any  time  for  the  shaving  water,  when  he  came  into  the  chamber  in  the 
morning,  to  say  something  to  the  sleeper  about  his  late  horse ;  as  that 
would  effectually  arouse  his  attention  and  yield  him  at  the  same  time 
the  satisfaction  of  recalling  a  grievance  that  had  now  happily  passed 
away.  The  joy  that  attended  this  his  now  horseless  state  lasted  for  some 
days,  during  which  Juba  had  had  no  opportunity  for  acting  upon  the 
admonition,  and  his  master  had  probably  forgotten  having  given  it 
He  was  awake  with  pleasure. 

Time  blunts  however,  and  viilgarizes  our  perceptions  in  this  state 
sublunary  existence,  toward  the  happiness  we  enjoy,  as  well  as  toward 
our  sorrow  and  care ;  and  at  length  we  become  coarsely  indifferent 
even  to  emancipation  from  positive  distress.  And  thus  our  liberated 
horse-owner  grew  used  as  matter  of  course  to  the  deep  enjoyment  of 
his  morning  rest ;  as  if  no  damask  roseleaf  on  his  couch  of  fragrance 
had  ever  during  life  been  doubled,  or  in  any  manner  laid  awry. 

This  was  the  state  of  things,  this  was  the  repose  of  his  soul,  when 
on  one  bright  and  early  moniing  he  was  startled  from  his  dream  of 
bliss  by  the  sound  of  Juba's  expostulatory  intonations :  '  Massa !  Massa 
Ysaak  !  horse,  Sair  !  him  waitm*  Sair !  him  saddled  Sair  !  him  bydled 
Sair !  him  kickin' !  stable  man  no  hold  him  Sair !  him  hard  mouse ! 
him  dibble  hcself  Sair !  him  waitin'  Sair !  an  igor,  he  no  wait  mosh 
long !' 

*  Heavens !'  exclaimed  the  discomfited  gentleman  all  startled  from 
his  sleep,  *  is  it  really  so  ?  can  it  have  been  only  a  Vision  of  relief  that 
I  have  been  indulging  all  this  time  ?     I  could  have  sworn  now  that  I 

had  sold  that  d d  relentless  hard-mouthed  devil  of  a  horse  four 

days  ago ;  if  it  may  be  called  selling  a  horse  to  take  fifty  for  four  hun- 
dred !  I  certainly  did !  I  sold  him  to  Suydam !  I  can't  bo  mistaken 
in  the  fact,  for  I  remember  being  delighted  that  he  should  come  to  be 
owned  by  a  man  with  a  suitable  termination  to  his  name  for  the  master 
of  such  a  beast !  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  What  are  you 
grinning  about  with  all  your  white  teeth  you  old  black  rascal  ?  Is  the 
horse  really  come  back  V 

*  Massa  Ysaack  tellee  Juba  him  no  wake  for  sh4bin',  den  him  wake 
for  horse.' 

*  O  I  remember !  I  remember !     Thank  God  !     There  's  no  harm, 
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Juba !  but  do  n't  do  it  again  my  good  fellow !  I  h^ve  one  ache  still 
left  in  each  particular  joint  of  my  body  at  the  bare  recollection  of  that 
vile  animal !' 

*  Now  John  Waters  !'  I  think  I  hear  our  grave  Editor  say, 

*  will  you  give  me  leave  to  ask  you,  and  this  with  some  touch  of  the 
fervour  of  your  late  horse-owner,  what  possible  relation  this  rigmarole 
story  of  yours  may  by  any  means  have  with  the  subject,  in  the  discus- 
sion of  which  according  to  your  motto  you  had  engaged  your  pen  and 
my  Magazine  V 

Venerable  Father  Knick.  !  none  on  Earth.  Not  the  remotest  rela- 
tion in  life  with  the  motto  of  the  Essay,  but  closely  with  the  number 
thereof  If  you  take  the  trouble  to  consult  the  heading  you  will  find 
that  in  my  enthusiastick  desire  to  aid  the  community  in  ridding  itself  of 
these  atrocious  beards,  I  was  so  injudicious  as  to  number  my  Essays ; 
and  the  necessity  of  furnishing  the  Number  Three  for  this  month  re- 
minded me  of  this  imperative  morning  ride. 

I  do  not  comprehend  either  why  an  Essayist  should  be  more  strictly 
than  a  Reviewer  confined  to  his  subject.  The  latter  we  all  know  in 
some  of  his  most  admired  achievements  sets  up  at  the  head  of  a  chapter 
the  title-page  of  some  work  he  professes  to  criticize ;  and  usinff  it  as  a 
starting-post,  turns  his  back,  mounts  his  horse  and  darts  from  it  at  full 
speed,  and  never  pauses  before  it  again  until  brought  round  at  the  end 
of  a  four-mile  heat ;  when  he  alights,  makes  a  quotation,  is  weighed, 
and  disappears. 

This  obviously  as  you  perceive  brings  me  to  the  consideration  of  the 
Saucer  or  the  Trencher  Beard,  to  which  I  had  the  honour  to  allude  at 
the  close  of  my  last  number  of  this  very  prolonged  Essay. 

The  Saucer  or  Trencher  Beard  then  is  affected  and  cultivated  mainly 
by  those  to  whom  nature  hath  denied  a  growth  of  hair  upon  the  cheek 
the  lip  and  upper  part  of  the  chin ;  and  often  in  these  instances  it  ren- 
ders the  appearance  of  the  wearer  eminently  vulgar  and  grotesque. 

I  have  before  me  in  my  mind's  Eye  while  I  write,  a  short  stout  thick- 
set clumsily-built  man  with  hardly  any  neck,  who  cherishes  a  broad 
layer  of  black  hair  from  the  deep  tiroat  to  the  chin  as  a  cushion  for  his 
jaws  to  repose  upon.  He  has  neither  moustache  nor  whisker.  The 
hair  of  his  head  is  of  a  sandy  brown  and  is  made  to  hang  in  long  loose 
dishevelled  masses  down  his  head  and  one  side  of  his  face,  and  is  en- 
deavored to  be  controulled  behind  the  ear,  where  its  ends  mingle  with 
the  back  outskirts  of  this  trencher  beard. 

The  Eyes  are  made  of  caim-goram  the  Scotch  pebble  of  that  name. 
The  sight  is  slightly  oblique,  and  the  brows  ai'e  dark  like  the  beard. 
Large  full  unhealthy  cheeks  of  an  opalescent  hue  indicate  personal  con- 
finement or  want  of  exercise  and  complete  the  head.  The  effect,  when 
seen  in  the  distance,  of  this  strong  contrast  between  the  complexion 
and  the  black  isolated  undergrowth  of  hair  seen  like  a  streak  beneath 
it,  is  to  sever  the  head  from  the  body ;  and  the  spectator  beholds  in 
fi-ont  a  head  of  John  the  Baptist  brought  before  Herod  in  a  black 
charger. 

Tliere  is  nothing  indeed  to  represent  the  blood  of  the  Decapitation 
unless  you  adopt  in  its  stead  the  small  streams  of  Tobacco-juice  which 
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from  excessive  anc^  wholly  misplaced  gesticulation  and  oratorical  attempt 
are  made  to  ooze  out  of  the  comers  of  the  subject's  mouth. 

This  is  a  trencher,  or  a  saucer  beard !  It  is  that  of  a  pubHck 
speaker ;  whose  appearance  beyond  that  of  other  men  ought  to  be 
marked  in  every  respect  by  the  nicest  possible  rules  of  propriety,  neat- 
ness, decorum,  elegance,  and  grace.  —  To  your  Tents,  O  Israel  ! 

It  is  while  closing  this  number  of  the  Essay  that  we  have  had  the 
satisfaction  to  learn  through  the  interesting  columns  of  The  Tribune, 
for  which  the  Proclamation  has  been  translated,  that  His  Majesty  the 
Emperour  of  all  the  Russias  has  turned  His  gracious  attention  to  this 
grotmng  Enormity  of  Beards ;  which  will  in  future  throughout  His  vast 
dominions  and  in  Poland  be  confined  in  its  *  detestable  usage'  to  the 
serfs  and  mancipia  and  gross  wretches  of  the  lowest  class,  to  whom  and 
to  whose  Fathers  the  luxury  of  lather  has  ever  been  unknown  and  un- 
imaginable from  the  days  of  Noah  ;  and  we  intreat  that  a  copy  of  the 
Proclamation  may  be  forthwith  appended  hereto.  May  the  gracious 
shadow  of  His  Imperial  Majesty  never  be  less !  johk  Watsks. 


'THE      EMPEROUR     AGAINST      BEARDS. 

•Vfm  find  in  'La  Volx  du  Pouple"  a  copy  of  a  rroclamation  from  the  Civil  Governor  of  Wanaw, 
which  we  tranelate  for  •  The  Tribune'  as  a  lltcrarj  curiosity  : 

*  *  To  THi  Military  Prefect  or :  " 

*  *  His  Majesty  Ihe  Emperour  of  all  the  Russias  having  graciously  turned  bis  attention  to  an  mh 
fortunate  hul>it  which  ha-i  t)e(^i:n  to  provuil  omoni;  tlie  nubility  or  his  empire;  namely,  tbo  habit  €{ 
allowing  the  beard  to  grow,  bos  deigned  to  order  all  his  uuble  subjects  to  abstain  from  that  iwtpropHttf, 

^*Thc  Ck>uncil  of  Administration  of  the  Kingdom  of  Poland,  Bis  Highness  the  Prince  Lieatenant 
presiding,  after  having  maturely  dolil>eratcd  on  this  affair,  have  declared  that  the  same  diapoailkNI 
ought  to  bo  applied  to  the  nobility  of  the  Kingdom  of  Poland. 

*■  *  His  Majesty  ha\ing  {Ktrmitled  the  Rust^ion  nobility  to  wear  uniform,  a  privilege  which  be  hM 
graciouBlv  extended  to  the  Polbh  nobility,  it  is  evident  that  the  board,  being  incompatiblfi  with  tlie 
uniform  in  Russia,  cannot  Iw  tolerated  in  Pohuid. 

^  ^  In  consequence  of  this  decision,  which  has  been  communicated  to  mo  by  His  ExoeUen^  tlie 
Minister  of  Home  Affairs,  I  cull  upon  the  Militar>'  Prefects  to  take  prompt  and  eflicacious  meaeiiTee 
to  the  end  that  the  detestable  usage  of  wearing  beards  may  bo  reprogsed,  and  that  the  inhabitaiiia 
abandon  this  indecent  and  subversive  innovation. 

^  *  If,  contrary  to  every  expectiUion,  any  i^ersons  should  dare  to  not  conform  with  this  law,  I  call 
upon  the  Military  Prefect  to  inform  them  of  the  imhappy  consequences  which  will  not  fail  to  OTer- 
take  them,  and  I  formally  order  him  to  send  me  imm<Kiiately  a  list  of  the  diaobodient,  to  be  sub- 
mitted to  His  Highness  the  Prince  l^ieutenaut,  who  will  decide  upon  their  fate. 

*  *  The  Military  Prefect  will  address  to  ine  his  report  on  this  subject  within  eight  days  aft  the 
farthest. 

'  *  LASKCZY5SKI, 

*  ^CounseUor  of  State^  Civil  Oovtnutr  of  ITttwaio." 
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BT   DA.    DXCXaCH.    09  1.0VD01H. 


Gone,  what  a  glorious  eve !  —  earth,  sea 
And  sky  neVr  seemed  so  fair  to  me : 
The  moon  is  up — the  round  ftiU  moon — 
And  Hesperus  will  Join  her  soon; 
Already  round  her  stars  have  met 
By  thousandiS  and  are  meeting  yet ; 
But  with  a  dim,  uncertain  light, 
They  seem  diminished  in  her  sight. 
Wears  all  around,  beneath,  above, 
A  look  of  loveliness  and  love, 
And  things  moat  rugged  and  roost  rude 
Are  Boftened,  sweetened  and  sabdued 


Bv  mellow  moonlight  into  nhapes 
The  pencil*s  magic  vainly  apes. 
How  well  the  deep  gives  back  agahi 
The  night-sky  fh>m  her  azure  plain  I 
For  there  is  not  a  breath  in  motion 
To  break  the  slumber  of  the  ocean ; 
Or  if  It  move  the  balmy  air, 
Walls  only  odorous  incense  there. 
Whose  are  the  woes  so  great  that  he» 
Gazing  upon  that  quiet  sea, 
This  nether  earth  and  yonder  iky. 
Would  not  forget  his  wiah  to  die  ? 
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'  Ok  many  funereal  monuments  of  the  ancients  Death  is  represented  as  a  beautiful  youth,  leaning 
upon  an  inverted  torch,  in  an  attitude  of  repose,  his  wings  folded  and  his  feet  crossed.' 

'  How  beautiful  is  Death  —  Death  and  his  brother.  Sleep '.'  —  8Bax>z.BT. 


Death  !  with  thy  folded  wmgs  and  sltunb'rous  eye, 

O,  seraph  caUn  and  pale ! 
Thou  lean'st  on  Life's  unflaming  torch,  yet  why 

Before  thee  should  wo  quail  ? 
Sleep's  sadder  brother  —  thus  how  truly  called  — 

Kind  healer  of  our  care, 
^Who  at  thy  noiseless  step  should  be  appalled  ? 

I  find  no  terror  there ! 

I  would  not  go  with  thee  unto  the  grave, 

Not  there !  not  there  ! 
Thou  bcar'st  the  spirit  hands  immortal  gave 

Unto  a  home  more  fair  : 
Angel  of  mercy,  sent  us  from  the  skies 

To  free  the  suffering  clay, 
On  the  hushed  face  thy  hallowed  impress  lies — 

Pain's  shadow  melts  away ! 

Let  weary  Nature  soothe  herself  with  tears  ; 

Grief  sobs  itself  to  rest ; 
Each  broken  tie,  lost  bliss  of  many  years, 

The  mourner  knoweth  best ; 
And  while  so  beautiful  the  sleep  of  death. 

The  fond,  fond  heart 
Clings  to  the  form  so  void  of  quick'ning  breath, 

Unwilling  thence  to  part. 

It  is  a  sorrow,  when  the  cherished  go 

Forth  from  our  stricken  breast ; 
What  though  they  'scape  the  weight  of  earthly  wo  ? 

Each  was  our  heart's  own  guest ! 
That  heart  will  droop,  the  watching  eye  grow  dim, 

The  lip  forget  its  smile, 
Though  Memory  chant,  with  softened  tone,  her  hymn, 

And  Grief's  excess  beguile ! 

To  me  be  ever  thus  a  seraph  seen, 

O,  Death !  with  slumb'rous  eye ! 
Near  mv  last  couch  upon  Life's  spent  torch  lean. 

And  'neath  thy  wings  I  '11  lie ! 
Thy  beauteous  wings,  to  shield  me  as  I  sleep, 

Thy  calm,  pale  face 
To  look  in  kindness  upon  those  who  weep 

Around  my  resting-place !  wic.  w.  momjlhd. 

Boston^  MarcJh  1850. 
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THE     WRITINGS     OF     CHARLES     LAMB.* 


BT       F.       W.       8UXLTON 


Antaponism  is  the  strange  charm  which  endears  Lamb's  writings. 
Not  that  he  carried  this  to  perverseness  or  violence,  nor  yet  beyond  me 
bounds  of  mere  originality.  He  was  unlike ;  but  more  than  this  he 
repelled.  Hence  ho  is  a  contradiction,  for  his  humanity  is  a  proverb. 
The  tenderness  of  a  boy's  heart  went  with  him  to  the  tomb.  In  his 
opposition  he  never  wrote  a  line  which  merited  a  malignant  return. 
He  was  an  enemy  to  be  loved ;  a  fault-finder  whose  poutings  were 
agreeable ;  in  short,  an  enigma  wliich  needs  to  be  unravelled.  It  is 
hard  to  analyze.  We  know  if  we  are  charmed ;  if  the  landscape 
pleases  us ;  if  the  picture  has  prevailed  with  our  untutored  fancy ;  if 
the  beauty  we  gaze  on  has  inspired  us  with  her  love  ;  but  it  is  altoge- 
ther by  a  something,  we  know  not  wliat.  Blessed  be  our  kindly  na- 
tures !  we  are  pleased  first,  and  inquire  the  reasons  afterward.  Let 
us  see  if  we  can  reconcile  Lamb  witli  himself;  if  we  can  interpret  the 
religion  of  his  nature  by  those  writings  wherein  his  heart  is  embalmed. 
The  circle  of  his  admirers  has  ever  been  rather  choice  than  large.  It 
is  certain  that  he  selected  few  friends,  chosen  for  individuality,  strong 
antagonizers.  Such  as  they  were,  they  were  not  easily  found,  or  soon 
parted  with.  Death  alone  broke  up  the  little  company.  He  set  out 
with  Coleridge.  Tom  away,  in  course  of  time,  from  this  good  man, 
he  lost  the  half  of  his  soul.  He  had  disabilities  without  and  within 
which  forbade  to  throw  himself  into  the  bold,  arduous  struggle  of  life. 
The  very  intercourse  of  men  would  have  been  the  rude,  sweeping  de- 
molition of  much  that  was  fine  in  his  character.  He  was  not  in  contact 
with  the  general  world ;  was  opposed  to  their  systems ;  courted  not  the 
favor  of  their  *  good  people.*  1  hey  made  no  concessions  to  him ;  why 
should  he  to  them  ?  He  passed  with  one  faction  for  a  free-thinker, 
with  another  for  a  bigot ;  but  most  did  not  understand  him. 

It  was  the  same  with  his  friends  the  books.  Few  and  rare  were  his 
*  midnight  darlings,'  his  folios.  Milton  or  Shakspeare  he  loved  ;  they 
had  grand  names  ;  but  those  which  sounded  sweetest  to  him,  and  car- 
ried a  perfume  in  the  mention,  were  *  Kit  Marlowe,  Drayton,  Drum- 
mond  of  Hawthomden,  and  Cowley.'  The  art  of  reviewing,  so  ver- 
bose and  so  nugatory,  had  as  little  to  do  in  governing  his  preconceived 
affection  as  with  the  final  destiny  of  the  books.  It  mattered  not  from 
what  royal  presses  they  came,  cum  privUegio,  They  had  their  own 
Imprimatur  (those  which  charmed  him  most),  a  something  unseen  or 
disregarded  by  the  common  eye.     What  ho  says  on  book-borrowers 

*  This  ossay  was  published  some  years  ago,  but  with  so  manv  errors  of  printing  as  materially  to 
mar,  and  in  some  caaes  to  destroy  the  scniw.  If  you  will  republish  it  as  now  corrected,  yen  mVl  du  an 
act  of  Justice  to  the  aflbction  which  is  borne  by  the  writer  and  others  to  the  memory  of  (Hie  whoae 
praises  cannot  be  too  oftea  repeated  — the  amiable  man,  the  exquisite  essayist,  Coarlbs  Liuib. 

NOTB  TO  TBB  SsiTOa. 
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^*       ■»—■■  I  ■  ■■—■■-■■■  ■■^  ^■1   ■■■■  ■  »■■■■■  ■   ■^^^^—^a^^^— ^»^» 

discloses  his  taste :  *  That  slight  vacuum  in  the  left-hand  case,  scarcely 
distinguishable  but  by  the  quick  eye  of  a  loser,  was  whilom  the  com- 
modious resting-place  of  Brown  on  *Urn  Burial;'   here  stood  the 

*  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,'  in  sober  state ;  there  loitered  the  *  Com- 
plete Angler,'  quiet  as  life,  by  some  stream-side ;  in  yonder  nook  *  John 
Buncle,'  a  widower  volume,  with  *  eyes  closed,'  mourns  his  ravished 
mate.'  The  current  literature,  which  pleased  the  million  quite  well, 
passed  him  by  almost  unheeded.  The  volumes  of  the  greatest  novelist 
of  the  age  were  to  him  wearisome  in  the  extreme.  Let  them  sway 
others  with  a  dictator's  mastery ;  he  was  not  so  constituted.  He  would 
rather  have  been  found  with  that  party  of  simple  folks  who  are  said  to 
have  read  Sir  Charles  Grandison  by  slow  stages,  with  a  *  realizing 
sense'  (as  a  boy-Crusoe),  following  him  through  with  overwrought 
anxiety,  and  at  the  conclusion  of  the  history  had  the  village-bells  rung 
for  joy.  The  delicacies  which  he  affected  would  be  quite  impercepti- 
ble to  a  rough  palate.  They  were  called  from  some  ultimate  realm, 
where  they  grew  up  from  among  the  dust  of  forgetfulness,  and  after 
he  had  served  them  up  in  a  style  incomparably  gracious,  they  were  to 
the  liking  only  of  the  most  judicious  epicure.  He  was,  moreover,  re- 
pugnant to  the  spirit  of  the  present  age.  It  was  bitter  cold  and  stony- 
hearted ;  rushed  on  in  the  breathless  race,  and  cast  back  no  parting 
looks.  To  him  the  whole  past  was  as  a  well-stored  church-yard,  where 
he  rambled  reverentially  with  the  dead,  and  deprecated  violence  with 
the  pathetic  words  of  Shakspeare  over  his  sepulchre.  The  past  indeed 
was  a  part  of  his  present,  brought  near  to  him  by  many  chords,  and 
laid  hold  of  by  his  fine  sympathy.  While  others  would  bury  that  which 
had  been,  without  any  tearfulness,  he  could  not  see  the  time-honored 
rehc  pass  away,  and  be  consoled  with  any  hope  of  better ;  he  drew 
near  to  the  grave  of  departed  custom  and  wept — qtiam  JamUiariter  / 

In  his  conversation  he  opposed  even  his  beloved  friends,  so  curiously 
that  it  might  seem  merriment.  It  w^  in  accord  with  his  chai*acter. 
Those  who  were  allied  to  him  could  penetrate  his  meaning ;  why  he 
should  rejoin  to  the  obvious,  why  parry  that  which  resembled  a  truism, 
why  set  up  a  beautiful  true  standard  to  cast  it  down  by  a  single  breath 
of  sarcasm.  As  to  the  opinions  of  most  men,  the  mere  actors  on  the 
theatre  of  common  life,  he  did  not  agree  with  them.  He  closed  his 
ears  with  the  desperation  of  the  *  enraged  musician.'  He  did  not  mo- 
dulate his  temper  to  any  of  their  *  soft  recorders ;'  their  best  agree- 
ments sounded  harsh  and  wrangling ;  chorus,  strophe  and  antistrophe 
were  alike  displeasing;  and  the  full,  consentient  voices  of  men,  on 
many  subjects,  struck  his  peculiar  nerves  like  the  first  preparement  of 
an  orchestra.  He  understood  them  no  better  than  he  aid  the  music  of 
the  day,  the  operatic  flourishes,  the  long  prolusions  of  our  best  masters, 
to  which  rebellion  amounted  to  rank  treason  ;  his  guilt  was  equal  to 

*  stratagems  and  spoils.'  Yes,  he  was  positively  averse  to  professed 
music ;  and  this  antipathy  was  remarkable  for  one  whose  tastes  were 
so  delicate ;  who  so  loved  to  *  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily,  to 
adorn  the  rose.'     He  made  *  melody  in  his  heart.' 

As  to  his  writings,  which  are  a  true  transcript  of  his  nature,  they 
consist  almost  entirely  of  a  parcel  of  ingenious  paradoxes,  the  idea  of 
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which  might  provoke  a  smile  with  some,  meet  with  the  contempt  of 
others,  if  not  with  the  stubborn,  sturdy  rejection  of  most  Some  con- 
sider him  as  thrusting  merely  in  a  graceful  sword  exercise  with  shadows 
of  his  own  conjuring,  with  fancies  which  have  no  substance,  and  in 
which  himself  reposes  no  implicit  faith.  His  assertions  or  negatiTes 
persuade  those  who  think  they  imderstand  him,  that  he  is  not  in  earnest, 
that  after  all  he  feels  like  other  men,  and  has  a  mere  tact  at  writing. 
His  essays  might  bear  them  out  in  such  a  supposition.  What  do  we 
find  there  but  queer  assimilations,  balanced  with  the  strongest  andpa- 
thios.  His  idiosyncracy  meets  you  at  every  step.  It  is  not  enough  nir 
him  to  fly  off  with  a  swift  attraction  to  the  weakest  side  of  weak  argu- 
ment ;  he  puts  his  negative  against  the  whole  world  by  jocularly  up- 
setting maxims  which  claim  a  prescriptive  right  to  be  held  true.  In 
one  whole  essay  he  is  found  combatting  what  he  calls  '  popular  falla- 
cies.' These  arc  truths  which,  no  doubt,  have  been  sometimes  thrust 
forward  with  unbecoming  positiveness.  They  are,  for  the  most  part, 
argumenta  ad  homines,  to  shut  the  mouths  of  people  suddenly;  and 
he  turns  round  with  gentle  fierceness  on  the  *  pains-taking  preachers.' 
He  denies  that  *  a  bully  is  always  a  coward/  Some  people's  share  of 
spirits  is  low  and  defective.  These  love  to  be  told  that  nufHng  is  no 
part  of  valor.  But  confront  one  of  these  silent  heroes  with  the  swag- 
gerer of  real  life,  and  his  confidence  in  the  theory  quickly  vanishes. 
'  A  man  must  not  laugh  at  his  own  jest.'  What !  expect  a  gentleman 
to  give  a  treat  without  partaking  of  it !  To  sit  esurient  at  his  own 
table,  and  his  company  so  weak  as  to  be  stirred  by  an  image  or  fancy 
that  shall  stir  him  not  at  all !  '  Enough  is  as  good  as  a  feast'  Who 
believes  it?  It  is  a  vile,  cold-scrag- of  mutton  sophism;  a  lie  palmed 
on  the  palate  which  knows  better  thmgs.  If  nothing  else  could  oe  said 
for  a  feast,  this  is  sufficient,  that  from  the  superfiux  there  is  something 
left  for  the  next  day.  *  We  should  rise  with  the  lark.'  It  is  not  well 
to  be  ambitious  of  being  the  sun's  courtiers,  to  attend  at  his  morning 
levees.  The  good  hours  of  the  dawn  are  too  sacred  to  waste  them 
upon  such  observances,  which  have  in  them  something  pagan  and 
Persic.  It  is  the  very  time  to  linger  abed  and  digest  our  oreams ;  to 
re-combinc  the  wandering  images  which  night  in  a  confused  mass  pre- 
sented ;  to  snatch  them  from  forgetfulness ;  to  shape  and  mould  them. 
Some  people  have  no  good  of  their  dreams.  Like  fast-feeders,  they 
gulp  them  too  grossly  to  taste  tliem  curiously.  We  live  to  chew  the 
cud  of  a  *  far-gone  vision.' ' 

Such  is  the  humorous  example  of  the  real  contradiction  of  his  tastes. 
So  were  his  true  feelings  opposed  to  the  vulgar.  So  would  he  run 
counter  to  self-complacent  philosophers,  who  ^It  impregnable  in  the 
safety  of  their  strongholds.  There  is,  indeed,  an  amusing  element  of 
selfishness  in  the  application  of  most  of  their  wise  saws ;  a  want  of 
natural  love  beneath  a  face  of  supernatural  wisdom.  Let  us  go  on 
with  this  antagonism ;  follow  it  through  alf  the  titles  of  Elia's  essays, 
which  do  not  prevail  with  matter-of-fiict  men ;  which  rather  repulse 
them  on  the  threshold,  and  do  not  afterward  court  their  esteem.  The 
praise  of  chimney-sweepers !  a  complaint  of  the  decay  of  beggars  in 
the  metropolis !     What  inverted  ideas  !     Arguments  turned  upside 
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down  !  Contrary  conclusions  enough  to  make  a  cold  man  shut  up  the 
recherche  essay-hke  Greek.  *What/  says  he,  'on  All-FooFs-Day  1' 
'  I  love  a  Jbol  /  —  as  naturally  as  if  I  were  of  kith  and  kin  to  him.  I 
venerate  an  honest  obliquity  of  understanding.  The  more  laughable 
blunders  a  man  shall  commit  in  your  company,  the  more  tests  he  giveth 
you  that  he  will  not  betray  or  overreach  you.  He  who  hath  not  a  drachm 
of  folly  in  his  mixture,  hath  pounds  of  much  worse  matter  in  his  com- 
position. Reader,  if  you  wrest  my  words  beyond  their  fair  construc- 
tion, it  is  you,  and  not  I,  that  are  the  April  fooV 

What  says  he  on  whist,  agreeing  precisely  with  the  opinions  of  Mrs. 
Battle  :  *  Cards  were  cards  !  She  would  not  have  her  noble  occupa- 
tion, to  which  she  wound  up  her  faculties,  considered  in  that  light  It 
was  her  business ;  she  unbent  her  mind  afterward  over  a  book^  He  de- 
precates *  grace  before  meat'  in  a  manner  which  might  be  considered 
*  positively  shocking.'  On  this  point  we  must  say,  that  a  proper  scru- 
tiny of  his  words  would  not  place  the  writer  of  this  at  swords'  points 
wifli  him.  It  is  the  want  of  grace  which  he  is  aiming  at;  it  is  the 
absence  of  thankfulness.  It  is  the  inappropriateness  which  halts  on  the 
very  verge  of  a  raging  appetite,  and  abolishes  a  religious  look  to  plunge 
profanely  into  the  midst  of  dishes.  He  would  have  the  general  inter- 
fusion of  a  religious  gratitude  not  so  distinctly  marked  by  the  professed 
occasion.  He  would  have  a  thank-offering  for  books,  for  friends,  for 
music,  for  delight  experienced  through  art.  These  nourish  the  more 
imperious  necessities  of  the  soul,  and  enKven  in  a  better  way.  And 
we  must  say,  though  we  adhere  religiously  to  '  grace  before  meat,'  and 
would  return  a  glad  thanksgiving  for  that  too,  that  the  inconsistencv 
lies  with  most  of  the  company  who  sit  down  to  the  table,  not  with 
Charles  Lamb  ;  for  religion  should  be  like  the  general  light  of  heaven, 
which  is  not  so  much  known  by  its  proper  name  or  quality.  Varie- 
gated scenery,  green  trees  and  grasses,  show  it  forth  rather  in  its  effects. 
The  rose  makes  no  allusion  to  it,  yet  we  know  what  imparted  to  it  the 
ineffable  lustre  of  its  cheek ;  and  the  most  gor&^eous  plant  on  the  globe 
cannot  proclaim  it,  for  the  same  principle  has  distinguished  the  simplest 
flower  of  the  vale. 

With  respect  to  the  manner,  as  well  as  matter  of  Elia's  essays,  we 
must  also  view  it  in  the  light  of  opposition.  His  biographer  haa  said» 
that  never  were  works  written  in  a  higher  defiance  to  the  conventional 
pomp  of  style.  They  are,  indeed,  symbols  of  the  contrariety  of  the 
man.  The  one  who  approached  nearest  to  him,  with  whom  he  alwayg 
lived  on  terms  of  affection,  he  has  made  mention  of  under  the  name  of 
Bridget.  And  this  person  never  doubted  him  except  on  one  occasion, 
when  he  spoke  in  a  kinder  tone  than  usual.  Regarding  his  character 
throughout,  we  are  prepared  to  assert  that  there  is  a  vein  of  afifection 
running  through  him,  the  dearest,  the  tenderest  which  ever  coursed, 
like  pure  gold,  beneath  the  surfece  of  humanity ;  in  the  light  of  which 
his  inconsistencies  appear  constant,  his  difference  is  agreement,  his  re- 
pugnance the  largest  sympathy  which  the  human  heart  is  capable  of, 
nis  non-accordance  is  love : 

*  Oh,  he  was  good,  if  e'er  a  good  man  lived  T 

VOL.  xxzv.  33 
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The  truth  is,  he  wanted  sympathy  for  others,  only  as  they  were  des- 
titute of  the  kindly  feelings  which  actuated  his  own  hearL    He  required 
not  only  that  they  should  be  men,  but  human  ;  and  to  the  largest  qua- 
lity he  clung  most.    What  wonder  tliat  he  excluded  the  mass  from  bis 
peculiar  interviews !  —  for  how  many  breathe,  at  best,  but  a  vegetable 
life,  and  how  many  regard  the  mere  animal  witli  its  lusts,  and  of  the 
rest  how  few  rise  above  a  species  of  indifferentism.     He  followed  a 
representative  system.     If  he  elected  few,  they  represented  <M ;  for 
they  possessed  the  most  of  humane  quality.     He  then  discarded  what 
was  adventitious,  and  loved  them  not  in  spite  of  feults,  but  (pardonable 
frailty !)  the  very  faults  themselves.     Ujwn  this  broad  principle  he  in- 
cludes every  species  of  skeptic  and  philosopher.    He  has  a  deal  of 
that  angel's  charity  which  flew  to  heaven's  chancery  with  an  oath.    A 
lover,  like  himself,  is  a  contradiction.     He  is  exclusive,  even  to  a  sus- 
picion of  contempt  for-  all  mankind.     But  does  he  hate  any  thing  for 
the  time  being  which  is  good  ?     He  must  love  human  peiiection*  for 
he  thinks  that  he  sees  in  one  the  embodiment  of  all  its  charms,  and  he 
looks  at  all  things  in  a  shining  lijzht.    His  dislike  is  a  more  negadve ; 
his  repugnance  is  only  for  tlie  bad.     This  apparent  narrowness  made 
the  very  religion  of  Lamb  appear  to  others  like  tlie  want  of  it,  and  the 
finite  seemed  to  be  regarded  above  the  infinite.     But  if  he  clung  where 
his  affections  first  took  root,  with  a  parasitic  fondness ;  if,  by  a  pecn- 
liai-ity  of  his  nature,  ho  sluiink  from  the  idea  of  the  infinite,  as  one 
prefers  his  own  snug  chamber  to  the  outside  whitry  moor,  it  may  be 
referred  to  the  principle  already  stated.     It  was  the  fault  of  his  K>nd- 
ness,  not  his  fondness  for  a  fault.     Was  it  the  want  of  a  living  faith 
which  caused  him  to  look  as  he  did  upon  death  ?     He  did  not  fear 
death  :  he  loved  his  friends.     But  admit  that  ho  did.     The  best  may 
entertain  such  dread,  albeit  they  woukl  express  it  otherwise.     The 
great  and  good  Jolmson  would  not  have  the  theme  named.    We  know 
that  liis  capacious  mind,  in  regard  to  external  habits,  was  restricted  to 
a  narrow  compass.     He  loved  the  streets  of  the  city  better  than  the 
high  hills.     Wo  know  with  what  awfulness  he  awaited  his  latter  end ; 
how  he  kept  shiinking  back,  as  if  he  held  the  samphire-gatherer's 
place  on  the  cliff.     Thinking  instantly  to  be  gone,  ho  would  say  with 
wondrous  expectancy  that  he  was  hero  still     At  last  he  exclaimed,  in 
the  pomp  of  Latin,  *  Jam  moriturus  sum*     It  was  witli  a  like  feeling 
that  the  dying  Hoflman  spoke  of  *  this  sweet  habitude  of  being.'    WeU 
has  the  poet  Virgil  called  it,  in  the  iEneid,  *  Dulcis  Vita*     Pathetically 
has  Horace  alluded  to  it  in  his  '  Ode  to  Postumus.'     *  Pleasing,  anxioos 
being  !*  as  Gray  calls  it.    Ob  !  the  cup  of  life,  with  all  its  bitter,  bitter 
ingredients,  to  him  who  has  looked  on  a  few  revolutions  of  the  glori- 
ous stm,  is  beyond  all  price ;  and  though  it  be  stirred  up  sometime 
from  its  deepest  dregs,  when  we  come  to  part  with  it  it  has  a  flashing 
surface  and  is  crowned  with  flowers  at  the  brim.     For  this  the  starve- 
ling, the  poor  coward,  who  has  responded  never  to  one  joyflil  throb 
(like  him  who  fell  a  victim  to  Rob  Roy  McGregor's  wite),  implorest 
though  it  must  be  passed  in  the  lowest  dungeons  of  the  hills.     But  for 
the  gentle,  the  intellectual,  the  heart  of  hearts,  mortal  life  subserves 
already  for  a  sweet  conununion  of  souls !     There  is,  indeed,  a  worldli- 
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ness  which  is  the  death  of  the  souL  It  turns  away  its  face  irom  heaveo. 
Rooted  in  the  earth,  it  strikes  in  again  with  its  returning  branches. 

Elia  loved  the  world,  but  not  with  a  worldly  love.  If  he  seemed  to 
make  the  less  triumph,  it  was  not  in  fact  to  substitute  the  carnal  for  the 
spiritual,  it  was  the  spiritualizadon  of  the  carnal.  We  must  love  these 
clay  temples.  Like  the  ivy,  we  rise  above  them  by  clinging  to  them. 
The  objects  of  a  just  affection,  though  they  abide  on  earth,  are  high 
and  towering ;  they  are  not  collateral,  or  in  a  wrong  direction,  but 
rather  in  the  path-way  to  heaven.  There  are  always  tendrils  above 
the  other  verdure,  without  a  hold  on  earth,  which  cannot  choose  but 
clasp  higher.  Elia's  affection  for  the  old  is  resolved  into  the  one  pecu- 
liarity of  his  nature,  which  made  the  past  near  and  dear  to  him.  He 
could  say  with  Horace,  *  Nan  sum  ex  its  qui  mirar  antiquos;*  that  is,  in 
any  vain  sense,  merely  because  they  were  ancient,  for  some  cliarm 
which  he  understood  not  (as  many  a  wise-faced  virtuoso  will  cram  bis 
house  with  his  grandmother's  arm-chairs,  though  they  had  long  been 
with  his  grandmother's  picture,  in  the  lumber  of  the  garret),  but  he 
admired  them  for  humanity's  sake,  with  a  distinct  love.  He  could  not 
bear  that  any  thing  which  had  been,  of  a  good  heart,  should  be  forgot- 
ten, or  coldly  remembered,  or  put  aside,  lor  other.  Who  shared  with 
him  in  these  times  of  renovation,  when  the  old  serpent  of  sin  is  perpe* 
tually  coming  out  with  a  sleek  skin,  but  with  his  old  nature  ]  Who  of 
this  generation  possessed  a  tithe  of  his  true  veneration  ?  *  He  passed 
by  the  walls  of  Balclutha,  and  they  were  desolate.'  If  any  one,  in 
this  day  of  abstinence  and  negative  works,  has  never  yet  perused  his 
*  Old  Benchers  of  the  Inner  Temple,'  there  is  gratification  in  store  for 
him,  allowing  him  to  possess  the  right  spirit.  Having  first  quoted 
Spenser,  where  he  speaks  of  the  spot  in  which  the  Templar  Knights 
were  wont  to  tarry, 

*  1111  they  decayed  tiirough  pride  ;* 

he  reviews  the  present  aspect  of  the  place  —  not  without  tears,  with  a 
swift  glance  at  the  changing  metropolis.  *  Where  is  the  simple  altar- 
like structure  and  silent  heart-language  of  the  old  dial !  It  stood  as 
the  garden-god  of  Christian  gardens.  If  its  business  be  superseded 
by  more  elaborate  inventions,  its  moral  uses,  its  beauty,  might  have 
pleaded  for  its  continuance.  It  spoke  of  moderate  labors,  of  pleasures 
not  protracted  after  sun-set,  of  temperance  and  good  hours.  It  was 
the  primitive  clock,  the  horologe  of  the  first  world.  It  was  the  measure 
appropriate  for  sweet  plants  and  flowers  to  spring  by,  for  birds  to  ap- 
portion their  silver  warblings  by,  for  flocks  to  pasture,  and  be  led  to 
ibid  by.  The  shepherd  *  carved  it  out  quaintly  m  the  sun,'  and  turning 
philosopher  by  the  very  occupation,  provided  it  with  mottoes  more 
touching  than  tomb-stones.  The  artificial  fountauis  of  the  metropolis 
are  in  like  manner  fast  vanishing.  Most  of  them  are  dried  up  or 
bricked  over.  The  fashion,  they  tell  me,  is  gone  by,  and  these  things 
are  esteemed  childish.  W%y  not  then  grat^y  children  by  letting  them 
stand  1  Lawyers,  I  suppose,  were  children  once.  They  are  awaken- 
ing images  to  them,  at  least.  Why  must  everything  smack  of  man  and 
mannish  ?     Is  the  world  all  grown  up  ?     Is  childJaood  dead  ?     Or  is 
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there  not  in  the  bosom  of  the  wisest  and  best  some  of  the  child's  heart 
left,  to  respond  to  its  earliest  enchantments  V  We  cannot  quote  these 
humane  sentiments  and  not  pause  to  admire  them.  We  envy  not  the 
man's  heart  who  can  resist  such  unpretending  eloquence.  Indeed » 
what  boots  the  philosopher's  great  stores,  if  he  has  unlearned  the  sim- 
plicity which  he  had  wnen  a  child  ?  His  progress  is  inverse ;  bis  learn- 
mg  can  but  end  in  ignorance.  If  it  is  to  demean  or  narrow  one's  self 
to  come  down  to  things  childish,  then  the  course  and  spirit  of  true  learn- 
ing is  arrested,  which  is  to  grow  young  by  growing  old.  The  old  Eoff- 
lish  writers  whom  Elia  affected,  whether  m  prose  or  poem,  bad  dus 
undisguised  simplicity  and  freshness,  and  this  formed  the  reason  of  bis 
attachment,  which  was  rather  just  than  fanciiiil.  Centuries  resemble 
individuals  in  their  progressive  character.  There  is  an  acre  of  child- 
hood when  language  is  heartfelt,  and  a  later  period,  of  arUulness  and 
deceit ;  and  a  case  may  exist  where  one  must  go  back  for  sympathy 
beyond  the  age  in  which  he  lives.  Charles  Lamb's  feelings  are,  more- 
over, throughout  with  that  party  which  needs  succor,  and  which  is  most 
liable  to  be  forgotten.  As  he  was  interested  with  the  poor  child  look- 
ing wistfully,  its  cheek  pressed  against  the  cold  pane,  into  the  pastzy- 
shop,  rather  than  with  the  sumptuously-fed,  smd  the  scholar  who  longed 
for  the  rare  volumes  in  the  book-stall,  which  he  was  unable  to  procure* 
rather  than  with  the  great  literary  lion ;  so  he  turned  from  the  present 
age,  which  was  valiant  to  trumpet  its  own  praise,  to  the  merit  of  old 
days  which  was  in  danger  of  perishing ;  and  even  there  his  associa- 
tions were  not  always  with  the  greatest,  but  with  the  tenderest ;  not 
with  the  bold  excellence  which  was  most  discernible,  but  with  the  elu- 
sive beauty  which  is  almost  doomed  to  die  unseen.  From  the  grand* 
bold  chant  of  Milton,  he  would  descend  to  pick  out  some  quaint  charm 
in  Cowley ;  and  from  the  ample  enclosures  of  Shakspeare,  hasten  to 
the  unknown  garden  of  the  modest.  The  viH  fortes  ante  Agamenuumm 
pleased  him,  as  already  hinted  at,  because  he  was  obliged  to  draw  no 
distinction  between  the  writer  and  the  man.  Though  he  admired  the 
beautiful,  it  was  the  poet  that  he  knew  rather  than  the  poem^  Spenser 
rather  than  the  Faery  Queen.  The  symbols  might  be  exquisite  in 
themselves,  but  they  were  only  the  tokens  of  a  genuine,  sincere  heart; 
There  is  a  difference  in  this  day,  when  writing  has  become  a  venal  art ; 
when  the  artificial  is  made  to  bear  so  exact  resemblance  to  the  reaL 
Books  are  as  great  hypocrites  as  men.  The  architect  of  periods  learns 
to  adapt  his  pieces  nicely ;  but  it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  the  author 
of  the  polished  sentence  feels  rightly.  Nay,  his  artificial  adjustment  is 
a  very  part  of  villany,  opposed  to  the  rough  magnanimity  of  the  elder 
school.  It  aims  to  make  him  either  worse  or  better  than  he  is ;  to  make 
his  shame  a  glory,  or  his  glory  a  shame ;  and  if  of  these  twin  ambi- 
tions, which  inherits  the  palm  ?  Books  now-a-days  do  not  make  jnm 
acquainted  with  the  '  things  of  a  man,'  any  more  than  Johnson's  Dic- 
tionary lets  you  into  his  real  benevolence  of  heart.  Lamb  reckoned 
biMia-a-biblia :  such  as  court  calendars,  directories,  pocket-books* 
draught-boards,  bound  and  lettered  on  the  back,  sciendfic  treatises,  al- 
manacs, statutes  at  large :  he  might  have  made  the  list  longer.  Great 
as  Scott  was,  a  just  thinker,  and  widi  a  general  tendency  to  good*  Us 
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books  were  not  books  to  him,  because  they  must  have  lacked,  in  some 
measure,  this  perfect  harmony.  He  wrote  the  history  of  Jeannie 
Deans,  and  it  moved  all  hearts  to  tears ;  yet  lif\ed  as  he  was  above  the 
allurements  of  flattery,  if  he  had  a  feult  it  was  said  to  be  an  attach- 
ment to  the  circumstance  of  rank.  So  the  works  of  Byron  did  not 
affect  Lamb.  Between  him  and  them  there  was  a  wide  gulf  fixed. 
This  may  appear  strange,  for  the  poet's  melancholy  characters  have 
been  considered  identical  with  himself  This  invested  all  which  he 
wrote  with  a  marvellous  interest.  It  would  have  linked  him  with  Elia, 
if  the  pictures  presented  had  been  pleasant  as  well  as  true ;  if  they 
had  portrayed  him  somewhat  less  than  human,  instead  of  exaggerating 
his  mhumanity,  as  pitying  instead  of  striving  to  be  pitied.  As  it  was, 
these  over-true  revealments  produced  a  lack  of  sympathy.  But  how 
does  our  author  forget  himself  in  his  enthusiasm !  how  does  his  cheek 
glow  like  a  coal,  and  his  eye  kindle,  when  he  accosts  both  the  poet  and 
the  man  /  *  Come  back  into  memory,  like  as  thou  wert  in  the  day- 
spring  of  thy  fancies,  vnth  hope,  like  a  fiery  column,  before  thee  —  the 
dark  pillar  not  yet  turned  —  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge!  Logician, 
Metaphysician,  Bard '/ 

We  believe  that  we  have  now  spoken  truly  of  Lamb,  not  desiring 
to  represent  him  without  faults,  for  then  he  would  not  have  bfeen  human. 
His  affinities  were  for  a  genial  goodness ;  and  if  he  erred,  it  was  on 
the  side  of  forgiveness,  where  mortal  errors  appear  with  a  better  grace. 
Between  himself  and  his  writings,  if  there  be  an  antagonistic  attitude, 
there  is  the  most  perfect  reconciliation.  He  has  exposed  his  heart  smd 
imveiled  his  motives,  and  pictured  in  all  its  various  phases  the  life  of 
his  affections,  wherein  consisted  his  little  world ;  ana  that  with  such  a 
curious  minuteness,  that  we  are  almost  better  acquainted  with  him  than 
if  we  had  sat  at  his  table,  and  partaken  of  his  daily  bread.  His  essays 
are  his  autobiography ;  his  thoughts  are  his  history.  And  as  actions 
are  but  the  external  accomplishment  of  what  has  already  been  per- 
formed within,  it  is  questionable  whether  any  feeling  could  be  detected 
which  would  have  led  to  a  selfish  course,  or  whether  any  antipathy  has 
been  shadowed  forth,  which  was  not  almost  implied  in  the  title  of  a 
truly  benevolent  man.  Few  men  have  ever  brought  themselves  to  so 
honest  a  confessional.  With  those  who  shine  distinguished  on  the  roll 
of  British  essayists  he  has  little  or  nothing  in  common.  He  is  without 
the  great  pomp  of  the  Johnsonian  period.  He  is  not  didactic,  serious, 
laboring  to  impress  the  mind ;  he  plays  round  the  heart  and  indulges 
genius.  Sometimes  he  discharges  the  arrows  of  a  polished  wit,  at 
others  rises  to  an  eloquence  not  so  stately  as  that  which  thoughts  of 
lona  and  Marathon  inspired,  but  kindled  by  associations  of  a  dearer 
kind.  Addison  retains  his  place  as  a  model,  but  he  is  coldly  elegant, 
as  if  he  thought,  in  every  period,  of  being  the  founder  of  style ;  and 
as  if  he  wrote  merely  to  illustrate  the  graces  of  composition.  The  eye 
wanders  over  his  sentences,  and  sees  the  balance  admirable ;  the  ear 
listens,  and  finds  the  melody  perfect.  He  is  the  store-house  of  the 
rules  of  rhetoric  which  Elia  breaks,  yet  so  as  to  have  more  grace  in 
the  breach  than  in  the  observance.  As  we  pass  through  the  essay  of 
Addison,  we  are  reminded  by  its  nicety  of  the  drawing-room  of  the 
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old  school.  In  fact,  Addison  wrote  for  the  polite  courtier ;  but  the  only 
courtier  that  Charles  Lamb  ever  dedicated  a  thought  to  was  the  gentle» 
loyal  heart  of  a  man.  Here  he  stands  apart  in  a  deserved  triumph. 
Of  all  the  essaybts,  it  may  he  said  of  him  that  he  was  entirely  origi- 
nal, and  originality  is  Genius. 

JVay,  1845. 


AN       ORIGINAL       FAMILY       PICTURB. 

Mein  Ilerr  PAiifTEB,  will  you  now, 

Will  you  paint  U8  right,  Sir  7 
Me,  the  goodman,  and  my  firow, 

WiLHELMINA  SCHWEITZBR, 

And  our  sons,  Adolfh  and  Joe, 
And  our  daughters,  whom  you  know, 

Peggy,  Lizzt,  Kitty, 

Bouncing  girls  and  pretty. 

Paint  the  church  exactly  in 

Middle  of  our  village ; 
Paint  the  lasses  as  they  spin, 

And  the  lads  at  tills^e ; 
Paint  this  house  of  ours,  and  don^t 
Fail  to  paint  upon  the  front : 
*  Reerected  newly 
1800,  July  J 

Sunday  inside  church  for  me. 

At  communion-table ; 
Workday  outside ;  Joe  shall  be 

Helping  in  the  stAblo : 
Paint  our  garden,  trees,  and  wall, 
And  our  daughters,  paint  them  all« 
Kitty,  Peggy,  Lizzy, 
With  their  fingers  busy. 

As  I  love  gay  colors,  too, 

Dke  a  decent  fellow 
Paint  my  face  a  vivid  blue, 
And  my  wife's  a  yellow ; 
Paint  our  daughters  red  and  gray, 
And  for  both  our  boys,  that  they 
Need  n't  look  like  bumpkins. 
Paint  tlicm  green  as  pumpkins. 

Make  the  sketch  look  neat  and  nice ; 

Spare  no  pains  or  colors ; 
Schweitzer  won't  begrudge  your  price, 

Though  it  be  two  dollars : 
Mind  and  let  the  fhmie  be  strong, 
Six  feet  broad  and  ten  feet  long. 
Under  piece  and  upper : 
Now  oome  m  to  supper.  j.  ci.AMiro«  ir^a*. 
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THE       UNFORGOTTEN. 


Oh  !  if  some  rilent  stream  might  flow. 

Whose  mystic  flood,  like  that  of  old, 
Might  bear  away  each  pang  of  wo 

Unto  oblivion,  dark  and  cold, 
Its  rollinfif  tide  with  countless  tears 

From  Durning  eyes  should  swollen  be, 
And  sins  of  long-revolving  years 

Should  stain  its  current  to  the  sea : 
Then  might  the  spirit  plume  its  wing 

Unfettered  by  each  vain  regret. 
Nor  keen  remorse  should  plant  its  sting ; 

'T  were  blessed  to  forget. 


Yet  not  alone  do  grief  and  care 

Enwrap  us  in  their  gloomy  shroud ; 
The  heart  has  cherished  joys,  and  there 

Are  sunbeams  shining  tlurough  the  cloud : 
Oh,  who  would  cast  the  gem  away, 

Because  perchance  its  native  dust 
Had  dimmed  awhile  the  sparkling  ray 

Earth  held  within  her  trust ! 
So  memories  sweet  upon  the  soul 

Linger  where  sin  and  pain  are  met ; 
O'er  these  may  dark  oblivion  roll. 

Those  would  we  not  forget. 

Ah !  no,  wo  would  not  crush  the  power 

That  hovers  fondly  o'er  the  past ; 
That  crowds  each  swiftly  passing  hour 

With  visions  all  too  foir  to  last : 
We  breathe  again  our  native  air, 

We  tread  the  paths  in  childhood  trod, 
And  with  hushed  reverence  linger  where 

We  earliest  learned  to  worship  Croo : 
We  see,  oh,  dearest  sight  of  alll 

The  pleasant  homestead  standing  yet, 
Nor  lone  is  each  deserted  hall ; 

And  shall  we  these  forget? 


The  heart  were  but  a  dreary  waste. 

Where  nothing  lovely  might  abide, 
If  the  £ur  shapes  by  memory  traced 

No  more  in  airy  forms  should  glide : 
If  a  soft  echo,  low  and  sweet, 

Could  bring  no  more  the  parted  strain. 
Nor  the  light  tread  of  vanished  feet, 

Nor  music  to  hushed  lips  again ; 
Sweet  voices  from  the  realms  of  peace. 

Kind  eyes  no  more  with  tear-arops  wet. 
Gladden  our  hearts ;  we  cannot  these. 

The  holy  dead  forget.  >.  ■.  r. 
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WAGSTAFF,     Editoe. 


Our  sick  brother  is  better. 
Relieved  of  the  brown  creature. 
Last  night  he  slept  good. 


A-BORRowiNK  Money. —  There 's 
no  harm  into  it ;  none  at  all.  Other- 
wise those  who  are  so  favored  as 
to  have  estates,  fortunes,  indepen- 
dencies, to  be  'left  comfortable,' 
and  such  things,  of  which  we  have 
a  profund  ignorance,  could  n't  have 
incomes ;  jot  incomes  are  pretty 
much  derived  from  lending.  There 
is  no  harm  in  borrowink.  We 
sometimes  do  it  oureelves.  We 
go  to  a  friend,  and  wo  take  good 
care  never  to  go  to  any  one  who 
has  n't  got «  nick-name  ;  for  nick- 
names kind  of  inwolve  the  preijx- 
istence  of  the  milk  of  human  kind- 
ness in  the  bosom,  and  if  you  see 
a  man  named  William  who  has  got 
money  grown  up  to  man's  estate 
and  dl  his  acquaintance  call  him 
Bill,  and  you  see  another  man  na- 
med Andrew  who  is  a  kind-hearted 
soul  and  they  cam't  find  any  ab- 
breviation or  nick-name  for  that 
except  you  name  him  And,  which 
is  no  nick-name  at  all  but  only  a 
conjunction,  and  so  in  p'int-blank 
despair  they  get  entirely  off  the 
traoL  and  call  him  Dick,  then  you 


CIRKELATEI 


may  be  apperiently  cerdng  that 
these  men  may  be  approached. 
You  can  get  clear  to  ^m.  You 
can  look  into  their  eyes  ;  yoa  can 
gwasp  their  hands;  and  you  can 
say  to  'em,  slapping  them  onto  the 
back  familiarly,  vnXh  a  tolerable 
degree  of  certingty  of  success  in 
the  applecation,  'Bill  or  Dick,  I 
want  you  for  to  lend  me  five  dol- 
lars ;  I  '11  pay  it  back  to-morrow, 
upon  my  soul  I  will!'  And  he 
does  it,  and  he  never  sees  it  more. 
He  bids  farewell  to  that  five  dollars 
just  so  sure  as  a  friend  stands  onto 
the  wharf  when  a  ship  is  sailing 
vrith  a  consumptive  patient  for  Leg- 
horn, and  he  hugs  him  and  he  says, 
'  My  dear  fellow,  GrOD  bless  you  I 
Write  me  soon.  The  climate  will 
heal  you.  Adieu  !  adieu  !'  And 
as  the  sails  are  spread  he  still  stands 
wavin'  a  while  handkercher,  laugh- 
ing and  shovring  his  white  teeth, 
but  saying  to  the  man  who  stands 
next  to  him,  'Poor  fellow!  hell 
never  come  back !  They  11  have 
to  read  the  burial  service  at  sea  I 
They  've  got  the  lead-coffin  a-board 
to  fetch  him  back  into.  The  lot  is 
bought  in  Greenwood ;  the  stone- 
cutter 's  spoken  to ;  the  cenotaph 
is  vmttenV  Just  so  it  is  with 
THAT  FivE-DoLLAR  BiLL.    GUme, 
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gone,  gone, '  to  that  Bom  no  tra- 
veller returns !' 

We  say  we  borrow  money  some- 
times :  at  one  time  fifty  cents,  on  a 
pressen  emergency  five  dollars; 
then  again  a  few  cents,  just  to  make 
change ;  but  and  if  we  do  borrow 
it,  we  chissel  it  into  our  souls  just 
as  a  stone-cutter  chisels  a  name  mto 
a  toom-stone  ;  we  never  forget  it, 
if  we  have  to  remember  it  eighteen 
months.  We  'grapple  it  to  our 
soul,'  as  Shakspeare  says,  '  with 
hoocks  of  brass ;'  and  in  due  time, 
coming  up  to  our  friend  with  the 
smile  of  honesty  and  satisfaction 
on  our  countenance,  we  say  to  him, 
'  Here  is  the  five  dollars  I  bor- 
rowed of  you/  Our  friend,  taken 
by  surprise,  and  in  all  perrobability 
not  perhaps  expecting  to  get  it 
again,  says  with  an  air  of  forgetful- 
ness,  *  What  five  dollars  ?  You 
don't  owe  me  any  five  dollars.' 

*  Oh,  yes,'  says  we,  *  we  do.  Do  n't 
you  recollect  we  borrowed  five 
dollars  of  you  as  we  were  going 
to  Mr.  Windust's  to  dine  with  a 
ferrend  whom-  we  had  invited  to 
dine  w^ith  us,  and  to  save  our  lives 
we  had  not  a  penny  to  buy  a  stake 
withal,  and  a  bottle  of  wine,  and 
we  said  %o  you,  *  Lend  us  five  dol- 
lars, will  yer?'  And  you  said, 
'  Certingly !  Will  that  do  ?  won't 
you  have  more?'     And  we  said, 

*  No,  that  is  sufficient  V  '  So,  after 
a  great  deal  of  jogging  and  rubbing 
and  friction  of  the  palsied  recol- 
lection of  our  friend,  he  manages 
to  bring  back  to  his  mind  the  faded 
image  of  that  departed  five  dol- 
lars, of  which  he  had  said  peroba- 
bly  not  ten  minutes  before,  *  I  lent 
him  five  dollars  a  year  ago.  I 
shall  never  see  it  again  ;  of  course 
not.     I  give  that  up  for  lost.' 

Thus  we  see,  when  human  na- 
tur'  comes  to  be  studied  out,  each 
man  do  take  an  account  of  what 


he  lend,  or  what  he  give ;  and  yon 
may  rest  assured  his  forgetting  it  is 
a  kind  of  subterfiige.  He  put  on 
a  pair  of  spurs  so  soon  as  he  lent 
it,  and  he  has  been  pricking  the 
sides  of  his  recollexion  from  that 
day  to  this ;  and  if  you  do  n't  be 
honest  (as  you  ought  to  be)  and 
pay  him  back  (as  you  0  to  do),  he 
will  think  the  wus  of  you  for  it 
But  he  ought  not  to  pretend  that 
he  is  indifferent  about  the  money, 
taking  credit  for  such  nobility  c^ 
character,  when  he  is  either  so  poor 
or  so  mean  that  he  keeps  thimdng 
of  it  all  the  time.  Oh,  the  deep 
springs  of  human  natur'  and  of 
human  action ;  when  you  come  to 
fish  into  'em,  how  rare  you  get  a 
bite  of  any  considerabul  size  ! 

But  as  we  said  of  borrowink 
money,  there  is  no  harm  into  it,  if 
you  mean  to  pay  it  back,  and  if  you 
see  the  ability  before  you  by  which 
you  can  pay  it  back  undoubtedly. 
But  if  the  future  is  all  fog  without 
star  or  compass,  and  you  merely 
borrow  with  no  fixed  determina- 
tion of  cheatin',  but  if  you  dono 
as  to  hmo  you  are  goen'  to  pay  it 
back ;  this  is  entirely  wrong,  and 
unprinciple.  We  are  perpetually 
receiving  notes  like  the  following : 

^  My  Dear  Wao staff  :  Lend  niA  five  shilUngB. 
1  want  to  be  shampooed  and  get  my  hair  curled, 
and  to  save  my  life  have  not  got  the  $tatu  qw».  I 
ara  sorry  to  perplex  you  about  pecuniary  mstterB, 
extremely  much  so ;  but  when  my  accounts  are 
made  up,  I  will  make  it  all  right    Yours, 

This  individooal,  we  loaned  him 
the  fiwe  shillins,  and  a  year  elapsed 
till  one  day  wanting  the  money  we 
sent  round  for  it.  He  said  he  would 
call  and  pay  it.  He  did  call,  and 
caught  us  just  as  we  were  going  to 
take  our  dinner  at  an  eating-house, 
and  so  we  asked  him  to  go  with  us. 
The  dinner  cost  us  five  shillings, 
after  which  he  borrowed  of  us  one 
dollar  in  total  forgetftilness  of  the 
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debt  which  we  pulled  out  and  gave 
him.  "We  would  not  have  done 
80,  but  we  were  so  thunderstruck 
with  amazement  at  his  audacity 
that  we  did  so  before  we  had  time 
to  think  what  we  done.  Thus  by 
the  mere  axing,  we  were  eighteen 
shillins  out  of  pocket ;  an  entire, 
personal  sum-total  loss,  and  that 's 
the  last  time  we  will  ever  ask  our 
dues,  since  it  is  a  losing  concern, 
but  in  our  business  arrangements, 
we  will  make  allowance  for  so 
much  (say  one  hundred  a-ycar  for 
bad  dets,)  and  we  will  buy  one 
hundred  dollars  less  of  tea,  coffee, 
lights,  fuel,  (we  don't  drink  any 
licker,)  than  we  otherwise  would-a- 
done,  so  that  we  may  be  honest 
with  our  creditors;  but  toe  the 
mark  we  will,  and  its  worth  toing. 


A-BORRO wf NK  Books.  —  This  we 
may  say  is  younger  brother  to  bor- 
rowink  the  wherewithal.  To  bo 
candid  when  we  borrow  books,  we 
never  return  them,  which  has  led 
us  to  an  invincible  resolution  to 
borrow  them  no  more.  The  fact 
is  this.  We  see  on  our  friend's  ta- 
ble a  very  handsome,  hot-pressed 
work  with  picturs  to  match,  (either 
Melville's  fixings  or  Carlyle's  last 
track,)  so  taking  that  they  almost 
seem  to  say :  *  Do  read  us.  You 
will  bo  very  much  entertained ;  in- 
deed, you  will.'  So  before  we 
know  it,  we  say :  *  I  wish  you 
would  lend  me  this;  I'd  like  to 
read  it'  To  which  he :  *  Certain- 
ly; it's  very  good  indeed.'  We 
take  it,  (as  it  is  so  taking,)  but  not 
finding  time,  for  time  is  scarce,  to 
inwestigate  it  right  away,  lay  it 
down,  when  somebody  comes  in 
without  leave  or  license  and  takes 
it  up.  Ho  reads  a  page,  and  then 
unconsciously  puts  it  under  his 
arm  and  carries  it  ofi*;  when,  in  less 


than  one  month,  the  book  being  re- 
moved from  our  sight,  we  forget 
that  we  ever  had  or  ever  borrowed 
it.  At  other  times,  when  our  cham- 
ber is  cleared  up,  the  stray  vol- 
lums  are  tucked  away  in  closets  or 
in  trunks;  and  the  afi&irs  of  the 
world  are  so  extremely  various, 
and  more  important  matters  «o 
pressing,  that  ten  to  one  that  we 
ever  think  of  those  borrowed  books 
again.  In  the  meantime  our  friend 
says :  '  Who  did  I  lend  my  Sartor 
Rcsartus  to  ?  For  the  life  of  me 
I  cam't  think ;  but  gone  it  is.'  His 
wife  returns  answer,  looking  up: 
'  My  dear,  you  ought  not  to  lend 
your  books.' 

A-BORROWiNK  CLOAKS,  hats,  and 
umberellas  is  second  cousin  to  the 
above.  Never  do  we  remember 
that  our  hat,  when  shocking  bad, 
was  exchanged  for  a  bran-new 
Beebe,  or  Moleskin.  Contrariwiser 
accident  has  often  crowned  us  witli 
an  old  bunged-up  affair,  when  by 
the  expenditure  of  five  dollars  we 
thought  we  had  secured  a  glossy 
and  handsome  covering  for  the  next 
six  months.  Our  experience  in 
this  way  has  been  not  only  great 
but  distressing.  Let  us  learn  wis- 
dom by  expenens.  Rap  your  hat, 
cloak,  umbrella,  and  Ingen  rub- 
bers, in  one  large  bundle,  and  give 
a  man  a  dollar  to  stand  over  them 
with  a  fixed  bagnet 


Remarkable  Suckumstans. — 
The  following  occurred  very  late- 
ly on  the  Hemptstead  plains.  A 
party,  consisting  of  I,  and  Martin 
Van  Buren,  Ex-President,  and 
John  and  some  others,  were  travel- 
ling on  a  very  foggy  night.  We 
suppose  you  could  not  see  your 
identical  nose  on  your  face.  We 
presently  got  oflf  the  road  onto  a 
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race-course,  by  the  Judge's  Stand. 
Here  we  asked  a  man,  and  he  said : 
*Keep  youiveyes  on  yender  light, 
and  you  will  come  ought  straight' 
We  followed  the  light  and  went 
straight  on  foUowin'  the  road, 
until,  in  due  course  of  time,  we 
come  out  by  what  appeared  to  be 
the  Judge's  Stand;  but  this  time 
we  take  no  notice  of  it,  only  kept 
on  followin'  the  road.  The  course 
being  round,  and  yet  the  road  ap- 
pearin'  pretty  near  straight,  we 
Kept  on,  until  the  second,  time, 
coming  round  to  the  Judge's  Stand, 
one  of  the  party  says:  'Appears 
to  me,  we  have  seen  that  objek  be- 
fore.' I  said :  *  No,  I  gUess  you're 
mistaken :'  so  we  kept  straight  on 
again,  for  the  light  appeared  as  far 
off  as  ever.  A  third  time,  in  the 
space  of  say  pretty  near  half  an 
hour,  we  come  round  to  that  stand 
again,  and  then  we  all  exclaim, 
sotto,  and  also  viva  vochey :  *  We 

ARE  ONTO  A  RaCE-CoUR8E  !' 


Living  with  a  Margin. —  Mar- 
gins are  very  beautiful  when  they 
serve  to  set  off  that  which  is  fair. 
What  can  look  better  than  a  wide 
margin  on  a  book,  or  a  marge  of 
pebbles  by  a  brook,  or  of  sand  on 
the  sea-shore,  or  of  meadow  by  a 
clear  runnin'  stream !  Now  we 
will  tell  you  what  we  mean  by  living 
with  a  margin.  Some  people,  by 
being  supremely  selfish,  use  up  on 
themselves  all  they  have  got  to 
spend,  and  more  too.  They  go  to 
the  outward  edge  of  the  paper  with 
their  own  wants,  necessities  and 
extravagancies,  leaving  no  room  to 
make  a  single  note  of  what  may  be 
wanted  by  others.  Consequently, 
when  you  call  on  them  for  charity, 
they  turn  a  cold  shoulder,  (cold  as 
a  dead  mutton's,)  and  tell  you  they 


have  had  five  hundred  such  peti- 
tions, and  there  is  no  remedy  but 
to  reject  them  all.  They  cam't 
satisfy  all,  and  therefore  they  won't 
look  at  any ;  just  as  an  ass  refuses 
to  bear  a  stick  of  timber,  because 
he  may  be  called  on  to  carry  the 
whole  wood.  But  we  tell  you,  if 
he  was  our  ass,  and  would  n't  budge 
on  an  ar^ment  like  this,  we  would 
thrash  him  until  his  tail  wagged  at 
the  rate  of  fifty  knots  on  hour. 
Here's  where  they  miss  it  If 
they  allow  themselves  five  hundred 
things  which  they  do  not  really 
want,  then  to  make  the  balance 
even  they  ought  to  allow  a  margin 
for  fi^Q  hundred  petitions  from 
their  fellow  men.  We  hate  to  see 
a  man  who  looks  at  a  beggar  and 
examines  the  tissue  of  every  indi,- 
vidual  rag  he  has  on,  before  ever 
he  '11  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  to 
shell  out  a  single  cent.  Those  who 
speculate  so  long  on  what  and  to 
whom  it  is  proper  to  give,  never 
give  any  thing  worth  having,  and 
never  establish  the  hahit  of  charity 
in  their  own  souls.  The  TuMt  if 
charity  once  firmly  established  in 
any  one  individooal  soul,  does  more 
good  than  fifty  alms  spent  on  the 
unworthy  does  harm.  Don't  be 
so  feered  of  propagating  beggars. 
It's  a  subterfiige.  Do  you  en- 
deavor to  do  good.  Knock  off 
your  coaches  and  your  carriages, 
one  or  two  courses  from  your  meals, 
and  perhaps  your  desert,  in  order 
to  give  something  to  the  poor,  and 
do  n't  be  as  cold  and  impassible  as 
a  mill-stone.  If  he  comes  to  your 
house  give  him  a  glass  of  your  best 
wine,  and  on  parting,  say  God  be 
WITH  vou.  That 's  the  way  to  do 
things  right ;  and  when  you  go  to 
bed  a'ter  doin'  of  it,  you  'U  feel 
good,  and  you  11  sleep  sweet  as 
honey,  and  your  heart  will  be  as 
light  as  the  moon. 
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A  FEW  MORE  ABOUT  MARGINS. 

Allow  yourself  a  little  time  as  well 
as  meuTis  for  other  folk's  benefit. 
Do  n't  work  all  day  in  your  own 
office,  to  make  money  for  your  own 
purse,  and  then  take  your  own  six- 
pence and  get  into  your  own  om- 
nibus, and  wash  your  hands  with 
your  own  soap,  and  eat  your  own 
dinner,  and  go  to  sleep  in  your  own 
bed  merely,  and  do  the  same  every 
day.  Take  care  of  your  own  fami- 
ly, and  reserve  a  margin  of  time  to 
see  the  rest  of  your  feller  men. 
Cirkelate !  cirkelate !  like  the  Flag- 
Staff.  It  will  do  you  good.  It  will 
do  others  good.  Sociability  is  a 
charm.  We  know  virtuous  fami- 
lies where  they  sit  in  the  evening, 
the  father  and  mother  and  rest  of 
the  children,  until  bed  time,  (and 
never  a  word  spoken,)  as  dead  as 
a  door  nail.  The  reason  is  they 
want  wariety ;  something  to  exila- 
rate  the  mind.  You  put  a  horse  on 
one  routine,  we  will  say  a  canal 
track,  where  he  strains  the  same 
set  of  muscles  all  the  time,  and  the 
consequence  is,  those  same  muscles 
can't  stand  it.  Just  so  it  is  with 
men.  Do  n't  draw  a  circle  round 
you,  and  that  a  very  narrow  one, 
but  do  try  and  go  abroad,  and  take 
your  families  with  you.  Make 
them  travel  up  hill  to  look  off  onto 
the  surrounding  country,  and  do  nt 
keep  them  all  the  time  on  a  dead 
level.  Bime-by  there 's  no  wivacity 
or  animation  into  'em.  "We  never 
see  any  thing  so  stale  and  flat  as 
most  oi  our  coimtry  villages,  owing 
to  wrong  modes  of  thinking ; 
whereas,  if  they  would  take  the 
margin  of  time  which  belongs  to 
them,  (for  the  hardest  working 
honest  man  has  ^ot  a  margin  of 
time,)  and  circelate,  and  associate, 
and  laugh  and  talk,  and  hear  lec- 
tur's  and  good  music,  and  pay  for 
it  not  grudgingly,  and  dance  and 


sing  like  so  many  grasshoppers  sip- 
ping  the  dew  on  fjune  mornii|; 
they  would  waken  up,their  sleepy 
and  neglected  brains  to  a  social 
sympathy  and  delight  of  which  they 
are  at  present  incapable.  A  stag- 
nant pool  lets  the  sticks  and  green- 
ness and  filth  accumulate  and  smell 
bad ;  but  a  running  stream,  though 
it  may  bear  them  on  its  surface* 
caiTii  them  off,  and  becomes  aoain 
pure,  reflecting  every  flower  which 
grows  on  the  brink,  and  every  hue 
of  brightness  in  the  heavens  I 


A  Protest. — We  are  going  to 
make  a  protest.  In  this  ked'ntry 
attention  to  the  gentler  sex  amounts 
to  a  perfect  shivalry.  But  we  must 
say  they  take  advantage  of  it,  and 
don't  show  the  same  delicacy  as 
the  men  in  innumerable  instances. 
You  go  to  church  a  half  an  hour 
before  time,  and  swallow  your  cup 
of  tea  with  all  your  nught  ana 
main,  to  hear  Dr.  Hawks,  although 
you  ought  to  go  to  pray !  Well, 
you  are  established  firm  at  the 
head  of  your  own  pew,  and  begin 
to  turn  over  the  prayer-books,  ^id 
to  read  the  led-pencil  conversation 
which  have  been  carried  on  at  sun- 
dry times  on  the  blank  leavesi 
poor  passay  le  tang,  as  the  French 
say.  Bime-by  the  church  fills  up 
and  is  very  crowded.  But  just  at 
this  time  the  Misses  Badgerly  are 
leisurely  putting  on  their  shawls  at 
their  own  house,  and  mean  to  pick 
the  pocket  of  your  ear  of  that  ser- 
mon. They  arrive  at  the  door»  but 
there  is  a  great  crowd,  and  the 
wh«le  body  of  the  church  presents 
one  mass  of  heads.  They  look  at 
each  other  in  despair,  when  Miss 
Amarintha  says  :  '  Follow  me.' 
With  that  they  throw  up  their  heads 
to  the  chandelier  and  walk  boldly 
through  the  middle  aisle  to  the 
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head  of  the  church.  There  they 
come  to  a  stand-still,  seeing  a  firm 
and  immovable  mass,  like  one  of 
Napoleon's  fallanxes.  They  be- 
come confused.  Their  confusion 
becomes  distressing.  There  is  a  cry 
raised  :  *  Make  room  for  the  ladies ; 
make  room  for  the  ladies.'  And 
in  a  trice  of  time  you,  who  were 
safely  esconced  as  a  bug  in  a  rug, 
give  place  to  a  span  new  bonnet, 
and  are  set  adrift  like  a  ship  with- 
out chart  or  compass.  Now  we 
will  tell  you  just  how  we  would  fix 
this  sort  of  ladies.  We  would  stop 
and  buy  a  hammer  on  our  way  to 
church,  providing  it  was  a  week 
night,  and  also  two  uncommon 
large  tenpenny  naiLs,  (and  we 
would  n't  care  if  they  cost  twenty 
pennies,)  and  hammer  them  into 
our  coat-tails,  and  get  the  sexton 
to  draw  them  out  whe|t  the  church 
was  over. 


Not  to  answer  letters,  or  what 
is  the  same  thing,  to  lay  them  aside 
for  two  or  three  mondis,  is  one  of 
the  crying  sins  and  rudenesses  of 
the  day.  It  has  already  caused  us 
to  discard  from  our  books  several 
whom  we  regarded  friends. 


Charity  begins  at  home,  and 
ends  there  with  most  people. 


Those  who  are  very  good  may 
be  very  gay,  and  enjoy  music  and 
poetry  and  painting  and  dancing ; 
and  although  they  are  good,  these 
will  make  them  still  better.  But 
those  who  are  otherwise  may  play 
and  sing  and  paint  and  dance,  but 
poetry  and  music  and  colors  and 
motion  can  bring  them  no  joy ; 
they  vnll  not  enhance  pleasure,  but 
quicken  pain.  I^'  We  like  these 
maxums  much,  and  shall  give  many 
to  our  readers. 


Do  not  say  all  you  think,  but  be 
very  careful  to  think  what  you  say. 
Eschew  scandal.  If  you  speak  ill 
of  people,  rest  assured  that  the 
fruit  of  this  sin  is  to  be  ill  spoken 
of  The  evil  word  which  you  speak 
will  be  but  as  a  seed ;  but  the  fruit 
which  you  will  reap  vnll  be  a  har- 
vest. 

The  most  ridiculus  thing  that 
we  ever  see  was  the  pictur'  of  a 
wain  poet  drawn  by  a  wain  painter. 
The  painter  set  forth  the  imbesil- 
lyty  of  the  poet,  and  wice-wercy 
die  poet  represented  the  painter  in 
a  ridiculus  p'int  of  view.  It  was  a 
mere  brick-dust  affair.  There  he 
sot,  his  lower  lip  stickin'  out  and 
clenched  onto  ^is  upper  like  a  steel- 
trap,  with  a  degree  of  firmness,  just 
as  if  he  had  created  a  new  world 
and  meant  to  govern  it,  his  eyes 
smilin'  and  seemin'  to  say, '  Dissat- 
isfaction may  exist  in  the  material 
world  :  I  am  satisfied,  and  satisfied 
with  myself,  I  have  wrote  a  poem, 
which  my  ked'ntry  will  not  wiflingly 
see  die ;  they  '11  die  themselves  fust» 
before  they  '11  see  the  dying  strug- 
gles of  that  poem  !'  Behold  the 
author  (and  please  notice  that  the 
painter  has  painted  him  with  his 
right  hand  dangling  down  over  the 
arm  of  the  chair  Uke  a  bunch  of 
radishes,  and  with  his  lefl  resting 
on  his  ovni  vollum  of  poems,  which 
his  ked'ntry  will  not '  willingly  see 
die;'  a  heart-rending  death  it  would 
be;  we  think  they  would  die  hard : 
*  Mamaluke,  and  other  poems,  by 
J.  Tipperton  Grimes,  of  Grime- 
town.')  Behold,  we  say,  the  au- 
thor, the  genius,  the  Americant! 
But  it  would  be  insult  to  compare 
America  with  any  ked'ntry  on  the 
known  gloab.  They  an't  no  such 
ked'ntry  any  wheres  that's  ever 
been  saw  by  a  humanized  being  in 
Ewrop. 
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To  THE  Editor  or  the  Buxkcm  FLAO-SrArr : 

Dear  Sir  :  We  have  long  hailed 
your  valuable  paper  with  delight ; 
it  supplies  a  desideratti  v^hich  has 
long  been  needed  in  the  newspaper 
issoo  of  our  age  and  country.  It 
is  a  vehicle  on  which  are  exhibited 
the  sister  arts  of  poetry  and  adver- 
tising, also  morals.  My  dear  Sir, 
we  reverence  and  love  you !  (We 
are  glad  to  hear  him  say  that.) 

With  the  following  poem, 

Warmly  yours, 


The  glorious  Woman  walks  aihr. 

And  distance  hides  her  like  a  star ; 

But  stars  will  twinkle  in  the  night, 

And  beantv  through  the  veil  looks  bright ; 

For  if  the  Unes  we  cannot  trace 

Upon  that  moat  angelic  flM», 

Nor  see  her  liquid  eye,  and  those 

White  lUies  blended  with  tbe  rose, 

Uer  figure  prints  the  general  air, 

And  every  noart  responds  *How  lUr  V 

But,  Marianma!  when  tbe  veil 

Is  cast  aside,  aU  haU!  all  hail! 

For  lo !  a  virgin  rare  and  good. 

Just  bursting  into  womanhood  I 


Jfiptack, 


Zadock  Eamks. 


CREATION. 


BanoLD  [cariCt  read  hit  writitC] 
The  sun  is  sitting  in  the  west, 
(A  most  sublime  aspect  to  conceive  I) 
The  moon  arising  in  the  east. 
While  yonder  comes  a  shining  star, 
Sweetly  bursting  from  afar. 

Oh,  now  TREMKNJU8  IS  TUK  UnIVKRSK! 

On  which  wo  live,  and  which  wo  breathe : 

The  heighth,  the  brcudth,  the  length,  the  depth, 

What  inind  of  man  can  conceive ! 

First  in  order  next  to  the  sun 

Rapid  Mercury  his  course  doth  run ; 

Then  Vknus  right  onward  her  bark  doth  steer, 

And  afar  the  Earth  has  passed  along ; 

Behind  is  Jupitkr,  whose  light  is  very  strong. 

But  we  must  not  feel  proud  on  account  of  these. 

Unless  we  wish  our  Makkr  to  displeasu ; 

For  if  all  the  planets  which  are  nUcd, 

That  roam  between  Nkptukk  and  the  sim. 

At  once  extinguished  and  annihilated. 

It  would  not  leave  a  blank  in  creation ; 

For  if  the  mind  should  go  till  it  was  Jaded 

In  any  direction  into  the  sky, 

T  would  find  that  suns  and  »tars  was  not  faded. 

But  still  shining  before  his  eye. 

Sublime !  sublime !  But  we  find 
fault  with  the  above  poem.  The 
scntimens  is  good,  but  the  meter  is 
not  accurate,  according  to  our  idees 
of  the  poetaster.  Here  is  some- 
thing which  beats  *  Creation :' 

T  H  £     V  K  I  L  i;  D     BEAUTY. 

Why  spread  the  envious  gauze  before 

The  loveliness  our  hearts  adore  ? 

Yet  such  the  course  of  Nature  too ; 

She  veils  the  Beautiftil  and  True : 

These  are  too  holy  to  be  seen 

Bv  mortal  souls  through  mortal  eon. 

The  mountain's  top  is  crowned  with  haze, 

T^ie  sun  is  darkened  as  we  gaze ; 

The  streams  flow  on,  concealed  in  mist. 

Music  is  broken  while  we  list : 

But  be  the  medium  dense  or  rare. 

We  know  that  Beautv  still  is  there ;  | 

It  bursts  the  veil,  it  sninee  through  all,  i 

Nor  can  be  ooTored  with  a  palL  | 


We  have  received  a  great  many 
poems  and  vcrselets,  but  they  are 
too  flat  and  insipid  for  the  Bunkum 
Flag-Staff,  and  m6st  of  them 
have  taken  for  their  models  Poppy 
Young's  *  Ode  to  Napoleon,'  ]rop 
Emmons' '  Fredoniad,'  or  wus  than 
all,  Elbert  H.  Smith's  Indian  poem 
of  '  Makataimeshekiakiak,'  a  most 
dreadful  aflair.  We  won't  have 
'em,  and  we  won't  send  'em  back 
either.  Wamcan  to  bum  'em,  and 
burning  is  too  good  for  'em. 


J^rospectus. 

Thb  Bunku&i  Flag-Staff  is 
published  every  now  and  then  at 
Bunkum,  and  also  at  the  office  of 
the  Knickerbocker  in  New- York. 
It  will  take  a  firm  stand  on  the  side 
of  virtue  and  morality.  It  has  re- 
ceived the  most  marked  enco- 
miums from  the  press  and  from  in- 
dividooals.  Our  brother  has  also 
written  tons  in  most  flatterin' terms 
of  our  journal.  We  shall  endeavor 
to  merit  those  marks  of  favor,  and 
it  affords  us  the  most  adequate  sat- 
isfaction to  inform  our  readers  thai 
Miss  Mary  Ann  Delightful,  the 
pleasant  writer,  who  is  all  smiles 
and  dimples,  is  engaged  —  not  to 
be  mamed,  reader,  though  that  t» 
an  event  no  doubt  to  take  place  — 
but  is  engaged  to  furnish  a  series 
of  articles  for  this  paper.  Other 
talent  will  be  snapped  up  as  it  oo 
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curs.  All  kinds  of  job-work  exe- 
cuted with  neatness  and  despatch. 
The  Fine  Arts  and  Literature  fully 
discussed.  There  will  be  a  series 
of  discriminating  articles  on  music, 
to  which  we  call  the  attention  of 
amatoors.  Principles  op  'Ninety- 
Eight,  and  all  the  great  measures 
of  the  day,  as  well  as  all  other  prin- 
ciples, fully  sustained ;  vice  up- 
rooted by  the  heels,  and  cast  him 
like  a  noxious  weed  away.  For 
farther  particulars  see  large  head : 

The  BuNKVM  FLAG-STArr 

Is  EDITED  BY  Mr.  WAOBTAFr. 

It  gives  US  pleasure  to  state  that 
the  *  Flag-Staff*  meets  with  the 
warm  approbation  of  our  brother, 
from  whom  the  following  is  an  ex- 
tract: 

*  Dear  Brother  :  I  like  your  'FlJg-Staff'  very 
much  for  the  independent  course  it  pursues ;  and 
people  in  this  part  of  the  ked'ntry  approve  it  very 
Highly.  Uncle  John  is  sick  with  the  rheumatiz, 
but  now  better.  Please  set  me  down  for  one  sub- 
ncriber.  Your  affectionate  brother, 

*  Peter  Waostaff.' 

Mr,  Woolsey  approves  it : 

^  My  dear  Friend  :  I  like  your  paper  very  much. 

*J0II!«  WoOLSEY.* 

RECOMMENDATIONS. 

*  It  is  a  good  paper.' 

Bunkum  Flag-Staff, 

*  It  beats  our  own  paper  all  hol- 
low ;   there  is  more  humor  into  it,' 

Trumpet-Blast  of  Freedom, 

Horses  and  cabs  to  let  by  the 
editor.  Old  newspapers  for  sale  at 
this  olfis.  Wanted,  an  Appren- 
tice. He  must  be  bound  for  eight 
years,  fold  and  carry  papers,  ride 
post  once't  a-week  to  Babylon,  Pe- 
quog,  Jericho,  Old  Man's,  Mount 
Misery,  Hungry  Harbor,  Hetcha- 
bonnuck,  Coram,  Miller's  Place, 
Skunk's  Manor,  Fire  Island,  Mos- 
quito Cove  and  Montauk  Point,  on 
our  old  white  mare,  and  must  find 
and  blow  his  own  horn.  Run 
Away,  an  Indented  Apprentice, 
named  Joun  Johns,  scar  on  bis 


head,  one  ear  gone,  and  no  debts 
paid  of  his  contracting.  California 
gold,  banks  at  par,  pistai*eens,  fip- 
penny  bits  and  Uniten'd  Stets'  cur- 
rency in  general,  received  in  sub- 
scription. Also,  store-pay,  com, 
potatoes,  rye,  oats,  eggs,  beans, 
pork,  grits,  hay,  old  rope,  lambs'- 
wool,  shovels,  honey,  shorts,  dried 
cod,  catnip,  oil,  but'nut  bark,  paints, 
glass,  putty,  snake-root,  cord-wood, 
hemp,  live  geese  feathers,  saxafax, 
dried  apples,  hops,  new  cider,  axe- 
handles,  mill-stones,  hemlock-gum, 
bacon  and  hams,  gingshang-root, 
vinegar,  punkins,  harness,  ellacora- 
paine,  hops,  ashes,  slippery-ellum 
bark,  clemis,  nails,  varnish,  sheet- 
iron,  hogshead  shooks,  old  junk, 
sapsago  cheese,  whisk-brooms,  ma- 
nure, and  all  other  produce,  taken 
in  exchange. 

I^*  Those  who  do  n't  want  the 
last  number  of  the  Flag-Staff 
please  return  it  to  this  offis,  post- 
paid, as  the  demand  for  that  num- 
ber is  very  great  A  patent  chum 
and  washing-machine,  to  go  by 
dog-power,  are  left  here  for  in- 
spexion. 

^*  Wanted  to  Hire,  a  New 
Milch  Farrer  Cow;  give  eight 
quarts  of  milk  night  and  morning ; 
also,  to  change  milks  with  some 
neighbor  with  a  cheese-press  for  a 
skim-milk  cheese  once't  a  week. 


Contents  of  t))e  ^tesent  Number, 
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HUNGARY 


FKOIC     THB     rn»T-FOZ.IO     QW     AV     O  Z.  D     C  O  V  T  B  I  ■  X7  T  O  E  < 


Z. 


Awake,  full  heart  of  an  indignant  earth ! 
Is  thy  Rword  sheathed,  thy  voice  of  thunders  mute  ? 
A  nation  strangled  in  the  grasp  of  brute, 
Unpitying  Power,  even  in  its  hour  of  birth ! 
And  Europe  with  cold  eyes  at  distance  stands, 
With  folded  arms,  while  in  their  sad  despair, 
Ooin  the  last  field  of  blood-stained  battle,  where 
Palo  Hungary  gasping  lies,  in  stranger  lands, 
Far  from  their  happy  skies,  their  native  air, 
Far  from  their  lone,  forsaken  homes,  the  prey 
Of  savajro  vengeance,  now  the  exiles  stray, 
Lifting  to  Moslem  hearts  a  doubtful  prayer 
For  the  poor  boon  by  Christian  men  denied. 
One  shrine  their  care-bowed  heads  in  peace  to  hide. 


II. 


Thou  art  not  fallen,  O  land !  though  truth  and  right 
Lie  prostrate  now  beneath  a  conquering  horde. 
Thine  is  a  holier  strife  than  of  the  sword  ; 
For  tliee  the  stars  in  their  high  courses  fight. 
The  wind,  the  stream,  whose  scornful  fury  spurns 
Man's  puny  cliains ;  the  mountains  that  are  graves 
Of  freemen  rather  than  the  home  of  slaves ; 
Thine  the  unconquerable  heart  that  bums 
With  hnte  of  wrong ;  thine  the  unstaying  march 
Of  human  hopes,  whose  ever-swelling  host 
Pours  witli  its  billowy  tread  along  the  coast 
Of  waiting  ages,  the  triumphal  arch 
Ilailing  afiu*,  majestic  through  the  gloom. 
Rising  above  Oppression's  trampled  tomb. 


ZIT. 


Vainly,  ye  crown^  traitors  I  would  ye  stay 
The  voice  of  liberty :  one  feeble  sound 
Breathed  on  the  living  air  that  circles  round 

The  souls  of  men,  shall  never  pass  away ; 

Whispered  fW>m  some  weak  lip,  a  season  dumb. 
It  gathers  moving  might ;  its  note  awakes 
The  loud,  stem  echoes,  till  at  last  it  breaks 

In  bellowing  thunders ;  centuries  to  come 

Receive  it  as  it  sweeps  upon  their  ears, 
The  death-wail  of  the  tyrant,  rolling  deep 
'Mid  fh>wning  cliffs  of  tiiraldom,  firom  their  sleep 

Rousing  the  world  ;  a  startled  people  hears 

The  wud  prophetic  tone,  the  tmmpct-peal. 

Lifts  the  glad  head  and  shakes  th'  avenging  steel. 
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IV, 


Bear,  then,  your  fortunes,  patriot  chiefs  I    We  shed 
No  tear  of  idle  pity  for  the  great, 
Who  aro  not  broken  toys  of  changing  Fate, 
Bat  in  loss  victors.    Freedom  is  not  dead  \ 
Her  life  eternal  is ;  and  though  ye  die. 
Like  all  God^s  seed,  in  your  decay  is  won 
A  better  quickening,  in  each  martyred  son 
Writes  its  first  line  a  people's  history ; 
Athwart  the  cloud  let  your  keen,  seeing  eyes 
Pierce  to  the  foture,  in  your  wanderings. 
Journeys  your  country  with  you,  and  she  sings 
The  lofty  chant  of  her  sure  destinies  ; 
A  nation  yet  to  be,  though  banished  now, 
Wearing  her  crown  upon  her  queenly  brow. 
JCnoburyportf  (Mass.) 


B.  A.  w 


GLEAMS     OF     :6  E  A  U  T  Y 


BT    ^    KSW    OOKZBIBUTOR. 


When  the  palace  of  nature  sprang  from  chaos  and  light  farced  the 
rayless  matter,  then  first  appeared  that  beauty  which  so  much  delights 
us  throughout  the  works  oi  creation ;  and  it  will  continue  to  reveal  its 
splendors  until  the  Earth  and  the  Heavens  be  rolled  away,  then  shall 
these  forms  of  grandeur  return  to  the  bosom  of  the  Orea'^or.  There 
is  the  origin  of  Beauty  and  its  perpetual  home.  It  has  flowed  from  ex- 
haustless  urns  since  the  creation,  and  robed  each  thing  that  is  £ur  with 
its  grace.  It  flowed  over  the  clouds,  the  waters  and  the  plumage  of 
birds ;  it  poured  its  grace  over  the  neck  of  the  swan,  and  left  its  light 
on  the  face  of  man.  It  nestled  in  the  bell  of  the  flower,  in  the  sinuosi- 
ties of  the  shells  oF  ocean,  and  rested  on  the  wings  of  the  insects.  It  ^ 
waves  from  the  tops  of  the  forests,  moves  amidst  the  plumes  of  battle,^ 
gathers  its  grace  m  a  smile,  or  lightens  from  the  East,  robed  in  the 
jewels  of  the  sun,  and  *  filled  with^he  face  of  Heaven.'  ^/ 

How  or  whence  came  this  Beauty  to  dwell  in  flowery  and  cloud  vest-  \ 
ments  ?  Where  dwells  the  power  that  could  fashion  diese ;  the  even- 
ing and  the  morning,  the  mountains  and  the  night,  the  groves  and  the 
lawns,  the  skies  and  the  flowers.  Morning  precedes  the  noon  and  sun- 
set gives  place  to  the  night.  The  verdure  and  flowers  of  spring  suc- 
ceed the  wrecks  of  winter,  each  possessed  of  their  appropriate  delights. 
The  storm  and  the  night  their  grandeur ;  the  clouds  their  manifold  fbnx» 
and  fantastic  tracery ;  winter  its  crystal  palaces,  and  spring  the  variety 
of  its  verdure  and  its  wilderness  of  sweets.  It  is  present  in  every 
cUme,  in  the  golden  haze  of  Italy  and  the  rosy  flood  of  its  sky ;  it  shines 
amidst  the  mists  of  Y eleii  and  Niagara,  and  darts  from  the  cones  of  the 
Aurora  Borealis.  And  while  it  is  spread  out  in  every  clime  and  before 
every  eye,  it  has  afforded  delight  from  creation,  till  down  through  the 
lapse  of  time  we  behold  its  gleams  to-day.     The  soul  steeped  in  luxury 
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may  not  respond  to  its  delights ;  the  crushed  by  oppression  may  noC 
hail  with  so  vigorous  a  hope  its  presence ;  the  poor  may  find  little  lei- 
sure for  its  enjoyments,  yet  for  all  these  it  has  a  lorm  though  it  be  name- 
less, and  though  they  be  unconscious  of  its  nearness  while  it '  sits  smiling 
at  the  heart/  The  heart  has  no  formulas  that  giride  its  emotions,  its  im- 
pulses are  quickened  by  a  congenial  object  The  laws  of  om:  being 
are  fulfilled  though  we  be  but  automatons  in  the  drama  c^  Hfe.  The 
soul  is  like  a  harp  with  capabilities  for  plaintive,  joyous  or  solemn  music» 
and  when  Beauty  with  its  train  sweeps  over  it,  it  murmurs  a  response, 
chanting,  like  the  choristers  of  old,  praises  to  Him  who  iashioned  the 
Havens  with  their  glory  and  the  Earth  with  its  beauty. 

And  man  in  all  times  has  not  only  felt  its  influences,  but  has  every 
where  left  behind  him  the  memqrials  of  his  admiration,  as  witnessed  in 
sculpture,  architecture,  painting  and  poetry ;  the  castles  of  the  Planta* 
genets,  the  mansions  of  the  Stuarts  and  Tudors,  the  palaces  and  gardens 
of  Semiramis  and  Alcinous,  the  magnificence  of  the  temple  of  Solomon 
that  dazzled  the  Queen  of  the  South,  and  the  sumptuousness  of  the 
Alhambra,  likened  to  a  silver  vase  '  filled  with  myrtles  and  jacinths.' 
And  not  only  is  tlie  past  rich  in  these  storied  relics,  but  the  present 
every  where  teems  wi|ji  its  oflerings.  Each  art  vies  with  the  other  in 
a  gift  that  is  meet.  The  canvass  glows  in  every  shade  of  coloring,  and 
copies  every  form  of  grace  ;  language  swells  in  the  cadences  of  music, 
and  sends  forth  in  its  flow  accents  of  pity  and  tones  of  mirth.  The 
marble  leaves  its  bed  in  the  quarry  and  comes  forth  crowned  widi 
grace.  Cassandra  raises  her  eyes  glowing  to  Heaven ;  her  eyes,  fijr 
chains  bind  her  tender  hands  ;  and  Venus,  shining  from  her  rosy  neck, 
reveals  the  goddess  in  her  unequalled  mien.  Though  the  glory  has 
passed  away  from  the  mount,  it  still  illumines  the  prophecies  and  dbines 
m  His  words,  who  spake  as  never  man  spake.  In  the  Bible,  the  true  God 
is  revealed  as  he  would  be  worshipped  and  obeyed.  The  sweets  of  Crea- 
tion arc  treasured  there  amidst  precepts  for  the  young  and  delights  fiir 
the  aged ;  amidst  glimmerings  of  happiness  and  life  immortal ;  amidst 
polished  temples  and  flowery  wreaths,  and  palaces  and  queen's  daush- 
ters  in  clothing  of  gold,  and  language,  plaintive,  vnld  or  sweet  as  Straus 
iEoliaii. 

Nor  is  Beauty  only  of  outward  f<^hns,  but  it  inhabits  the  soul  of  things, 
and  its  votaries  must  seek  her  within  and  beyond,  and  cease  not  as  sup- 
pliants until  its  revealings  are  present  to  their  vision ;  until  it  gknvs 
before  them  in  so  varied  forms  as  if  Castalia  reflected  from  its  waves 
gems  of  every  hue,  till  they  shone  like  the  rainbow  or  the  west  What- 
ever there  is  of  loveliness  on  earth  or  in  air,  is  typical  of  its  form.  The 
perfiime  that  the  lily  tolls  on  the  air,  the  warbling  of  music  through 
the  vales,  the  music  of  bells,  the  voice  of  love ;  the  voice  of  the  past 
amidst  cherished  scenes ;  the  memory  of  the  loved  or  cherished  buds 
of  hope ;  the  aloe's  blossom,  the  sandal  tree's  fragrance,  the  rose's 
blush,  the  violet's  perfiime  ;  the  forms  of  angels,  the  splendors  of  seraphs. 
Here  it  is  skirted  with  downy  gold  and  colors  dipped  in  Heaven;  and 
there  the  intolerable  blaze  of  its  sapphire  gleams  is  reflected  from  its 
throne.  Remove  it  from  the  earth  and  you  leave  a  cheerless  waste. 
With  what  vriU  you  robe  th^  forests  and  the  lawns ;  with  what  supply 
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the  graceful  stems  and  branches  of  the  one,  or  the  waving  outline  of 
the  other ;  for  streams  winding  through  meadows  of  flowers ;  for  the 
tassels  and  silver  of  the  birch  ;  for  all  the  richness  of  coloring  and  va- 
riety of  form,  what  will  you  exchange  ?  If  you  tire  with  the  round  of 
sameness,  the  expansiveness  that  has  been  given  to  your  heart  will  in 
like  manner  be  given  to  those  that  come  after  you.  And  when  you 
have  torn  its  mantle  from  the  earth,  remove  the  blue  that  sparkles  above, 
you  remove  the  cunning  workmanship  from  the  Heavens ;  nor  let  Iris 
ever  more  appeal'  with  her  diverse-colored  bow ;  nor  leave  even  Luna 
to  wander  amidst  the  desolation ;  no  lone  pine  to  sigh  back  the  requiem ; 
nor  lone  star  to  irradiate  the  gloom,  as  if  the  gloomy  Dis  tore  Proser- 

Eine  anew  from  her  loved  parent's  arms,  or  Eurydice  vanished  again 
•om  Orpheus'  gaze. 

And  tbis  Beauty  is  no  idle  ornament :  diverse  are  its  uses,  and  its  in- 
fluences are  never  lost.  No  influence  is  lost  If  it  be  evil,  it  leaves 
its  stain,  if  it  be  good  it  still  smoulders  there,  and  is  liable  at  each  in- 
stant to  burst  into  a  flame.  Each  day  some  beautiful  creation  should 
be  impressed  upon  the  mind ;  each  day  the  examples  of  heroism  should 
receive  their  moments  of  meditation.  Youth  should  be  continually  sur- 
rounded with  ennobling  influences  :  so  God  works,  so  inan  does  not 
work  :  a  love  of  truth  should  be  early  awakened  in  them.  To  correct 
the  heart,  all  humiliating  influences  must  be  removed,  and  converse  be 
held  with  the  ennobling  forms  of  art  In  the  language  of  Groethe,  we 
have  an  imagination  before  which,  inasmuch  as  it  should  not  seize  upon* 
the  first  conceptions  that  present  themselves,  we  must  place  the  fittest 
and  most  beautiful  images,  and  thereby  accustom  the  mmd  to  recognise 
the  beautiful  every  where,  and  in  nature  itself,  under  its  fixed  and  true 
as  also  in  its  finer  features.  Our  feelings,  affections  and  passions  should 
all  be  advantageously  developed  and  purified. 

That  man  is  little  to  be  envied  whose  patriotism  would  not  be  en- 
kindled on  the  plains  of  Marathon,  or  whose  piety  would  not  grow 
warmer  among  the  ruins  of  lona;  who  sees  aught  unholy  amidst 
the  lofly  conceptions  of  Raffaelle,  or  feels  his  heart  not  dilated  amidst 
the  aisles  of  w  estminster ;  who  could  cherish  in  memory  the  heroism 
of  the  revolution  and  experience  no  emotions  for  his  country,  or  be 
constant  in  the  presence  of  the  Ecce  Homo  and  not  be  moved  by  the 
inspiration  of  its  divineness  and  majesty. 

Art  is  a  store-house  within  which  are  accumulated  the  beauties  of  the 
past  Each  jem  and  jewel  is  locked  within  its  recess.  Within  its  aisles 
and  along  its  corridors,  the  canvass  is  ripe  with  the  matchless  beauties, 
the  intense  though  noble  expression,  the  variety  and  loftiness  of  the  in- 
vention of  RafiaeUe ;  the  brilliancy  of  the  coloring  of  Titian ;  the 
sweetness  of  Guide  ;  the  splendor,  die  opulency  of  Rubens ;  the  rich- 
ness, the  truthfulness,  the  magic  of  Rembrandt's  gloom.  And  here  too 
architecture  presents  before  us  the  splendors  of  Versailles  or  Blenheim, 
the  lengthened  aisles  and  fretted  vaults,  the  towering  domes  and 
sumptuous  decorations  of  ecclesiastical  pomp.  And  sculpture  within 
displays  its  creation  glowing  in  the  celestial  loveliness  of  the  Venus 
Anadyomene,  or  crowned  with  the  efiulgence  that  radiated  from  the 
temples  of  Apollo. 
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Nature,  too,  in  all  its  forms  has  a  language  for  man ;  voices  of  grief 
in  the  winds,  joy  in  its  songs  of  spring,  terror  in  the  storm,  and  it  whis- 
pers of  calmness  along  the  moonlight  glades,  and  strength  and  quiet  in 
the  midnight  heavens  repose.  It  is  the  monopolist  of  grace ;  art  can 
only  imitate  it ;  yet  we  reverence  it,  for  it  brings  beauty  from  the  skies 
and  enthrones  it  on  our  hearth-stones.  The  one  hath  strewn  her  jew- 
elry along  the  pathway  of  life,  the  other  ever  weareth  hers,  her  proper 
adornments ;  her  beauties  are  enhanced  by  the  manifold  drapery  mat 
envelopes  her,  whereby  she  displays  such  grace  that  the  eye  is  never 
satiated  with  gazing  at  her,  nor  the  heart  ever  pained  by  communing 
^dth  her.  Or  if  we  tire  of  the  present,  the  visible  and  outward » be- 
yond are  the  invisible  and  the  unknown  realms  of  imagination  and 
prophetic  vision.  The  present,  e^en  with  all  its  splendor,  sinks  into  in- 
significance when  compared  with  the  vastness  of  the  whole ;  and  how 
infinite  soever  it  be  within  its  bosom,  the  ant  has  its  home  secure  as  the 
most  splendid  star.  The  same  power  that  suspended  the  nebulse  in  die 
immensity  of  space,  robed  the  lilies ;  the  same  Being  that  caused  die 
earth  to  teem  with  blossom  and  fruit  for  man,  attends  to  the  cry  of  die 
raven.  And  all  his  works  are  enveloped  with  and  pervaded  by  Beaulhr, 
as  the  rays  of  the  prism  are  one  in  the  sun ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all,  ax 
sits  enthroned  who  created  all  things  and  gave  to  his  works  such  magni- 
ficence and  splendor.  From  his  Heaven  he  rules  by  established  laws ; 
Him  angels  and  seraphs  worship  ;  to  Him  the  earth  and  the  stars  do 
reverence ;  the  deeps  respond  to  his  call,  and  infinities  of  distances  hear 
him  and  obey.  Magnificent  are  thy  works,  worthy  the  majesty  of  Qod, 
yet  shadows  are  they  all,  compared  to  Thee  ! 


A  LEQEND:   FROM  THE  SPANISH. 


'  Bin  TOfl,  y  sin  Dios  7  mi.' 


ToK  motto  that  with  trembling  hand  I  writer 
And  deeply  graven  on  this  heart  of  mine ; 

In  olden  time  a  loval  christian  knight 
Bore  graven  on  his  shield  to  Pal^ne. 

^  Sin  vos,""  it  saith,  if  I  am  without  thee 

Beloved !  whoso  thought  surrounds  me  every  where ; 
<  Sin  Dios;'  I  am  without  Gon,  *  y  mi,* 

And  in  myself  I  have  no  longer  share. 

FUse  proved  the  lady,  and  thenoefbrth  the  knight^ 
Casting  aside  the  buckler  and  the  brand, 

Lived  an  austere  and  lonely  anchorite, 
In  a  drear  monntahi  cave  in  Holy  Land. 

Tliere,  bowed  before  the  Virgin^  shrine  Ln  prayer. 

He  would  dash  madly  down  his  roeary ; 
And  cry  *  beloved  !*  in  tones  of  wiU  deqwir, 

*  I  have  loot  God  and  self  in  losing  thee  ? 

And  I,  if  thus  my  11fB*B  sweet  hope  were  o*er. 

An  echo  of  the  knight's  despair  must  be ; 
Thus  I  were  lost  if  k>ved  by  thee  no  more. 
For,  thl  myself  nd  heATen  are  merged  in  thee. 
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ANACREONTIC      STANZAS      TO 


For  you,  as  sweet  a  &iry  vision 
As  ever  blessed  this  earth's  elysian, 
I  'II  tempt  the  mount  where  Hippocrene 
Spreads  its, thoughts-burdened  water's  sheen, 
And  drinking  deep  its  wave  the  whQe 
Bask  in  your  more  inspiring  smile. 

I  've  sung  to  others'  beauties  rare, 
Their  heaven-bom  eyes  and  golden-hair. 
Their  witching  forms  and  trancing  arts 
Their  native  gifts  and  studied  parts ; 
And  little  deemed,  as  thus  I  sung, 
With  earnest  voice  and  lyre  high-strung. 
With  pulse  of  fire  that 's  throbbing  yet. 
Such  beings  e'er  could  bring  regret 

Yes,  one  —  oh  God  !  a  face  and  eyes 

Whoso  impress  sprung  but  from  the  skies. 

Whose  look  and  smile,  and  angel-tone. 

Were  caught  from  beings  round  heaven's  throne. 

This  face  and  form  I  could  have  sworn 

The  loveliest  e'er  did  earth  adorn ; 

Despite  my  tears  and  prayers  to  be 

The  angel  that  she  seemed  to  me ; 

Too  kind  to  wound  a  present  heart, 

Tet  thoughtless  used  it  when  apart. 

We  parted  in  our  mutual  tears, 

And  broke  our  hopes  of  future  years. 

But  oh !  the  mild  and  cheering  ray 
That  broke  o'er  my  cloud-darkened  way 
When  first  my  gladdened  eyes  beheld 
In  thee  a  vision  unexcelled  ; 
Earth's  brilliants  all  in  vain  may  shine. 
They  cannot  match  t^ose  eyes  of  thine ; 
The  fires  of  heaven  less  brilliant  glow. 
While  thy  fair  orbs  light  sjil  below ; 
Thy  fece !  thy  face !  —  the  face  of  day, 
When  blushing  with  the  orient  ray. 
With  PuoEBus'  tinjire  of  goldeik  light 
That  scares  the  dull  and  black-browed  night ; 
The  face  of  Eve  with  star-eyes  set, 
Mid  clouds  of  hair  of  curling  jet. 
Cannot  such  sweet  and  blessing  hues 
Upon  the  sentient  soul  difi^ise. 

Each  face  beside  thine  own  that 's  bright 

But  mocks  thy  sun  —  a  lunar  light ; 

And  I,  an  humble  Gheber,  kneel 

To  worship  light  whose  warmth  I  feel. 

CALYPso-like  in  silence  set. 

Your  charms  flash  out  like  burnished  wit, 

Or  SAPPHo-like,  with  burning  words 

You  sweep  the  mind's  and  heart's  deep  chords ; 
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If  CiRCE-Iike  you  weave  a  spell 
So  pure  yours,  hers  seems  doubly  fell ; 
Reason  and  fancy,  sense  combine, 
To  make  that  witching  form  of  thine : 
The  past  is  all  a  worthless  dream, 
With  you  my  present,  future  theme. 
Eternal  friendship  I  would  swear 
Did  not  Love's  tempting  form  appedr 
To  bid  me  lay  before  your  shrine, 
Perchance  to  doom  tins  heart  of  mine. 
But  better  thus,  so  sweetly  slain, 
Tlian  struggle  on  in  after  pain  ; 
If  left  for  aye  your  glorious  bloom, 
Crushed  with  irrevocable  doom, 
The  lieavy  scar  within  my  heart 
Would  cling  until  its  pulse  depart. 


XeufYork^ieSO. 


t,  a.  £• 
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KuicBSR    ova. 


♦Tib  a  history 

Handed  fh>m  ages  down ;  a  nurm^a  tale, 

Which  children,  open-«yed  and  mouthed,  devour; 

And  thus,  as  Ramuoufl  ignorance  relates, 

Wc  learn  it  and  believe/  Soxttbit's  'TmAX.ABA.' 

The  summer  of  1849  was  unusually  warm  and  sultry.  The  wealthy 
and  the  fashionable  left  their  mansions  in  the  crowded  city  to  avoid  the 
terrible  pestilence  that  was  approaching.  Business  itself  seemed  to 
sigh  for  an  hour  of  leisure,  and  consequently  was  complained  of  as 
intolerably  dull.  As  for  myself,  I  have  no  ftincy  for  those  crowded 
watering  places,  where  the  comforts  of  home  are  sacrificed  for  the 
miseries  of  an  attic,  lest  your  tattling  and  inquisitive  neighbors  shoald 
pronounce  you  unfashionable  and  vulgar.  They  are  excellent  places 
for  exquisite  beauty  to  whisper  soft  things  to  tender  languishing  belleB ; 
for  manoeuvring  matrons  ta  entrap  butterflies  for  their  portionlen 
daughters ;  or  for  ladies  of  indubitable  maturity  to  figure  once  more 
in  the  careless  gayeties  of  sixteen ;  but  as  homes  for  old  unpretending 
bachelors  they  are  anything  but  comfortable. 

There  are,  however,  some  public  resorts  which  are  in  reality  all  that 
the  lover  of  comfort  and  convenience  can  desire.  Fresh  breezes  and 
cool  sea-bathing,  a  room  within  sight  of  the  earth,  plenty  of  quiet  con- 
genial companions,  and  no  hops  or  fancy  balls ;  at  such  a  place  I  found 
myself  during  the  oppressive  month  of"^  August,  and  enjoyed  the  rare 
satisfaction  of  undisturbed  idleness.  Amono[  the  many  kindred  spirits 
that  entertained  the  same  views  on  such  subjects  as  myself  I  found  an 
old  acquaintance,  whose  humors  and  eccentricities  had  often  amused 
me,  and  wh6siB  fund  of  stories  and  legends  had  served  to  shorten  many 
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a  wintry  evening  in  my  study  at  home.  He  had  seen  much  of  the 
world,  and  had  thus  added  to  his  stock  of  literary  information  an  ex- 
tensive knowledge  of  men  and  manners,  derived  from  a  keen  observa- 
tion of  the  various  scenes  which  he  had  witnessed,  and  of  the  different 
characters  among  whom  he  had  been  thrown.  His  physiognomy  was 
marked  and  peculiar.  A  pair  of  gray  eyes  shone  from  under  a  pro- 
jecting ridge  of  sandy  hair ;  his  high  forehead  was  invariably  carelessly 
shaded  with  thick  and  straggling  locks ;  a  nose  of  that  good-natured 
kind  which  we  sometimes  see  on  the  faces  of  old  Dutch  landlords ; 
while  his  complexion,  though  somewhat  florid,  might  have  been  attribu- 
ted either  to  the  effect  of  his  travels  or  to  the  gentle  influence  of  that 
far-famed  Burgundy  wine,  whose  merits  he  sometimes  rather  loudly 
extolled.  Be  that  however  as  it  may,  he  was  of  that  race  of  men  who 
know  that  living  happily  is  synonymous  with  living  singly,  and  that  the 
pleasures  of  life  would  be  neither  enhanced  by  the  chorus  of  babies, 
nor  by  the  expostulations  of  an  untameable  shrew.  In  addition  to  all 
these  excellences,  he  possessed  a  great  taste  for  literature,  which  had 
been  judiciously  cultivated  in  tis  younger  days  by  an  erudite  parson  of 
the  old  school,  whose  historical  knowledge  was  not  confined  to  the 
books  of  Moses,  and  whose  poetical  studies  had  not  concluded  with  the 
psalms. 

The  dress  of  my  fiiend  was  as  singular  as  his  countenance.  He 
wore  a  coat  which  seemed  to  be  related  both  to  the  large  family  of 
sacks  and  to  the  breed  of  English  riding  coats.  A  row  of  large  horn- 
buttons  extended  up  and  down  the  front,  but  whether  they  were  for 
use  or  for  ornament  I  never  could  determine.  Capacious  pockets 
gaped  on  either  side,  filled  with  fishing  lines,  boxes  of  patent  hooks, 
and  all  the  other  troublesome  *  conveniences'  of  an  experienced  angler. 
His  long-waisted  Quakerish  vest  was  also  made  with  an  eye  to  service ; 
for  from  one  pocket  protruded  the  end  of  a  cigar-case,  from  another  a 
large  head  of  cavendish,  and  a  third  seemed  pregnant  vnth  a  suffi- 
ciency for  a  fourth.  A  pair  of  buff  pants,  relics  apparently  of  other 
days,  proudly  withdrew  from  an  ample  paii*  of  double  soles ;  while  a 
cap,  which  would  have  won  the  palm  at  a  jockey  club,  completed  his 
outer  man.  I  have  been  thus  particular  in  describing  my  companion 
for  no  other  purpose  than  to  give  some  idea  to  my  readers  of  the  cha- 
racters with  whom  I  associate. 

We  had  been  fishing  one  pleasant  day,  and  had  experienced  unusual 
good  fortune.  Our  worthy  host,  skilled  in  the  ways  of  gratifying  the 
peculiar  whims  of  his  guests,  had  broiled  a  couple  of  the  largest  blue 
fish  which  we  had  caught,  and  while  we  were  taking  our  late  supper, 
and  praising  his  cookery,  he  regaled  our  imaginations  with  marvellous 
accounts  of  the  *  schools  which  would  run*  gs  the  season  became  a  little 
later  advanced.  In  a  mood  for  promising  any  thing,  we  intimated  our 
determination  to  remain  until  that  time,  and  our  host,  assuming  the  au* 
of  a  man  who  has  hooked  a  plump  trout  with  a  painted  fly,  waddled 
pompously  away.  We  had  finished  our  supper,  rendered  doubly  de- 
licious by  the  consciousness  that  we  had  contributed  to  its  excellence, 
and  with  hearts  at  peac%  with  all  mankind,  we  leaned  back,  as  all  bache- 
lors do,  in  two  affectionate  rocking  chairs,  placed  in  the  piazza,  which 
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commanded  a  beautiful  prospect  of  the  entrance  of  Long-Island  Sound. 
It  was  one  of  those  soft  and  exilarating  evenings  which  succeed  to  the 
heat  and  languor  of  a  sultry  and  oppressive  day.  The  sun  had  already' 
sunk  below  the  long  range  of  hills  which  skirted  the  western  shore  oL 
The  tranquil  bay ;  but  its  lingering  rays  still  fringed  with  a  golden  hoe 
the  edges  of  the  light  clouds  which  floated  near  the  horizon.  A  light 
breeze  had  arisen,  and  the  merry  song  of  a  boat's  crew,  just  discharged 
from  a  long  voyage  to  the  Pacific,  was  borne  to  the  small  knot  of  anz^ 
ious  friends  who  had  collected  on  the  pier  to  welcome  them.  Now 
and  then  would  be  heard  the  bleating  of  the  sheep  or  the  lowing  of  the 
kine  gathered  in  some  distant  faim-yard ;  while  at  regular  and  solemn 
intervals  struck  the  evening  bell,  as  it  tolled  the  hour  S>T  sacred  seryice. 
There  is  no  man  who,  at  some  time  in  his  life,  has  not  experienced  the 
soothing  influence  of  an  evening  like  that.  The  mind  forgets  the  toib 
and  sorrows  of  the  present,  and  looks  either  vrith  bright  hopes  toward 
the  future,  or  reviews  in  pleasing  sadness  the  faded  pleasures  of  the 
past.  It  is  a  feeling  neither  melancholy  nor  joyous,  yet  it  somewhat 
partakes  of  both.  Childhood,  with  all  its  innocent  amusements,  with 
all  its  trembling  anticipations,  and  with  all  its  hallowed  associations  of 
mother^s  prayers  and  father's  blessings,  crowds  back  upon  the  memory. 
The  curtain  of  recollection  is  raised,  and  the  panorama  of  our  own  ex- 
perience unwinds  slowly  before  us.  'T  is  seldom  in  this  busy,  anxious 
world,  that  a  man  finds  the  leisure  to  turn  over  the  leaves  of  hia  own 
history ;  but  when  he  does,  he  feels  himself  wiser  and  better,  and  per- 
haps more  holy  and  virtuous. 

The  boat-load  had  long  since  landed,  and  the  last  echo  of  the  church 
bell  died  plaintively  away,  when  I  roused  myself  from  my  dreaminess 
and  turned  toward  my  companion.  He  too  had  been  unusually  af> 
fected,  for  his  pipe  was  extinguished,  and  from  the  inverted  bowl  the 
Bshes  had  lodged  like  snow  flakes  upon  the  wrinkles  of  his  vest  ISa 
countenance  too  had  lost  the  air  of  careless  good  nature,  which  it  usually 
wore,  and  now  assumed  a  curious  look  of  half  solemn  seriousness.  I 
had  never  caught  him  in  a  mood  of  melancholy  before ;  and  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face  was  so  unlike  any  thing  that  I  had  ever  seen  it 
wear,  that  I  gratified  my  curiosity  by  scrutinizing  it.  His  sharp  eyes 
seemed  fixed  on  some  object  in  the  air  before  him ;  his  nose  had  lost 
its  social,  jolly  look ;  and  the  comers  of  his  mouth  were  drawn  down, 
as  if  his  last  mend  on  earth  had  discharged  the  final  bill  of  nature.  A 
laugh  escaped  me  as  he  drew  a  heavy  sigh,  when,  conflised  at  being 
caught  in  reflections  which  he  had  invariably  denounced  as  unworthy 
of  a  philosopher  and  a  bachelor,  he  started  up,  and  stammered  oi^. 
some  remark  on  the  oppressiveness  of  the  weather. 

'  You  have  a  meditative  turn  to-night,'  I  said,  with  a  look  which  im- 
plied that  I  had  guessed  the  nature  of  his  thoughts.  *  Have  you  been 
ruminating  among  the  memories  of  college,  recalling  the  sentimentali- 
ties of  some  boyish  courtship,  or  reflecting  on  the  inanities  of  all  hiunan 
hopes,  and  the  msufficiency  of  all  human  calculations  V 

'  On  ndne  of  those,'  he  replied,  *  though  I  confess  that  fi>r  once  I  have 
departed  from  my  usual  rule,  and  instead  of  endeavoring  to  divine  the 
signs  of  the  future,  I  have  been  indulging  in  some  reminiscences  of  the 


1850.]  Tales  of  the  Back  Parlor.  527 

past.  You  have  often  told  me  that  the  countenance  of  a  delightful 
triend,  the  pages  of  an  entertaining  book,  or  the  objects  in  a  beautiful 
scene,  look  more  attractive  when  viewed  through  the  colored  glass  of 
the  imagination  than  when  seen  by  the  naked  eye  itself.  I  always  de- 
clared you  to  be  a  dreamy,  ideal  being,  who  looked  at  things  not  as 
they  are,  but  as  they  might  be ;  one  that  would  fall  in  love  with  yonder 
moon  because  you  fancied  a  resemblance  between  the  clouds,  which 
now  half  veil  her  face,  and  the  shyness  of  a  practised  coquette.  In 
short,  a  sort  of  half  fact,  half  fiction,  good  for  nothing  but  to  write  * 
rhymes  in  ladies*  albums,  and  to  sigh  over  hours  of  departed  happi- 
ness, which  you  would  persuade  yourself  that  you  had  m  reality  ex- 
perienced. But  I  am  somewhat  inclined  to  come  over  to  your  views, 
or  at  least,  though  I  beg  your  pardon,  to  embrace  the  most  sensible  of 
them.* 

*  I  was  thinking,*  he  continued,  *  of  some  incidents  which  occurred 
during  my  visit  to  the  land  of  our  forefathers  a  few  years  since.  I  hf^vq 
a  strange  fancy  for  Germany,  its  rough  and  varied  scenery,  and  for  its 
smoking  and  beer-drinking  burghei^s.  •  Perhaps  it  may  be  owing  to  the 
Dutch  blood  which  I  inherited  froni  ttiy  father,  who  descended,  as  the 
chronicles  say,  from  some  hard-brained  Mynheer.  At  all  events,  such 
is  the  fact.  It  is  a  land  \vhere  literature  and  science  flourish  together ; 
a  land  whose  universities  preserve  with  sacred  veneration  the  mutilated 
fragments  of  classic  lore ;  a  land  unrivalled  in  wild  and  romantic  diver- 
sity ;  and  a  land  where  the  customs  of  forgotten  ages  are  still  cherished 
in  the  mouldering  castles  which  it  contains.  Ah !  those  high  and  frown- 
ing walls ;  the  deep,  half-filled  moat ;  the  broken  and  rotten  drawbridge 
and  the  high  sombre  turrets,  speak  volumes  to  the  lover  of  history  and 
to  the  student  of  the  feudal  days.  But  I  do  not  purpose  to  deliver  you 
a  lecture  on  antiquities,  or  to  trace  the*  connexion  between  our  ovm 
laws  and  those  of  feudal  original ;  but  simply  to  relate  a  Kttle  incident 
which  occurred  to  myself  during  one  of  my  rambles,  and  which  may 
serve  perhaps  to  gratify  your  craving  appetite  for  the  marvellous.* 

At  the  prospect  of  a  story,  I  drew  my  chair  nearer  and  disposing 
myself  in  the  comfortable  position  of  a  person  who  knows  that  he  is  to 
be  entertained,  without  being  called  upon  to  exert  himself,  impatiently 
waited  for  what  was  to  follow. 

My  companion  slowly  brushed  away  the  ashes  from  his  vest,  refilled 
once  more  the  head  of  Frederick  the  Great,  and  sending  forth  a  cloud 
of  curling  smoke,  thus  commenced  his  tale. 


It  was  near  the  close  of  the  summer,  when  in  company  with  friends 
of  habits  and  tastes  similar  to  my  own,  I  commenced  my  tour  along  the 
banks  c^  the  Rhine.  I  was  impelled  to  this  from  several  motives.  For 
two  years,  I  had  been  confined  at  Berlin,  pursuing  the  study  of  the  clas- 
sics and  toiling  among  the  time-worn  pages  of  Theodosius  and  Justinian. 
Filled  with  the  decretals  of  Gregory,  and  wearied  with  the  mysteries 
of  German  philosophy,  I  determmed  to  spend  a  few  months  in  travel 
before  returning  home.     I  was  desirous  also  of  seeing  some  of  those 
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magnificent  ruins,  around  whom  poetic  legends  have  thrown  a  myste- 
rious charm,  and  from  whose  history  so  much  pleasure  and  instruction 
is  to  be  derived.  At  the  social  meeting  of  the  Burschenshctften,  or  club 
of  students  to  w^ch  I  belonged,  I  had  often  heard  strange  tales  con- 
cerning those  venerable  structures,  but  which  I  had  always  charged  to 
the  account  of  the  goodly  flagons  of  German  beer,  or  to  .the  flaming- 
bowls  of  crambambuli.  There  was  one,  for  instance,  which  I  doubt  not 
you  have  often  heard  repeated,  about  an  avaricious  bishop  who  pur- 
chased all  the  com  in  the  district,  and  in  a  time  of  famine  extortedf  ex- 
orbitant prices  fi"om  the  starving  and  impoverished  peasantry.  In  pun- 
ishment for  his  sins  a  swarm  of  rats  attacked  his  granaries  and  threat- 
ened destruction  to  his  castle.  In  despair  he  intrenched  himself  in  a 
tower  which  he  built  in  the  middle  ot  the  Rhino.  His  enemies  how- 
ever still  pursued  him,  and  devoured  him  on  a  luckless  day  as  he  was 
entreating  heaven  for  a  cessation  of  his  evils.  I  have  since  seen  the 
lonely  tower  in  the  bosom  of  the  sparkling  waters  of  the  Rhine,  but  as 
to  the  truth  of  the  legend,  I  cannot  vouch,  though  I  do  not  feel  author- 
ized to  dispute  it.  Desirous,  however,  of  gratifying  my  curiosity  as 
well  as  for  the  purpose  of  having  some  strange  wonders  to  relate  to 
domestic  but  curious  bodies  like  yourself,  I  bade  farewell  to  the  halls  of 
the  University,  and  on  the  morning  afler  a  grand  supper  party  of  my 
club,  started  on  my  journey. 

I  will  not  tire  you  with  a  prolix  description  of  all  the  matters  of  in- 
terest which  I  saw,  or  of  all  the  old  castles  which  I  visited ;  sufficient  be 
it  to  say,  that  I  suddenly  acquired  a  strange  affection  for  antiquities,  and 
spent  half  of  my  time  in  rumma^ng  among  old  vaults,  and  m  attempt- 
ing to  decipher  illegible  inscriptions.  I  had  thus  spent  several  weeks 
in  antiquarian  solitude  and  soliloquy,  when  at  the  entreaties  of  my  friends 
who  were  native  Germans,  and  whose  proverbial  patience  was  well 
nigh  exhausted,  I  lefl  with  reluctance  the  dried-up  moat  in  which  I 
had  been  searching  for  the  fragment  of  a  cuirass,  and  proceeded  toward 
the  city  of  Heidelberg.  The  traveller  in  passing  through  the  duchy  of 
Baden  finds  himself  unconsciously  beguiled  for  weeks  among  the  in- 
teresting localities  which  have  rendered  this  romantic  city  so  attractiye 
to  the  student  of  antiquities.  It  is  equally  difficult  for  myself  to  relate 
an  incident  which  occurred  not  far  from  its  boundaries,^ without  halting 
for  a  few  moments  in  my  progress,  to  indulge  in  some  recollections 
which  the  mention  of  Heidelberg  awakens. 

You  are  aware  that  the  different  circumstances,  the  peculiarities  of 
the  weather  or  the  various  shifting  accidents  under  which  you  visit  a 
locality  with  which  you  arc  hitherto  unacquainted,  determine  essentially 
the  impression  which  you  carry  away,  and  the  opinion  which  is  thus 
suddenly  formed  is  the  one  which  invariably  presents  itself  to  the  mind 
when  it  recurs  to  the  scene  afterward.  The  memory  behind  the  focus 
of  the  eye,  like  the  polished  plate  behind  the  lens  of  the  caiifera,  re- 
ceives the  outlines  of^  the  object  upon  its  sensitive  surface.  Association 
places  here  and  there  the  varied  tints  and  colorings,  and  the  whole 
picture  is  inefiaceable. 

It  was  near  sunset  as  our  party  leisurely  entered  the  winding  and 
fertile  valley,  in  whose  fragrant  bosom  reposes  the  aged  city  of  Hei- 
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delberg.  The  summits  of  the  hills  above  us,  were  crowned  with  gar- 
dens and  vineyards,  from  whose  treasures,  rosy-cheeked  girls  were 
bearing  baskets  of  fruits  and  flowers  on  their  shoulders,  while  they 
blithely  carolled  the  favorite  lays  of  their  lovers.  Peasants  were  pack- 
in|^  their  loads  for  the  morning's  market  on  the  patient  bacl{|i  of  their 
dozing  beasts,  chubby  little  boys  were  rolling  and  frolicking  with  the 
sportive  house-dog  and  here  and  there  among  the  heavy  trees  which 
overhung  the  valley,  might  be  seen  the  varied  badges  of  the  different 
clubs  of  students  who  had  flocked  to  this  old  seat  of  classical  learning. 
The  city  itself  is  situated  at  the  foot  of  the  Kaiserstuhl,  but  is  not  re- 
markably imposing.  The  streets  follow  the  analogy  of  most  German 
thoroughfares,  and  are  narrow  and  gloomy,  but  the  church  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  with  its  lofty  steeple,  and  the  reverend  structure  of  St.  Peterg, 
to  whose  doors  Jerome  of  Prague  nailed,  three  centuries  ago,  his  fe- 
mous  exposition  of  the  doctrine  of  the  reformers,  are  objects  of  inte- 
rest, which  amply  repay  the  trouble  and  toil  of  the  inquisitive. 

We  remained  here  a  few  days,  inspecting  the  far-famed  ruins  of  the 
Schloss,  which  overlooks  the  waters  of  the  Neckar,  and  the  antique 
houses  along  its  banks.  You  have  never  seen  it,  and  you  can  form  no 
conception  of  the  mingled  sensations  of  reverence,  of  sublimity  and  of 
awe,  which  crowd  upon  the  mind  of  the  traveller  when  he  first  contem- 
plates the  glorious  spectacle.  As  you  view  the  towering  ruin  from  the 
base  of  the  eminence  upon  which  it  stands,  it  seems  like  a  vast  pile  of 
frowning  and  forbidding  crags  piled  upon  each  other  by  superhuman 
hands.  Lonely  and  majestically  it  stands  in  lofty  and  solitary  grandeur ; 
a  link  between  the  present  and  the  past,  but  a  part  of  which  men  know 
little.  You  ascend  the  toilsome  eminence  and  enter  within  its  portals. 
The  circling  troops  of  swallows  perch  upon  its  moss-covered  battle- 
ments, and  look  timidly  down  upon  the  dizzy  chasm  below.  No  sen- 
tinel treads  upon  its  deserted  and  lifeless  wall.  The  shout  of  feasting 
and  of  revelry  no  longer  echoes  within  its  damp  and  gloomy  halls. 
An  oppressive  silence  reigns  throughout  the  narrow  and  winding  cor- 
ridors, and  the  strange  figures  sculptured  in  the  wall  seem  to  turn 
from  the  bewildered  intruders,  as  from  a  generation  of  which  they  dis- 
dained to  be  the  images.  The  scene  which  appears  before  the  beholder 
as  he  stands  upon  the  summit  of  one  of  the  lofty  turrets  which  encircle 
the  main  tower  of  the  castle  like  an  army  of  watchfiil  sentinels,  is  truly 
magnificent  and  imposing.  Far  below  at  a  distance,  which  the  eye 
fears  to  measure,  is  the  moat,  once  broad  and  deep,  but  now  filled  with 
the  accumulated  rubbish  of  ages.  From  this  height,  a  besieged  garri- 
son of  women  in  the  feudal  days,  could  have  safely  beheld  the  approach 
of  enemies,  and  with  terrible  effect  rolled  down  stones  upon  the  heads 
of  their  assailants.  On  one  side  rise  the  dusky  summits  of  the  Vosges 
in  grand  and  imposing  succession,  on  the  other  is  seen  the  Rhine, 
winding  quietly  along  its  romantic  banks,  while  for  miles  in  the  distance 
appear  the  small  villages,  the  broad  and  waving  fields,  and  the  castles 
of  olden  time. 

I  have  visited  all  the  localities  of  which  our  own  country  is  so  justly 
proud.  I  have  stood  by  Niagara  and  listened  to  its  perpetual  tfaimder ; 
I  have  visited  the  Notch  in  the  White  Hills,  and  climbed  to  their  snow- 
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wreathed  summitB ;  and  I  have  lingered  for  weeks  among  the  gorgeouB 
scenes  of  the  Northern  lakes  ;  but  never  have  I  witnessed  a  parallel 
in  awful  sublimity  and  grandeur,  to  the  melancholy  isolation  of  Hei- 
delberg. 

I  was  enthusiastically  expressing  my  admiration  of  the  ruins  one 
evening  to  one  of  my  comrades,  as  we  were  walking  slowly  along  the 
banks  of  the  river,  and  was  regretting  that  I  could  form  no  more  cer- 
tain idea  of  the  domestic  life  of  the  rude  warriors  who  once  inhabited 
those  fortified  towers  than  that  which  the  imagination  suggested,  after 
surveying  the  impregnable  bulwarks  with  which  they  surrounded  them- 
selves. 

'  Your  curiosity  can  be  easily  gratified,'  he  replied,  as  he  carelessly 
skipped  a  stone  into  the  water.  *  I  have  a  relative  who  resides  in  as 
wild  and  as  romantic  a  spot  as  Heidelberg,  and  who  stiU  scrupulously 
observes  all  the  customs  which  belong  to  a  baronial  household.  She 
is  a  sister  of  the  Baron  Von  IvenskoiF,  whose  ancestors  can  be  traced 
back  for  countless  ages,  and  whose  loyalty  and  valor  have  only  been 
equalled  by  their  love  for  the  sacred  customs  of  their  fiithers.  Since 
the  death  of  her  brother,  the  baron,  she  has  secluded  herself  within 
the  walls  of  the  castle,  and  in  solitary  independence  maintains  all  the 
state  of  her  ancestors.  I  have  been  intending  to  visit  her,  and  as  I 
know  it  will  afford  you  pleasure,  I  shall  insist  on  your  company.  You 
can  then  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  for  yourself  the  observance  of 
customs  which  have  been  handed  down  from  time  immemorial,  as  well 
as  of  testing  the  accuracy  and  fidelity  of  your  imagination.  You  may 
be  disappointed  in  the  domestic  system,  but  you  will  be  amply  repaid 
for  your  trouble  by  inspecting  the  curiosities  of  the  building  itself; 
while  for  my  part,  I  shall  be  contented  with  the  fruits  of  the  larder  and 
cellar,  for  we  have  not  fared  any  thing  like  what  I  call  sumptuously  since 
we  lefb  Berlin,  and  profuse  hospitality  is  one  of  the  virtues  of  the  whole 
race  of  IvenskofF.' 

I  eagerly  embraced  the  offer,  and  on  the  following  morning  we  pre- 
pared to  depart.  Our  route  lay  toward  the  interior  and  was  agreea- 
bly diversified  with  a  picturesque  union  of  novelty  and  antiquitv.  We 
passed  successively  the  remains  of  a  venerable  monastery,  half  hidden 
among  the  trees  which  surrounded  it  and  the  running  vine  which  clunff 
to  its  falling  walls,  a  lonely  cross  erected  by  the  wayside,  surmounted 
by  a  grim  head-piece,  with  eyes  rolling  upward,  as  if  in  hopeless  sup- 
plication, and  a  solitary  tower,  without  battlements,  moat  or  drawbridge. 
Concerning  each  of  these  my  companion  had  some  strange  and  in- 
teresting legend,  which  served  to  heighten  my  interest  in  the  objects, 
and  to  make  mo  forgetful  of  the  dulness  of  our  equipage. 

Early  on  the  third  morning  after  our  departure  from  Heidelberg  we 
came  in  sight  of  the  residence  of  the  Countess  Von  Ivenskoff.  It  web 
situated  on  a  rising  eminence,  and  commanded  as  fine  a  range  of  pros- 
pect as  can  be  found  in  Germany.  A  view  of  the  exterior  merely  of 
the  castle  itself  was  well  worth  the  journey  I  had  taken.  It  had  an  air 
of  great  antiquity,  but  bore  the  marks,  however,  of  attention  and  re- 
pair. The  portions  of  the  outer  towers  which  had  felt  most  severely 
the  influence  of  the  weather  had  been  carefully  supplied.    A  weather- 
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cock  still  turned  on  the  summit  of  the  wing  toward  the  north,  and  the 
quaint  armorial  devices  in  the  keystones  of  the  arched  windows  still 
protruded  in  bold  relief  from  the  wall.  The  morning  had  been  rather 
warm  and  hazy,  but  now  the  sun  had  begun  to  dispel  the  mist,  casting 
upon  the  peaked  summits  of  the  hoary  turrets,  wnich  rose  far  above 
the  heavy  ramparts,  a  pleasant  and  changing  hue.  As  we  approached 
the  wide  entrance  into  the  court-yard,  now  closed  by  a  ponderous  port- 
cullis, I  thought  that  my  eye  had  never  rested  upon  a  spectacle  more 
pleasing  before.  I  imagined  myself  an  adventurous  knight  in  the  days 
of  chivalry  and  romance  hastening  to  join  the  standard  of  the  baron 
ibr  a  crusade  to  Palestine.  Again  all  the  stories  of  Quixotical  gallan- 
try rose  before  ^e,  and  I  fancied  that  some  gentle  lady,  with  silken 
tresses  and  loving  eyes,  was  languishing  in  one  of  the  dark  chambers 
of  the  castle,  and  was  anxiously  waiting  for  her  deliverance.  Nay, 
I  even  expected  to  behold  a  handkerchief  fluttering  from  the  gloomy 
window  which  faced  me,  and  see  a  tiny  hand  encourage  me  to  her 
rescue. 

We  had  now  gained  the  outer  edge  of  the  moat,  but  no  one  ap- 
proached to  lower  the  drawbridge.  A  sentinel  was  slowly  pacing  the 
wall,  with  his  weapon  brightly  gleaming  on  his  shoulder,  but  ne  seemed 
to  regard  us  with  total  indifference.  We  called  to  him,  but  received 
no  answer.  He  turned  at  the  end  of  his  round,  methodically  walked 
toward  us,  and  then  turned  and  retraced  his  steps. 

*  I  forgot,*  remarked  my  companion  laughingly,  as  he  witnessed  my 
amazement ;  *  we  are  not  now  making  a  social  call  on  Frau  Frederika 
at  Berlin,  but  we  are  in  the  fourteenth  century,  and  are  demanding  ad- 
mittance to  the  stronghold  of  Inslep  Von  Ivenskoff.' 

He  turned  toward  a  post  which  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  moat,  to 
which  was  attached  by  a  brazen  chain  a  horn  of  curious  and  antique 
workmanship,  on  which  was  carved,  in  the  letters  of  three  different 
tongues, '  Blow  the  Horn.'  He  raised  it  to  his  lips  and  blue  a  clear 
and  shrill  blast.  Hardly  had  the  echo  died  away  from  the  long  range 
of  hills  which  stretched  toward  the  northward,  when  a  warder  appeared 
above  the  gateway  and  demanded  our  business  and  our  names.  The 
answer  was  given,  and  in  a  moment  the  pulleys  of  the  bridge  creaked  as 
the  rope  ran  through  them,  and  we  stepped  upon  the  passway.  A 
moment's  delay  occurred,  and  the  heavy  portcullis  slowly  rose.  We 
entered  within  the  walls,  and  beheld  a  row  of  servants  and  men  at 
arms,  headed  by  the  major-domo,  ready  to  receive  us.  The  old  man 
in  particular  paid  to  my  companion  all  the  reverence  which  he  con-' 
ceived  was  due  to  a  relative  oi  the  illustrious  family  which  he  served. 
The  line  of  servants  divided  as  we  passed  between  them,  and  obse- 
quiously welcomed  us  to  the  castle.     But  more  anon. 


JUSTE       MILIEU. 

Truth  's  in  all  creeds,  oar  smooth  eclectics  cry : 
Nay,  truth  is  one,  not  many,  our  reply: 
Gnnd  you  oU  paints,  you  have  a  dirty  white ; 
UnmUed,  the  sun  sends  forth  the  pure  white  light. 
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NIGHT        AT        SEA. 


XT  BR.  szoKaow,  Or  Lovsoy. 


Oh  !  say  not  that  Night  wears  the  gloomiest  hue, 

But  gaze  on  that  fair  sky  and  ocean, 
And  toll  me  if  e'er  was  more  beautiful  blue, 
More  exquisite  tints  to  awaken  in  you 

The  feelings  of  love  and  devotion, 
Which  young  and  ecstatic  beholders  confess 
When  Nature  appears  in  her  tenderest  dress. 


II. 


The  moon  on  the  water  voluptuously  falls ; 

The  foam  round  the  tall  vessel  breaking, 
At  intervals  shoots  forth  its  stars,  and  rec^s 
The  sparkle  of  lamps  in  imperial  halls 

At  a  feast  or  festival  making ; 
Or  the  bright  corruscations  the  fire-fly  flings 
In  splendor  and  light  from  her  radiant  wings. 


III. 


And,  oh,  how  the  glorious  moon  brightens  the  spray 

As  the  breeze  freshens  up  on  the  water ! 
There  is  not  a  bosom  to-morrow  will  say, 
When  the  Day-Star  appears  in  his  flaunting  array, 
That  his  beams  are  more  fair  than  the  daughter 
Of  Night  now  showers  o'er  the  tropical  wave, 
And  the  isles  and  the  islets  their  light  surges  lave. 


IT. 


Even  the  gossamer  clouds  in  tliat  fairest  of  skies 

Lend  a  something  of  beauty  to  soften 
And  sweeten  the  scene ;  for  ^ey  seem  to  the  eyes, 
As  in  flitting  and  beautiful  motion  they  rise, 

like  the  chariots  you  read  of  so  often 
In  Arabic  story  as  wafting  to  Heaven 
The  spirits  of  mortals  whose  sius  are  forgiven. 


T. 


And  the  air  all  around  is  scented  and  sweet 
With  the  sandal  and  cinnamon  blossom : 
And  the  amra  and  almond,  with  odors  replete, 
Give  balm  to  the  breezes  they  joyously  meet, 

And  send  it  o'er  Ocean's  bosom : 
And  oh.  how  delicious  these  breezes  are  now 
To  the  leverish  lip  and  the  burning  brow ! 


LITERARY     NOTICES. 


Eldorado  :  or,  Advkhturks  in  thk  Path  or  Empirk  ;  comprisiiiff  a  Voyage  to  GalifomlBr 
via  Panama ;  Life  in  San  Francisco  and  Monterey ;  Pictures  of  the  Gold  Re|non,  and  Experiences 
of  Mexican  Travel:  ByBATARD  Taylor.  In  two  volumes:  ISmo.  pp.  351,347.  New-York: 
G.  P.  Putnam. 

We  ^ve  a  young  Amerioa  now  coming  forward  *,  a  young  America  very  distinct 
firom,  altogether  different  from,  the  young  America  of  Mr.  Cornelius  Mathews  and 
the  '*  Literary  World ^^  which  gives  ample  promise  of  laying  so  deeply  and  strongly 
the  foundations  of  our  independent  and  really  indigenous  literature,  that  we  no  longer 
despair  of  large  contributions  from  our  country  to  the  standard  books  of  the  world. 
We  propose  here  no  enumeration  of  these  writers,  and  indeed  we  shall  make  no  allu- 
sion now  except  to  a  little  cluster  of  them,  among  which  the  author  of  ^  Eldorado'  is 
conspicuous.  Of  our  younger  poets,  Batard  Taylor,  George  H.  Boker  and 
R.  H.  Stoddard  are  unquestionably  fic^t  in  genius,  and  have  given  the  surest  pledges 
of  great  achievements.  They  are  all  under  thirty ;  all  full  of  energy  and  ambition ; 
and  very  different  from  each  other  in  characteristics.  Boker  is  at  the  head  of  onr 
dramatists ;  Stoddard  the  most  sensuous  and  romantic  of  our  lyrical  poets  ^  and 
Taylor  has  years  ago  given  sonorous  challenge  of  opposition  to  his  taking  place 
among  the  gods  of  song.  Those  who  judge  of  him  by  his  ^  Rhymes  of  Travel'  will 
be  apt  to  do  him  great  injustice.  His  best  poems  are  not  in  that  book,  though  that 
contains  some  fine  imagination  and  delicate  feeling,  and  the  most  vigorous  and  splendid 
rhetoric  that  any  American  has  yet  displayed  in  verse.  But  better  things  than  he  had 
done  when  that  was  printed,  are  his  magnificent  piece  of  word-painting,  *  Kubleh,'  and 
the  delicious  poem  of  '  Ariel  in  the  Cloven  Pine,'  (which  are  in  the  tenth  edition  of 
Griswold's  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,)  and  a  dozen  other  recent  effusions  that  we 
do  not  name  because  we  know  not  where  to  direct  the  reader  to  find  them. 

As  a  prose  writer,  Bayard  Taylor  has  remarkable  freshness  and  vivacity,  toned 
in  feeling  and  expression  by  his  poetical  temper  and  £uicy ;  with  the  qualities  of  strong 
common  sense  and  indefectable  honor,  and  a  naturalness  that  sustains  attention  and 
preserves  the  most  implicit  confidence.  We  may  be  mistaken,  but  we  have  an  im- 
pression that  no  records  of  travel  by  an  American  have  ever  told  as  well  hitherto,  as 
his  *  Views-a-foot,  or  Europe  Seen  with  a  Knapsack.'  This  is  not  exactiy  a  test  of 
merit,  as  the  success  of  certain  books  of  travel  we  now  think  of  shows  very  clearly ;  bii^ 
in  Mr.  Taylor's  case  the  triumph  of  the  author  was  well  deserved,  and  the  continued 
demand  for  the  work  probably  led  to  the  publication  of  the  present  account  of  the 
new  Dorado, 
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Mr.  Taylor  left  his  desk  in  the  Tribune  office  on  the  20th  of  Jnne,  1849,  for 
Chagrcs ;  crossed  the  Isthmus  to  Panama,  arrived  at  San  Francisco,  visited  the  gold 
rivers  and  mines,  was  present  at  the  convention  which  formed  the  California  oonsti- 
tution,  explored  the  forests  and  mountains  of  the  interior,  went  to  Mazatlan,  travelled 
by  land  to  Mexico,  and  returned  to  New- York  by  way  of  Vera  Cruz  and  Mobile, 
having  been  absent  between  eight  and  nine  months  ;  in  which  time  the  extraordinary 
variety  of  his  adventures,  the  freshness  and  diversity  of  the  scenes  and  charaotert 
brought  before  him,  his  keen  insight,  quick  observation,  genial  humor,  and  mifailing 
truth,  enabled  him  to  make  a  book  which  will  become  a  classic  in  the  libraries  of  tra- 
vel, and  which  will  for  centuries  continue  to  be  one  of  the  most  frequently  oonsnlted 
authorities  upon  the  early  history  of  the  Pacific  empire. 

We  can  enter  upon  no  particular  criticism ;  the  brief  ^  argument'  of  the  book  which 
we  have  given  will  be  quite  sufficient  to  those  who  know  the  directness,  elegance  and 
naturalness  of  the  author's  manner  ;  and  we  add  therefore  but  the  &ot  that  the  two 
volumes  are  in  Mr.  Putnam's  best  typography,  and  are  not  a  little  enhanced  in  beauty 
by  Mr.  Taylor's  graphic  illustrations  with  the  pencil. 


HiHTfl  TOWARD  Rbforms  :  in  Lectares,  Addresses,  and  other  Writings.    By  Horacb  Grulbt. 
New-York:  Harpkr  and  Brothkrs. 

• 

This  handsome,  well-printed  volume  consists  mainly  of  lectures  before  popular 
lyceums  and  young  men's  associations,  generally  those  of  the  humbler  dass,  eziiting 
in  country  villages  and  rural  townships.  They  were  prepared  amidst  the  ezactiog 
calls  of  a  laborious  profession,  industriously  followed  ;  yet  notwithstanding  the  una- 
voidable rapidity  of  their  composition,  these  lectures  and  addresses  exhibit  no  marln 
of  haste.  What  Horacb  Grreley  states  to  his  readers  he  states  clearly,  in  good  old 
Saxon  English,  which  can  neither  bo  misunderstood  nor  evaded.  It  is  the  object  of 
the  work  before  us,  in  the  words  of  its  author,  to  set  forth  the  great  truths, '  that  every 
human  being  is  morally  bound,  Ky  a  law  of  our  social  condition,  to  leave  the  wwld 
somewhat  better  for  his  having  lived  in  it ;  that  no  one  able  to  earn  bread  has  any 
moral  right  to  eat  withoul  earning  it ;  that  the  obligation  to  be  industrious  and  iiaefiil 
is  not  invalidated  by  the  possession  of  wealth  nor  by  the  generosity  of  wealthy  rela- 
tives ;  that  useful  doing  in  any  capacity  or  vocation  is  honorable  and  noble,  while  idle- 
ness and  prodigality  in  whatever  station  of  life  are  base  and  contemptible ;  that  every 
one  willing  to  work  has  a  clear  social  and  moral  right  to  opportunity  to  labor  and  to 
secure  the  £sur  recompense  of  such  labor,  which  society  cannot  deny  him  withont 
injustice ;  and  that  these  truths  demand  and  predict  a  comprehensive  social  refinm 
based  upon  and  moulded  by  their  dictates.'  Beside  some  twenty  brief  reform  enaya, 
involving  a  great  variety  of  popular  subjects,  there  are  eleven  elaborate  prodaotiona, 
under  the  following  heads :  *  The  Emancipation  of  Labor ;'  *•  Life,  the  Ideal  and  the  Ac- 
tual ;'  *  The  Formation  of  Character ;'  *•  The  Relations  of  Learning  to  Labor ;' '  Hnman 
Life ;'  'The  Organization  of  Labor  *,'  *  Teachers  and  Teaching ;'  'Labor's  Political  Eoono. 
my ;'  '  Alcoholic  liquors,  their  Nature  and  Effects ;'  and  '  The  Social  Architeota— 
Fourier.'  As  ail  example  of  the  terseness  and  sententiouoieBi  of  Mr.  GrbblbtHi 
style,  take  the  subjoined  passage  from  the,  lecture  on  the  '  Emancipation  of  Labor :' 

*  Umqukstioii ABLT  tho  Emancipation  of  Labor  is  to  be  dfeeted  throngii  cm:  in  ooi^uncUoa  with 
the  mental  and  moral  fanprovement  of  the  Laboring  Class.  8o  fkr,  all  are  of  one  mtnd. '  BatWho- 
ever  argues  thenoe  that  nothing  is  to  be  done,  nor  even  attempted,  in  the  way  of  phyiiealor  drcoa- 
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stantial  melioration,  until  the  Laboring  Glass  shall  have  wrought  out  its  own  thorough  spiritoat 
development  and  moral  renovation,  might  as  well  declare  himself  a  champion  of  the  skive-trade  at 
once.  The  internal  and  external  renovation  are  each  necessary  to  the  completeness  of  the  other. 
Merely  lightening  his  tasks  and  enlarging  his  comforts  will  not  raise  a  grovelling,  sensual,  igno««nt 
boor  to  the  dignity  of  true  manhood ;  but  no  more  can  Just  and  luminous  ideas  of  his  own  nature, 
relations,  duties,  and  destiny,  be  expected  often  to  irradiate  the  mind  of  one  doomed  to  a  life  of  ab- 
ject drudgery,  penury,  and  privation.  *■  Tom,'  said  a  Colonel  on  the  Rio  Grande  to  one  of  his  com- 
mand, ^  how  can  so  brave  and  good  a  soldier  as  you  are  so  demean  himself  as  to  get  drunk  at  every 
opportunity  V  *  Colonel  I'  replied  the  private,  *  how  can  you  expect  all  the  virtues  that  adorn  the 
human  character  for  seven  dollars  a  month  V  The  answer,  however  faulty  in  morals,  involves  a  grave 
truth.  Self-respect  is  the  shield  of  Virtue ;  Comfort  and  Hope  are  the  hostages  we  proffer  the  world 
for  our  good  behavior  in  it ;  take  these  away,  and  Temptation  is  left  without  counteracting  force  or 
influence.  ^  Without  hope  and  without  God  in  the  world,'  says  an  inspired  apostle ;  *  let  not  the 
sequence  or  its  significance  be  forgotten.  Show  me  a  community,  a  clacB,  a  calling,  wherein  poverty, 
discomfort,  and  excessive,  unrewarded  toil  have  come  to  be  regarded  as  an  inexorable  destmy,  and 
I  will  tell  you  that  there  the  laws  of  Goo  and  man  are  sullenly  defied  or  stupidly  disregarded/ 

Here  is  a  pregnant  suggestion  :  ^  The  appearance  of  one  of  our  manu£Eicturing  vil- 
lages, standing  like  some  magical  exhalation  on  a  plat  of  ground  perhaps  familiar  to 
my  boyhood  as  a  waste  of  rock  or  sand,  is  to  me  a  cheering  spectacle,  not  so  much  for 
what  it  actually  is,  as  for  what  it  suggests  and  foreshadows.  I  reflect  by  whose  labor 
and  toil  all  this  aggregation  of  wealth,  this  immense  capacity  of  producing  more  wealth 
have  been  called  into  existence ;  and  I  say,  ^  If  these  rugged  toilers  are  able  to  accom- 
plish so  much  for  others^  why  may  they  not  ultimately  do  even  more  for  themselves  ? 
Why  may  not  they  who  cut  the  timber,  and  burn  the  brick,  and  mix  the  mortar,  and 
shape  the  ponderous  machinery,  ultimately  build  something  like  this  of  their  own?* 
Mr.  Greeley  proceeds  to  sketch  such  a  village  as  he  would  have  it;  and  certainly 
its  advantages  are  abundantly  apparent,  saving  and  excepting  the  '  edifice  intended 
for  the  permanent  home  of  all  its  inhabitants.'  This  we  believe  to  be  an  illusion ;  and 
although  no  wiser  in  our  day  and  generation  than  our  contemporaries,  we  cannot  but 
prophesy,  that  no  attempt  at  such  social  conglomeration  of  all  tastes,  all  tempers,  all 
impulses,  and  all  tendencies,  under  one  roof,  will  ever  be  found  to  succeed.  The  trials 
to  that  end,  hitherto  made  in  this  country,  and  that  on  a  small  scale,  must  surely  be 
admitted  to  have  been  signal  failures.  Even  our  excellent  friends,  the  Shakers,  with 
all  their  self-denying  habits,  divide  into  '  families,'  instead  of  all  living  under  one  roof. 
In  all  that  Mr.  Greeley  says  of  associated  effort  for  the  good  of  a  oonmion  community 
we  fully  concur ;  but  we  would  leave  the  advantages  thus  derived  to  be  enjoyed  in  sepa- 
rate  homes.  God  designed  homes  to  be  many  and  not  one  only.  Even  in  heaven,  where 
there  is  no  variety  of  human  passion  and  infirmity,  there  are  ^  many  mansions'  for  *"  the 
just  made  perfect.'  The  essay  on  ^  Ideal  and  Actual  Life'  is  forcibly  and  felicitously 
written.  We  were  much  impressed  wath  this  admirable  passage,  illustrating  the  com- 
mon discontent  with  the  Actual : 

*Thk  swart  laborer  discerns  the  conditions  of  happiness  onlv  in  the  luxuries  and  dainUee  of  the 
man  of  millions ;  while  Croesus,  though  he  hugs  his  possessions,  finds  them  a  heavy  and  thomv 
burden.  Ease,  the  grand  desideratum,  visits  neither  the  rude  pallet  on  which  the  one  rests  his  tou- 
wom,  aching  limbs,  nor  the  downy  couch  whereon  the  other  nightly  struggles  with  the  twin  demcms 
Dyspepsia  and  Hypochondria,  to  whom  his  sumptuous  fare  ana  exemption  from  phvsical  labor  have 
rendered  him  a  helpless  prey.  *  O  that  1  were  a  man  V  cries  the  impatient  child.  *  then  I  should  no 
more  be  tyrannized  over,  and  treated  as  a  helpless  idiot!  Childhood  is  allowed  no  scope  —  no  re- 
spect ;  its  joys  are  few  and  trifling :  haste,  haste  I  hour  of  my  emancipation !'  ^  O  that  I  were  a  child 
again !'  responds  the  man ;  ^  that  this  load  of  consuming  cares  and  duties  were  lifted  from  my  burn- 
ing, boiling,  half-distracted  brain!  Childhood!  glad  season  of  innocence  and  bliss!  when  simple 
life  was  pleasure,  and  any  casual  grief  was  quickly  chased  from  the  mind^s  dial  by  whole  troops  of 
dancing  joys  !^  The  king  often  looks  on  the  beggar  with  something  akin  to  envy  —  he  would  not 
exchange  conditions,  as  a  whole ;  but  he  would  give  much,  \eTj  much,  to  be  rid,  for  a  few  davs,  of 
his  tiresome,  never-ending  round  of  dull  formalities,  and  absurd,  exacting  ceremonies,  and  unloved 
but  inevitable  associates,  and  harassing  councils,  and  state  dinners  to  be  eaten  with  a  headache  in- 
stead of  an  appetite,  and  turbulent  provinces,  and  unreasonable  yet  tenacious  suitors,  and  murmur* 
ing  ministers  or  allies,  with  death-warrants,  demagogues,  and  a  thousand  shifting  causes  of  life-kNig 
disquiet.  He  would  not  be  a  beggar  —  pride  and  fear  forbid  —  the  beegar  might  do  very  well  as  a 
king,  while  the  king  would  starve  as  a  beggar  —  but,  oh,  what  would  he  not  give  for  a  week's  free 
roving  through  forest  and  heather,  plucking  the  fhiits  firesh  and  Juicy  from  the  branches,  instead  of 
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having  them  handed  him,  (load  and  tastelesft.  in  golden  vesselB  borne  by  supple  slaTee.  Food  tbej 
may  still  be,  but  that  tho  palled  appetite  rejoctM ;  fhiits  they  cearad  to  be  when  God^r  bIct  do  kmmr 
bent  unobstructcdiy  above  them,  and  the  ripple  of  the  brook  and  sighing  of  the  winds  through  the 
branches  blent  no  loncrer  with  the  blithe  carol  of  the  birds  all  around.  Not  even  for  a  king  will  !»• 
ture  be  defrauded ;  and  the  truant  boy,  who,  by  long  watching,  has  foimd  the  goldfinch's  nest,  41*11 
vainly  consent  to  soil  his  prize  to  another.  Tho  nest  and  its  twittering  tenants  may  be  carried  to  my 
ladyV  window  and  made  fast  there,  but  that  which  made  their  charm  remains  with  tho  wood  and  itf 
urchin  ranger.' 

In  tho  opening  of  the  lecture  on  *  Human  Life'  there  is  a  bird-B-eyo  view  of  such 
scope  and  breadth,  that  wc  cannot  resist  tho  inclination  to  quote  it : 

*To  the  piercing  gaze  of  an  unfettered  spirit  unmindful  of  space,  which  should  scan  it  from  the 
central  orb  of  our  system,  this  fair  globe  must  afford  a  i^pectacle  of  btrangc  magnificence  and  benilgr. 
Rolling  on.  ever  on,  in  her  appointed  round,  the  earth  nmst  present  new  scenes  of  interest  and  gran- 
deur with  ever}-  hour  of  her  revolving  protpess :  now  tho  swarming  vales  of  China  and  Japan,  the 
sultry  plains  of  India,  with  its  tiger-hamiteu  jungles,  relieved  by  the  gaunt,  bleak  piles  of  the  Him- 
malehts  piercing  the  very  ckius  with  their  pinnacles  of  eternal  rock  and  ice :  tli^n  appear  the  move 
alluring  and  variegated  gladen  of  Southern  and  Middle  Europe,  and  with  them  the  scorched  sid 
glowing  deserts  of  Africa,  shining  in  silvery  worthlossness  and  arid  desolation.  The  broad  green 
belt  of  the  billowv  Atlantic  now  unfolds  it^tolf,  and  then  i^pears  the  deeper  green  of  this  immeimi 
luxuriant  forest,  America,  with  the  achievements  of  three  centuries  of  advancing,  straggling  dvHI- 
zation,  barely  sufllcing  to  dot  irregularly  its  ea.«tem  border,  and  hardly  equalling  in  ext^it  thoee  pnirie 
oiH^nini^  in  its  centre  which  Kature,  or  rather  the  Red  Man's  aimiial  contlagration,  hae  saflloed 
through  many  ages  to  hollow  out  by  imperceptible  gradations.  From  amid  the  ul-embFadng  foliage 
shine  forth  with  steady  radiance,  with  deep  M<renity,  the  mirror-like  surfaces  of  the  Great  LalDBt: 
the  last  surpassing  in  size,  profundity,  and  beauty ;  the  slender  threads  of  the  Father  of  Waters  and 
his  far-stretching  tributaries  are  seen  disparting  vales  whose  exuberant  fertility  has  known  no  per 
rallel  Ancio  Eden ;  while  farther  on,  the  tremcndoui^  chains  of  the  Andes,  the  Rocky  Mountainai,  heave 
up  their  scathed  and  rutnred  sides  through  the  surrounding  seas  of  verdure,  as  if  in  grim  and  bau^tj 
defiance  to  the  utmost  fiiry  of  the  lightning  and  the  hurricane,  or  in  scomAil  exultation  ov^  the 
crouching  world  at  their  Uh^X,  Soon  the  broad,  placid  surface  of  the  vast,  unvexed  Padfle  picaeuta 
itself,  sprinkled  with  isles  of  deepe-st  emerald  wliere  flowers  {lerennial  bloom.  And  still  the  earth 
rolls  on,  and  every  hour  shall  bring  to  view  fl-esli  marvels  to  awaken  the  soul  to  a  oonacionsneai  (tf 
the  Infinite,  to  dei>pen  the  fervor  of  piety,  and  exalt  the  glory  of  the  Grkat  Suprkmb. 

^  Yet,  beyond  doubt,  tlie  central  figure  of  tliis  vast  wonder-work  of  creation,  around  which  all  other 
entities  una  si>eming!<  cIui^ter  and  revolve,  is  Man.  lie  is  the  presiding  genius :  the  lord  of  the  heri- 
tage. It  is  his  presence  which  gives  siguificanre  and  interest  to  tho  landscape,  which  eleratea  fsr- 
tiliiy  and  beauty  above  barrenness  and  decriy.  Not  in  laughing  mends  nor  ri)>pling  streamlehi,  not 
in  brood  blue  lakes  nor  fuaming  cataracts ;  not  oven  in  these  vast,  eternal  forests,  with  their  eaven^ 
ous  depths,  their  waving,  swelling  expanse  of  surface,  their  changing  garniture,  so  green,  and  now 
so  golden ;  not  in  tl)e<>c,  in  any  or  all  of  them,  does  the  soul  of  Nature  find  utterance.  On  no  wild 
mountain-crag  or  lone  savannah  would  the  spirit-gaze  dwell  with  clinging  earnestness.  But  on  the 
»ccnos  of  Myn's  earliest,  sternest,  most  momentous  cxinflicis  with  nature,  with  destiny^  cm*  with  hla 
own  blinding,  blasting  evil  passions ;  on  the  narrow  defile  where  the  Spartan  handftdl  withstood  the 
gatliered  might  of  a  coutinent ;  the  battlo-fleld  where  a  world  was  lost  and  won ;  on  the  widowed 
solitude  wherein  Rome  broods  disconsolate  over  the  fading  wreck  of  her  grandeur  and  her  powwy 
or  the  wintry  desolation  wherein  gray-haired  Jerusalem  crouches  amid  the  ruins  oT  her  oooe  im- 
])regnable  tow(«rs  and  peerless  temples ;  the  ashes  of  her  self-abasement  trampled  iuto  her  fUrrowed 
brow  by  the  iron  heel  of  sixty  generations  of  tyrants.  Through  all  circumstances,  all  eTenta,Uili 
truth  presents  itself,  that  Man's  being  is  the  essential  fact,  his  spirit  the  imparted  vitality  of  the 
world.' 

Wo  call  this  very  spirited  English,  and  so  wc  think  will  our  readers.  The  lecturer 
pocs  on  to  depict  the  mastery  of  man  over  nature,  to  consider  him  as  an  *  Internal 
Man ;'  the  clouds  and  shadows  which  envelope  him,  the  sins  which  *  mc»t  easily  beset 
hiin,^  and  the  spiritual  life  by  which  he  vindicates  his  GoD-descendcd  soul  j  oloeing 
with  these  noble  sentences :  *  Happy  beyond  tho  power  of  evil  destiny  shall  he  be  whoee 
whole  life  flows  on  in  one  calm,  full  current  of  active  goodness  ;  of  imecasing  benevo- 
lence to  Man,  of  unbounded  reliance  on  God.  Looking  back  in  the  evening  of  Ui 
days  through  tho  dissolving  mists  of  the  past,  ho  shall  discern  in  every  trial,  Diaoi- 
pline  ;  in  every  sorrow,  the  salutary  chastening  of  a  Divine  beneficence.  And  when 
the  bowed  frame  and  feeble  limbs  shall  admonish  him  of  failing  power  to  exconte  the 
dictates  of  a  still  loving  heart,  he  shall  need  no  farther  witness  of  the  benignity  of  that 
dispensation  which  Sin  recoils  from  as  Death,  but,  pillowed  on  that  blessed  Book, 
whose  promises  have  lighted  the  dim  pathway  to  millions,  shall  sleep  to  be  awakened 
in  Heaven.'  And  with  this  must  wo  close  our  imperfect  review,  leaving  nnnotioed 
many  of  tho  noteworthy  themes  treated  of  in  the  book,  but  commending  them,  and 
the  volume  which  contains  them,  to  the  deliberate  attention  of  onr  rcaden. 
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OuTLiNKs  AND  SketchkS)  BY  Washinoton  Allston.    BoetoD :  Stkphkn  H.  Psrkims. 

Allstok's  Lecturks  on  Art  and*  Pokms.    Edited  by  Richard  H.  Paha,  Jr.    New-Tork: 
Baker  and  Scribnrr. 

These  recent  publications  will  do  more  to  popularize  the  fame  of  Allston  than 
all  his  pictures,  many  of  the  best  of  which  are  in  England,  and  there  being  of  those 
in  this  country  but  one  or  two  accessible  in  public  galleries.  They  will  also  lend  an 
impulse  to  our  American  art,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say,  to  Art  every  where,  even 
on  its  native  Italian  soil. 

The  outlines  and  sketches  are  some  of  those  found  in  the  artist's  studio  after  his 
death.  They  were  not  intended  to  bo  published,  but  were  designs  which  he  had  aban- 
doned or  contemplated  finishing  and  was  prevented  by  declining  health  and  his  long 
labor  on  his  ^  Belshazzar.'  Some  are  from  sketches  in  umber  ^  others  are  from  has- 
tily-drawn outlines  in  chalk  never  carried  ferther.  They  are  published  engraved  on 
twenty  plates,  mostly  largo  folio.  When  it  was  found  necessary  to  reduce  them,  the 
Daguerreotype  was  employed,  which  is,  we  believe,  the  first  application  of  that  much- 
abused  instrument  for  such  a  purpose,  and  of  course  renders  them  very  accurate ;  the 
engraving  being  made  directly  upon  the  plate,  covered  with  the  silver  which  retuned 
the  image. 

Most  of  them  are  figures  of  angels  from  *  Gabriel  setting  the  Watch,'  an  unfiniahed 
work, '  Jacob's  Dream,'  and  *  Uriel  in  the  Suit;'  paintings  purchased  abroad.  These 
exhibit  a  wonderful  mastery  of  form,  both  in  the  use  of  it  to  express  correct  drawing, 
elegance  and  grace,  and  also  the  loftiest  sentiment  Allston's  angels  are  certainly 
the  most  angelic  that  ever  the  mind's  eye  beheld  ;  the  only  ones  that  fully  embody 
the  Miltonic  idea.  Beside  these,  are  some  exquisitely  graceful  fairy  scenes,  of  which 
*  TiTANiA  and  her  Court'  is  a  perfect  study  of  lines  of  beauty ;  *  Dido  and  Anna, 
a  beautiful  sketch ;  ^  Hbliodorus,'  ^  Girl  in  male  Attire,'  ^  Ship  in  a  Squall,'  (a  sketch 
in  white  chalk  on  dark  canvass,)  *  Prodigal  Son,'  and  last, but  not  least,  *  Prometheus,' 
a  drawing  which  shows  its  author  no  less  true  in  his  conccptio|i8  of  gloom  and  despair 
than  in  his  visions  of  beauty  and  sublimity. 

The  originals  from  which  these  engravings  have  been  made  are  deposited  in  the 
Boston  Athenaeum,  upon  an  agreement  with  that  institution  that  they  shall  always  be 
open  for  the  use  of  artists  under  suitable  regulations.  They  form  a  splendid  legacgr 
to  Art  from  one  of  her  most  devoted  and  most  favored  worshippers. 

But  their  value  is  not  to  be  ranked  with  that  of  the  Lectures.  These  are  four  in 
number,  profound  and  elaborate  essays,  written  in  the  closest  and  most  careful  manner, 
and  designed  to  lead  to  a  new  philosophy  of  Art.  They  begin  with  a  prelbninary 
note,  upon  the  definitions  in  which  the  system  they  develope  chiefly  hinges,  and  which 
forms  a  sort  of  key  to  the  whole.  But  this  key  unfortunately,  in  our  days  of  super- 
ficial thinking,  is  about  as  easy  to  handle  as  it  would"be  to  wear  the  helmet  m  the  Cas- 
tle of  Otranto.  We  shall  not  attempt  in  a  brief  notice  to  explain  the  mysteiy  of  its 
management.  But  we  may  say,  that  from  an  observed  experience,  we  can  encourage 
those  who  will  persevere,  with  the  hope  that  the  task  is  not  utterly  impracticable. 
And  to  those  who  will  follow  the  author  through  the  I^ectures,  we  can  assuredly  pro- 
mise as  rich  an  intellectual  repast  as  any  to  which  they  ever  sat  down,  independent  of 
the  acquirement  of  a  theory  of  Art  which  is  the  clearest,  most  comprehensive  and 
comes  to  the  mind  with  the  most  irresistible  force  of  truth,  of  any  that  we  ever  read. 
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When  these  lectures  shall  have  had  time  to  spread  among  artists  and  BcholarB,a]id 
receive  the  study,  without  which  it  is  impossible  to  have  an  honest  opinion  respeoting 
them,  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  they  will  be  regarded  as  the  foundation  of  a  new  Phi- 
losophy of  Art ;  they  will  be  to  Painting,  and  indeed  to  all  the  Fine  Arti,  what  the 
critique  of  Allston'b  friend  Coleridge  upon  Wordsworth  has  been  to  Poetry. 
And  the  reader  who  will  not  be  deterred  from  the  study  of  them  by  a  little  apparently 
metaphysical  subtlety  of  argument,  will  find  them  no  less  beautiful  as  specimens  of 
elegant  literature  than  as  works  of  laborious  thinking.  Their  value  to  art  is  ineati- 
mable. 


Lkcturks  bkfork  the  HcNTiNGTON  LiBRART  A880ciA.Tioir.    Bj  Rov.  F.  W.  Bhrltoii,  WxMum 
of  St.  JoHN^d  Church,  Huntington,  Long-Island. 

Whatever  appears  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Shelton  will  be  found  to  poaaeM  two 
marked  characteristics — directness  and  clearness.  lie  does  not  overlay  his  subject 
with  words,  until  what  he  means  to  say  is  smothered,  but  he  conveys  his  thoughts  at 
once  to  his  reader's  mind,  in  language  singularly  forcible  and  felicitous.  We  have 
already  alluded  to  the  first  of  the  lectures  before  us,  *  The  Gold  Mania,''  and  quoted 
an  admirable  and  characteristic  passage  from  its  pages,  descriptive  of  a  miser,  his 
habitation,  and  its  surroundings.  It  is  a  very  able  lecture,  and  will  well  repay  pern* 
sal.  The  second,  on  ^  The  Use  and  Abtise  of  Reason,^  is  of  a  higher  logical  order, 
and  the  subject  is  treated  with  marked  power.  We  give  the  concluding  paragraphs 
of  this  eloquent  lecture : 

'  In  religiun  Reason  goe?  beyond  her  province,  in  a  disposition  to  analyze  simple  things,  to  dsAne 
and  sabdivido  too  narrowly,  and  to  mar  u  grand  truth  by  attempting  to  explain  the  method.  In 
natural  things  we  may  carry  this  far ;  but  in  spiritual  things  the  thoughts  of  (ton  are  too  deep  fbr  oi. 
Men  arc  apt  to  split  up  clcmonis  into  manv  iMtrls,  and  enter  into  curious  disquisitions  apoD  endit 
until  the  grand  whole  is  entirely  dissipated  and  is  seen  no  more.  After  they  have  pulled  the  troQi 
topieces  th^  are  unable  to  put  it  together,  and  it  is  forever  lost  to  their  own  souls.  Instead  of  taking 
the  simple  Faith  as  it  is  legitimately  received,  consisting  of  few  elements,  and  those  entirelT  oonso- 
nant  with  the  nature  of  man,  some  one  will  sit  down  to  embodv  the  whole  system  of  Goo,  asniaowB 
intellect  deduces  it,  to  show  tlie  right  adaptation  of  all  that  multitude  of  parts  into  which  lie  n^t«it 
Wore  we  not  treading  on  forbidden  ground  upon  an  occasion  like  this,  wo  might  illustrate  wnst  we 
mean  by  this  hairsplitting.  It  is  enough  to  assert  the  folly  of  it,  and  that  no  good  can  oome  of  It. 
It  has  given  rise  to  odium,  rancor  and  malevolence  in  all  ages.  It  has  taken  fire  and  fliggot  to  pn^ 
mote  the  peaceful  religion  of  Christ.  It  is  futile  for  this  reason.  In  the  cold  region  of  pure  nuuhe- 
matics  truth  is  dear  and  crystal.  You  might  as  well  attempt  to  denv  that  the  sun  shines  in  tlie 
heavens  a^  to  dispute  its  steps  or  to  deny  its  conclusions;  for  the  son  in  the  heavens  bean  witnesi 
to  them  when  it  pours  down  all  its  light  to  confirm  them ;  it  boors  witness  to  them  wlien  it  is  eclipsed 
in  gloom  to  confirm  them.  Here  the  symbol  corresponds  accurately  with  the  thing  represented.  Bat 
in  metaph}-sics  the  case  is  diflbrent ;  for  a  straight  line  may  be  defined,  but  an  abstract  idea  Is  vary 
subtle  and  hard  to  be  limited  bv  defluition,  and  a  thousand  men  see  it  with  a  thousemd  eyes ;  and  as 
the  same  letters,  seen  fk'om  different  positions,  are  often  ingeniously  made  to  speQ  difluent  wordSi 
so  the  idea  is  taken  bv  each  from  tlie  point  ^here  he  views  it  The  eyes  of  both  parties  take  in  the 
same  substance,  but  they  are  not  intelligible  to  each  other,  and  hence  a  battle  of  words  whldi  is 
everlasting.  It  is  hard  to  take  hold  of  that  which  has  no  outward  rign  or  representative.  Luiffaage 
adopts  this  hint  in  the  philosophv  of  construction.  Every  language  is  filled  with  metaphor  drawn 
firom  tangible  objects.  It  is  found  in  nearly  every  word,  making  speech  picturesque  and  intrtligiUe. 
The  common  idiom  is  simple,  and  common  thoughts  are  almost  ptdnttxl,  it  is  so  dear  and  evklenL 
But  among  metaphvsicians,  in  spite  of  preconcerted  terms  and  definitions  and  the  nomendatura  of 
science,  they  are  at  loggerheads  upon  every  question,  and  not  one  of  them  exactly  undcntiiMlB  the 
other,  yet  it  is  probable  that  thev  think  the  same.  Upon  indifferent  qutntions  of  morals  the  diBa» 
sion  may  be  harmless,  nay  usefUI  as  a  sharpener  of  intellect  and  for  the  attrition  of  minds ;  hot  when 
it  comes  to  the  all-important  subjects  on  which  human  destiny  depends,  upon  which  gromids  the 
strongest  of  relations  are  knit  together  or  sundered,  it  is  a  misfortune  and  a  curse.  Iiie  Intelleet 
sins,  and  the  inteUcct  must  abide  punishment 

^The  melancholy  lesson  to  be  derivi>d  ttom  the  subject  is,  that  the  Reason,  the  noble  fhenlty  whidi 
distinguishes  man  fVom  the  beasts  which  perish ;  which  elevates  him  toward  God  ;  which  is  cspiiUe 
of  such  sublime  achievements ;  which  makes  him  a  partaker  of  such  pure  enjoyments ;  whldi  Is 
adi4)ted  for  such  indefinite  improvement  and  may  go  on  to  grapple  with  more  and  more  during  an 
Immortal  existence,  is  itself  lUlen  and  corrupt  with  his  whole  nature.  Being  throned  in  the  nund, 
it  may  not,  except  hi  subjection  to  Faith,  cast  its  light  of  glory  over  the  heart  It  is  not  of  itwlf 
lervmtive  of  his  nature;  for  in  the  flFst  place  acute  ss  it  is,  it  never  could  have  originated  or 
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ceived  the  simplest  truths  which  were  revealed  for  our  guidance  from  the  divine  mind.  Though  it 
mav  travel  to  the  stars  and  measure  accurately  the  orbits  of  the  planets,  it  never  would  have  pro- 
mulgated this  saying :  *  Love  your  enemies,  ^o  good  to  them  that  hate  you,  and  pray  for  them  that 
despitefully  use  you.' 

*  In  the  next  place  it  never  would  have  enabled  man  to  carry  out  such  a  precept,  for  as  we  have 
seen,  by  reason  of  his  fallen  nature,  he  refuses  ro  apply  it  to  such  topics.  He  soars  with  it  to  the  visi- 
ble firmament,  but  it  does  not  conduct  him  to  the  nigher  heavens,  where  all  purity  dwells.  This  is 
proved  by  the  history  of  the  most  refined  nations.  Look  at  them  in  the  transcendent  glory  to  which 
they  have  been  carried  by  arts  and  arms ;  when  the  poets  had  wrought  out  the  most  sublime  crea- 
tions, models  of  purity  and  elegance  for  all  time ;  when  the  painter  and  the  sculptor  have  executed 
the  master-pieces  of  art ;  when  architecture  has  builded  up  her  monuments  or  beauty  which  still 
live  enshrined  in  the  balmy  air  of  Italy  or  Greece.  But  vice  flourished  at  the  same  time  in  the  most 
ingenious  forms  and  lowest  degradation ;  and  at  last  under  its  baleftd  influence,  national  glonr  be- 
came a  wreck  and  all  but  their  memory  has  passed  away.  Look  at  individuals.  In  the  miost  of 
their  bright  acluevementa  and  endowments,  they  have  fallen  like  stars  from  heaven,  leaving  only  a 
bright  light  in  their  train,  which  was  soon  quenched  in  darkness.' 

A  few  copies  of  the  pamphlet  containing  the  two  lectures,  to  which  we  have  scarcely 
awarded  that  meed  of  praise  which  they  deserve,  may  be  foimd  at  the  publication  of- 
fice of  the  Knickerbocker. 


Dkck  and  Port:  or  Incidents  of  a  Cruise  in  the  United  States'  Frigate  *  Congress'  to  California. 
By  Rev.  Walter  CoLToif,  U.  S.  N.  1  voL  l^no.  pp.  406.  New-York:  A.  S.  Barkkb  and 
Company,  51  John-street. 

The  Rev.  Walter  Colton,  the  recent  Alcalde  of  Monterey,  through  whose  let- 
ters from  the  Pacific  coast,  published  in  our  leading  journals,  we  had  the  first  distinct 
glimpses  of  the  marvellous  riches  of  the  new  Ophir,  was  long  ago  known  to  our 
readers  as  one  of  the  pleasantest  and  liveliest  contributors  to  the  Knickerbocker,  and 
as  one  of  the  most  delightful  of  our  American  authors,  in  a  certain  vein  of  ethnolo- 
gical and  scenic  observation,  for  which  twenty  years,  more  or  less,  of  continued  ser- 
vice in  the  navy,  in  the  seas  of  various  countries,  had  given  him  ample  opportunities. 
His  previous  works, '  Ship  and  Shore,'  *  Constantinople  and  Athens,'  etc.,  were  no- 
ticed with  just  encomiums  in  these  pages  upon  their  appearance*,  and  we  see  in  the 
present  performance  the  same  fine  qualities  for  which  they  were  distinguished,  with 
some  additional  attractions,  from  the  fresher  interest  of  the  scenes  visited,  which  in- 
clude Rio  Janeiro,  Valparaiso,  Lima,  Honolulu  and  San  Francisco.  The  work  is  in 
the  form  of  a  diary,  <ind  it  abounds  with  lively  description,  refined  sentiment,  and 
just  discrimination.  We  have  little  room  for  extracts,  but  cannot  resist  the  temptation 
to  offer  our  readers  a  single  specimen  of  Mr.  Colton's  quality,  from  the  journal  at 
sea: 

*  A  LONG  line  was  floated  astern  this  morning,  with  hook  and  bait,  for  an  albatross.  Several  of 
these  noble  birds  were  sailing  in  our  wake.  One  of  them  took  the  hook ;  and  as  he  was  drawn 
slowly  toward  the  ship,  his  female  compamon  followed  close  at  his  side.  When  lifted  in,  she  looked 
up  with  an  expression  of  anxiety  and  bereavement  that  would  not  dishonor  the  wife  of  his  captor 
in  a  reverse  of  circumstances.  We  found  in  his  shape  some  resemblance  to  the  wild  goose,  but 
much  larger  in  head  and  bodv,  and  with  a  longer  wing.  The  hook  had  not  injured  him  ;  and  though 
his  wings  (which  measured  twelve  feet  between  their  tips)  were  pinioned,  he  walked  the  deck  with  * 
a  proud,  defiant  air ;  his  large  eye  flashed  with  indignation  and  menace.  His  beak  was  armed  with 
a  strong  hook,  like  that  of  the  falcon ;  his  plumage  was  white  as  the  driven  snow,  and  the  down  on 
his  neck  soft  as  moonlight  melting  over  the  verge  of  an  evening  cloud.  He  was  captured  by  one  of 
our  passengers,  who  now  proposed  to  kill  him  for  the  sake  of  his  wings.  But  the  sailors,  who 
always  associate  something  sacred  with  this  bird,  interfered ;  they  predicted  nothing  but  head-winds, 
storms  and  misfortunes,  if  he  should  be  killed ;  and  unlocking  his  wings,  gave  him  a  to«  over  the 
ship's  side  into  his  own  wild  element.  His  consort,  who  had  followed  the  ship  ckiselv  during  his 
captivity,  received  him  with  outsti-etched  wings;  she  sailed  around  him  as  he  lighted,  and  in  her 
caressing  joy  threw  her  soft  neck  over  this  wing  and  now  over  that.  In  a  few  momnnts  they  w«pe 
cradled  side  by  side,  and  he  was  telling  her,  I  doubt  not,  of  the  savage  beings  he  had  been  among, 
and  of  his  narrow  escape.' 

This  volume  is  to  be  followed  immediately  by  *  Three  Years  in  California,'  which 
will  be  anxiously  awaited  by  Mr.  Colton's  many  friends  and  admirers. 
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'  The  Morning  Watch,  a  Narrative,'  is  the  title  of  a  highly  spirited  and  imagi- 
native  poem,  just  issued,  in  beautiful  style,  from  the  press  of  Putnam,  Number 
one  hundred  and  seventy-five  Broadway.  It  is  dedicated '  To  the  Memory  of  One  v>h» 
liveth  the  Life  Immortal  in  that  Beautiful  Country  where  is  no  Night  on  JLamd 
or  SeaJ*  It  is  replete  with  beauties,  as  we  shall  take  occasion  to  demonstrate  in  the 
course  of  this  article ;  and  although  there  are  a  few  passages  which  may  at  first  seem 
somewhat  obscure  to  the  merely  casual  reader,  yet  a  second  perusal,  with  the  anthof 's 
purpose  and  aim  in  view,  will  make  all  clear.  We  cannot  better  indicate  the  charac- 
ter and  scope  of  the  poem  than  by  presenting  the  author *s  ^  Outline  of  the  NarratiTe/ 
which  was  originally  intended  to  have  been  embraced  in  side-notes,  like  those  which 
illustrate  Coleridge's  '  Antient  Mariner :' 

•PART    THE    FIRST. 
I. 

*Thk  scene  is  in  a  tropic  land,  upon  a  high  bluff  overlooking  the  sea. 
*The  coming  of  Night  is  announced. 

*-  And  a  traveller  fh)m  a  distant  country  asks  if  the  night  be  very  fair. 

*The  voice  rcplieit  that  the  night  cornea  silently,  and  that  a  small  white  cloud  is  seen  in  the  oflng, 
with  which  the' lightning  is  at  play. 
<  Also  that  the  night  doth  foreshadow  to  the  guilty  a  long  night  of  terror  and  dismay. 

*  But  to  some  it  promiseth  a  beautiful  morning,  in  a  land  where  is  no  care  or  wearine«y  or  aaj 
sorrow;  for  it  is  the  Infinite  Gon  who  niioth  both  day  and  night. 

*Then  the  Traveller  replies  that  this  is  doubtless  that  country  to  which  ho  is  Journeying. 
*But  moved  thereto  by  a  sudden  aiid  mysterious  impnlae,  he  colls  upon  God  to  stay  the  idgbL 

*  But  the  night  travels  on. 

^Then  the  traveller  comforteth  himself  that  the  stars— and  the  gentle  wfhdf  which  now,  afber  Ihe 
first  chUl  of  the  evening,  is  warm  and  pleanant  again  —  will  go  with  him  ou  his  long  joranisy. 

*But  suddenly  his  limbs  fail  him,  and  he,  perforce,  must  tarry  there  for  the  ni^t.  And  as  the 
spirit  of  prophecy  doth  sometimes  come  to  those  who  are  alx)ut  to  depart  hence,  bo  now  it  seemelh 
to  him  hiri  hour  is  approaching. 

*•  Pointing  to  the  stars,  he  showeth  the  stranger  how  securely  we  sail  among  them,  for  Gov  keepeUi 
thorn,  each  in  his  allotted  place,  so  that  no  harm  cometh  to  any. 

*  But,  nevertheless,  there  is  pain,  and  weariness,  and  infinite  distress  under  these  beanUtal  sktes* 
as  do  know  oven  the  brute  things  of  the  earth. 

^Then  the  traveller  propotseth  to  the  stranger  that  he  will  recount  to  him  the  history  of  his  life. 

IX. 

*  Hk  begins  with  a  description  of  his  native  coimtry  and  his  early  home  — a  pleasant  land. 

*>  And  the  dwellers  therem  lived  happily,  wondering  much  and  cheerfully  how  all  things  wen  so 
fair  and  goo(L 

^Then  came  a  messenger  to  them,  saying  that  all  this  visible  worid  is  not  eternal,  but  was  created 
in  old  time  by  One  vho  still  careth  for  it,  and  giveth  it  constantly  life  and  motion. 

^Then  t>ehold  appeared  upon  all  things  a  beauty  and  glory  greater  than  all  other  before«  and  they 
became  a  language  which  told  them  constiuitly  of  that  Great  Bkino.  So  that  in  all  time  they 
seemed  to  be  walking  in  l\u  vreaence—ihQ  presence  of  the  Most  High  —  the  WoMLiRrvi*— (M 
Almiohtv  —  fA«  Amcibxt  op  Davs. 

*  And  the  morning  and  the  evening  seemed  like  the  going  and  coming  of  Hu  angels. 
'  A  mother  prayeth  for  her  child. 

*  And  often  at  even-tide  she  sing;*  a  song  of  a  bejiutiAil  country,  far  away,  where  is  no  night. 

*  But  as  the  knowledge  of  evil  tempts  one  to  know  and  t)e  fiuuiliar  with'it,  so  now,  otlier  agmdeSf 
evil  agencies — were  about  him,  for  whom  that  daily  prayer  was  offered,  meeting  him  in  dl  things 
and  in  all  places. 

*  Veiling  their  own  wretchedness  and  wo,  they  put  on  the  guise  of  sadness  and  a  touching  melan- 
choly, alternating  with  an  unnatural  life  and  vivacity ;  and  at  last  they  lead  him  away. 


Editar^s   TaUe.  641 


*Bat  before  he  leftves  the  boondariee  of  his  home,  he  paosea  for  ooe  last  look,  and  behold,  one 
looking  like  an  angel  is  kneeling  on  the  margin  of  the  sea,  motionless  and  epeechleaa,  looking  calmly 
up  into  the  blue  heavens.  But,  as  one  gone  mad,  he  tarns  suddenly,  and  the  world  and  the  dark 
Dight  receive  him  to  their  arms. 

ztz. 

'  The  traveller  enters  the  world  of  action  and  trial — the  crowded  ttreela  where  the  living  and  the 
dead  pass  silently,  and  no  one  saith,  ^Good  Morrow,*  or  *  How  is  it  with  thee?*  for  the  dead,  ob- 
serve, are  of  no  account. 

^He  descanta  upon  the  evils  of  the  world,  and  hath  a  vision  of  a  great  battle  on  the  plains  of 
Hungary. 

^The  traveller  apostrophizes  the  worid,  likening  it  to  the  ancient  Nineveh,  which  Ueth  all  mute 
and  still  under  the  sands  of  the  desert. 

*  And  above  this  great  city,  now  under  the  sands,  other  generations  come  up  and  build  their  tombs, 
and  lay  them  down  to  their  last  sleep ;  and  again  the  sands  drift  about  the  walls,  and  while  the  blue 
tieavcn  arches  above  them,  they  all  slumber  on  togeth^. 

*-  But  the  time  shall  come  when  this  great  city  and  the  great  world  itself  shall  stand  in  the  presence 
of  Ute  Most  Hioh  ;  and  as  tho  beautiful  paintings  in  buried  Nineveh  do  fade  at  the  first  touch  of 
the  llcht  and  the  air,  so  at  the  breath  of  God  the  glory  ot  this  workl  pasaeth  away,  and  is  seen  no 
more. 

*  The  traveller  returns  to  the  account  of  his  life,  which  now  had  become  evil  continually.  Living 
therefore,  not  in  unison  and  harmoiiy  with  nature,  all  the  visible  world  gradually  changed  to  him 
and  became,  as  it  were,  dark  and  thr^tening. 

IV. 

*0]«  a  bright  morning  in  the  autumn-tiroc,  the  traveller  goeth  into  the  fields,  seeking  a  holiday, 
and  there  appear  to  him  vlsionf*  of  his  better  days. 

*  Old  faces  come  crowding  about  him,  old  songs  are  simg  again,  old  prayers  are  uttered,  half  im- 
consciously,  until  he  hears  some  one  say  *  A  men.' 

^  And  walking  down  the  lawn,  with  the  mountain-brook  whidt  discourscth  incessantly  with  him, 
he  enters  an  ancient  wood ;  and  nowhere  does  he  find  the  dl^iu'bing  elements  which  make  up  tho 
strife  and  contest  of  the  great  world,  but  all  is  calmness  and  selPpossession,  and  a  speaking,  or  rilent 
joy. 

*■  He  considerelh  the  beauty  of  the  tree :  which  having  no  thought  to  do  other  than  the  will  of 
(vOD,  silently  executes  it ;  and  for  the  beautiful  light  and  tho  showers,  and  the  night  dew  and  the 
pleasant  air,  it  returns  all  which  it  hath,  and  which  they  have  made  —  its  flowers  and  fhiit.  This  is 
the  thanksgiving. 

*  Again  appeareth  to  the  traveller  other  visions:  and  pictures  of  his  past  life,  with  a  sad  music, 
pass  before  him.  He  rcflecLs  that  these  pictures,  though  faded,  will  one  day  be  revived  and  their 
color  made  permanent ;  and  he  discovers  how  discordant  is  all  that  life  with  the  beauty  and  har- 
mony of  the  external  world. 

*"  And  be  returns  to  his  home  in  the  mountain  valley. 

*-  But  his  home  was  desolate :  the  mother''s  prayer  had  been  answered. 

*-  As  a  year  before  he  had  looked  down  upon  that  country,  almost  in  madness  in  the  sight,  so  now 
u>peared  to  him  again,  but  in  vision  only,  the  robes  of  white,  the  pale  lips,  the  folded  hands,  and 
the  up.raised  eyes,  looking  into  the  still  heaven. 

*  Then  a  great  sadness  fails  upon  him. 

*  He  Heth  by  the  sea-side,  and  in  sleep  seeth  a  strange  world,  which,  though  it  sailed  among  oChen 
that  were  very  fair  and  beautiful,  was  itself,  and  of  its  own  choice,  ta  it  were,  an  outcast  among  them. 

*■  He  looks  upon  the  inhabitants  of  that  world,  and  their  silent  wretchedness,  which  is  very  terrible. 

T. 

t 

*Thk  traveller  wakes  firom  sleep  on  the  shore  of  tho  sea,  and  finds  himself  again  in  a  world  of  life 
and  action. 

'But  now  it  la  no  more  a  woiid  of  Joy  and  beauty.  Almost  as  one  gone  mad,  he  waodera  about 
tbeland. 

'But  he  remembere  onoonsdoosly  bow  all  things  seemed  to  him  in  his  early  days.  He  knoweth 
that  Nature  is  kinder  than  mun,  and,  with  a  kind  of  instinct,  he  stays  among  the  mountains  and  by 
the  sea. 

'With  the  spirit  of  a  little  child,  he  listens  to  what  they  say,  for  they  are  sddom  silent,  and  if 
silent,  it  seem.H  like  the  silmco  of  praver. 

'  Suddraly  he  imagines  that  all  this  beautiful  worship  la  for  him,  and  for  a  little  while  he  resis, 
and  is  at  peace  with  all  things. 

'  Elate  with  his  new-born  happiness,  he  saith  unto  his  soul, '  We  win  rin  no  more.* 

'  The  traveller  sroes  back  in  memory  to  that  morning.  He  apostrophixes  his  home,  and  lives  again 
in  imagination  through  the  long  night  of  fear  and  dismay. 

'  Willi  a  mingled  yearning  and  horror  for  hi§  p>ast  sins,  which  still  crowd  about  him  in  the  silent 
night-watches,  he  barreth  out  the  stars,  for  they  are  cold  and  pure,  and  have  no  ^mpathy  with  evil. 
But  in  the  morning-watch  these  spirits  depart,  and  there  enters  the  Presence  of  Ovi  long  since  de- 
parted. The  traveller  knuweth  then  that  angeb  arc  about  him,  and  he  sinks  to  rest.  He  saith,  now 
I  will  dream  of  the  happy  land. 

-PART    THE    SECOND. 
I. 

'The  trerellerlnetQms  again  to  the  life-narrative. 

'Telling  of  an  old  man  who  lived  in  the  mountains,  who  describes  to  him  a  wonderfU  country 
tax  away  in  the  west. 

*  There  »  no  night  there,  but  always  the  day —always  the  morning!  so  that  the  beautiful  light 
stayeth  and  dwelleih  perpetually  with  all  things. 

'And  be  sittfeth  all  tbe  mi^  v^giA  under  the  open  heavens,  thinking  of  that  country. 
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*  And  now  ho  remembcre  the  song,  sung  so  often  in  the  olden  time  by  Om  now  departed^  whkh 
told  of  this  same  country^  the  far  away  country,  the  beautiful  country  over  the  Bea. 

^Tho  traveller  resolves  that  he  will  set  forth  in  search  of  it. 
^  The  morning  comes. 

*■  And  a  little  cloud  soils  out  upon  the  ricy,  and  goes  on  slowly  toward  the  west. 
*Tho  traveller  leaves  his  home,  and  where  the  little  cloud  stood  poised  over  an  upland  rangBi  be 
says  to  that  land  his  last  good-by. 

II. 
^  Hk  now  enters  the  wilderness. 

*  And  at  mid-dav  reaches  a  high  mountain  pass.  . 

^  And  looking  down  on  the  country  which  ho  had  left,  behold  the  little  cloud  was  not  there,  but 
was  poised  as  before  overhead. 

*-  It  was  wonderful ;  for  there  was  no  breath  of  air  in  the  sky,  and  no  other  cloud. 

*Thc  traveller  doubts  whether  it  be  a  cloud  or  a  vision  only. 

*"  And  with  a  prophesy  which  proves  true,  he  guesseth  that  the  cloud  may  be  going  with  him  oo 
his  Joiu-ney. 

^  And  it  was  even  so. 

*Then  the  traveller  buildeth  an  altar  between  the  mountains,  and  rests  for  the  day. 

*  But  at  nightfall  he  continues  his  Journey,  when,  behold  a  bright  path  opens  before  him,  when 
are  the  prints  of  innumerable  feet  — the  feet,  as  he  imagines,  of  those  who  have  gone  befof*)  no 
floubt,  in  search  of  the  same  country. 

*The  traveller  discourseth  upon  the  way  which  is  given  to  all,  the  path  in  which  we  moat  walk» 
and  that  life  and  death  are  matters  of  choice  to  all  beings,  death  consisting  chiefly  in  being  left  to 
ono^s  seU^  abandoned  of  God,  in  whom  all  Uiings  that  live  have  life. 

III. 

*  In  the  course  of  his  long  Journey,  the  traveller  pauses  one  morning  before  dap^break,  and  looka 
abroad  upon  a  wide  range  of  sea  and  land. 

*  And  he  dlsoourseUi  with  the  earth. 
^The  earth  replies,  but  vaguely. 

^  Then  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  the  earth  must  pass  awav,  the  traveller  dedareathatOoo 
will  build  another  home  for  him,  where  will  begin  the  life  immortal. 

^Then  comes  the  morning,  and  praying  that  he  may  be  made  pure,  like  the  light,  the  traveller  and 
the  bright  morning  travel  on  together. 

IV. 

*  And  now  many  years  have  gone  since  that  bright  morning,  but  still  he  travelB  <m,  not  doiibtiDg 
of  the  country  to  wnich  ho  Journeys. 

*  For  the  little  cloud  is  with  him  always. 

^  And  often  he  has  visions  of  that  land  which  the  old  man  told  to  him— the  'tkr  away  conatijj 
the  beautiful  country,  where  is  no  night  on  land  or  sea.' 

*■  Some  say  that  he  is  mad ;  some  say  that  he  is  a  dreamer;  but  whom  some  angel  guards  flnom  all 
harm. 

*  But  he  travels  on ;  saying  to  all,  that  we  shaU  meet  again,  and  then  will  i^pear  who  are  the  mad 
men  and  who  the  dreamers. 

V. 

*  It  is  now  the  morning  watch,  aitd  the  traveller  having  concluded  the  story  of  his  life  and  toamey 
asks  the  stranger  to  look  forth  again,  and  see  if  there  be  any  sign  of  monUng,  for  a  sodden  darkneai 
surrounds  him,  and  he  surmiseth  that  his  hour  of  departure  i«i  at  hand. 

*The  stranger  replies  that  the  night  is  still  moving  on  grandly  as  ever,  and  nowhere  is  any  gleam 
of  morning. 

'  The  traveller  cheereth  and  comforteth  the  stranger,  that  the  morning,  the  beautifUi  morning,  will 
surely  come:  it  will  not  fail. 

^  But  whether,  us  by  the  coming  of  death,  or  by  the  solemn  siillncss  of  the  night,  and  the 
history  of  this  strange  man,  the  stranger  is  appallcxl  and  overpowered  with  the  awralnees  of  the  i 

^  But  now  an  angel  takoth  the  traveller  away  to  his  eorlv  home,  and  there,  in  vision,  be 
again  the  mountains  and  the  sea,  and  the  beautiful  home  unuemeath  the  hills. 

*  And  he  heareth  voices  which  coll  to  him,  and  which  say, '  The  night  is  past,  cometh  the  day' — (kr 
uwoy,  far  away,  they  call  to  him,  *■  The  night  is  past,  cometh  the  day.' 

^llie  day !  the  day !'  Ah,  without  doubt,  the  lone;,  long  Journey  is  now  nearly  over;  one  atep 
more,  and  now  the  traveller  is  entering  this  wonderful  country,  the  beautifhl  country,  the  flv  away 
countrv,  *  where  is  no  night  on  land  or  seaf 

*  Will  the  traveller  return  ?  shall  we  see  him  again  ? 

^  At  some  distant  day  he  may  return,  but  now  we  need  not  stay  —  it  is  irrevocable:  be  is  gone. 
But  in  that  country  where  he  now  dwells  wo  may  see  the  traveller  again.  OA,  bs  strongs  he  atnng  : 
fear  not.^ 

Having  thus  given  the  *  Outline'  of  tlie  author,  wo  proceed  to  present  a  few  ex- 
tracts, which  Bufficicntly  vindicate  his  claims  to  a  distinguished  position  among  Ameri- 
can pools.  Ilis  poem  is  informed  with  a  deep  spirit  of  devotion,  and  in  aomo  of  itm 
features  is  not  unlike  the  *  Pilgrim's  Progress'  of  Bunyan.  We  alluded  some  months 
ago,  in  another  department  of  this  Magazine,  to  parts  9f  the  poem  which  we  had 
been  permitted  to  peruse  in  the  manuscript ;  and  we  quoted  on  that  occasion  the  fine 
opening  of  the  first  *  Part,'  commencing 

*■  In  silence  and  sadness  ooinolh  the  night  ;* 
together  with  the  noble  passage  concerning  Nmeveh,  and  the  lesson  tanght  by  her 
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glory  and  her  destruction.  These  extracts  will  be  well  remembered  by  our  readers, 
for  they  were  very  striking  and  beautiful,  and  one  of  them  in  particular  was  copied 
widely  at  the  time  in  contemporary  publications.  Wo  commence  our  present  extracts 
with  a  passage  descriptive  of  a  mother  praying  for  her  child : 


*  For  her  child,  prayed  she, 


That  God  would  care  for  him  dway, 

And  lead  him  in  His  perfect  way: 

And  whatsoever  of  alloy 

Were  mingled  in  her  song  of  praise, 

Or  pain,  and  sulTwring,  and  disease. 

And  waking  nights,  and  weary  da;^ ; 

Still  would  it  be  a  song  of  joy, 

If  a  kind  Father  would  protect  her  boy: 

But  thou  art  merciful,  she  said,  and  wise, 

Oh,  guide  thou  all  his  destinies  I 

Not  this  world's  fame  I  ask  for  him,* 

Or  power,  or  place,  or  length  of  days ; 

But  give  him  strength,  pure  thoughts  and  praise, 

And  make  his  great  heart  in  all  things 

Constant  in  giving  —  as  a  fountain  flings 

Sweet  waters  momently : 

But  if  the  time  sh^  bo 

When  he  no  more  will  hearken  unto  Thki  ; 

Follow  no  more  thy  counsels ;  and  astray, 


His  feet  go  down  that  way, 

Which  leadeth  unto  darkness  and  the  grave ; 

And  there  be  none  to  save ; 

And  then,  amid  the  shoutings  and  the  strife 

And  rushing  of  the  wheels  of  life. 

Shadows,  terrible  and  dim, 

Fold  round  him,  till  he  see  no  more 

The  beacon  on  the  tax-ott  shore, 

Fold  round  him,  and  no  angel  dtay 

His  quick  step  down  that  starless  way: 

Oh,  Fatbkr  f  let  me  die  for  him  I 

Let  him  not  die !  —  but  in  Uiai  day 

Oh,  let  me  die  for  him  I 


Thus  daily  on  the  marbled  beach. 

The  monUng  and  the  evening  each. 

Were  hallowed ;  and  every  day 

The  two  fair  angels  seemed  to  say,     [pass  away.' 

That  strength  was  in  that  prayer,  which  would  not 


That  mother  often  sings  to  her  boy  a  legend,  handed  on  from  a  distant  generation, 
of  a  bright,  a  far-away  country,  over  the  seas  and  mountains,  where  it  is  always  day : 


^  Nbver  the  night  shuts  in  that  country, 

Or  Cometh  the  gloaming  gray ; 
But  the  day  shines  on  forever 
In  that  country  far  away. 

*  All  the  golden  hours  of  morning, 

Chiming  ever  the  same  sweet  lay. 
Singing  of  morning,  morning  only, 
In  that  country  far  away. 

♦  Oh,  my  life  is  full  of  joy, 

As  my  heart  is  full  alway ; 
But  often  still  I  'm  thmking 
Of  that  country  far  away. 


*  The  night  is  very  beautiftil, 

But  more  beautiful  the  day ; 
Oh,  I  think  that  God  must  live  there, 
In  that  country  tai  away ! 

<  Is  there  sorrow  in  that  land  ? 

Are  there  weary  hearts,  I  pray  ? 
Do  they  seek  for  death,  I  adc  you. 
In  tluU  country  for  away  ? 

*■  There  is  no  sorrow  in  that  land. 

And  all  weary  hearts,  they  say, 
Shall  find  rest  and  joy  and  peace 
In  that  country  (ar  away/ 


In  the  following  weird  and  original  passage,  the  traveller,  in  a  vision  by  the  sea- 
side, '  seeth  a  strange  world,  which,  although  it  sailed  among  others  that  were  very 
fair  and  beautiful,  was  itself,  and  of  its  own  choice,  as  it  were,  an  outcast  among 
them.'    It  was  *  a  world  lying  in  wickedness :' 


*  Its  light,  if  such  it  was,  was  as  the  light 
Of  breaking  waters  on  a  midnight  sea; 
Where  ever  storm  and  darkness  and  aflHght 
Mingle  perpetually. 

^  Its  sky,  low-hung  and  starless,- such  as  night 
And  coming  tempest  flash  upon  the  sight; 
A  darkness  beaded,  as  the  sea  with  foam, 
Where  slept  the  lightnings  of  the  wrath  to  come. 

'  Upon  this  silent  world  there  silent  stood 
A  vast  and  countless  multitude; 
With  downward  eyes,  and  lips  of  bloodless 

white, 
And  ppeechless  all ;  no  word  of  hate  or  love. 
Or  fear  or  agony,  uo  sigh  or  moan : 
But  as  from  some  ponderous  bell,  sky-hung. 
Unseen  witiiin  the  vault  above, 
In  pauses  from  its  iron  tongue. 
Fell  through  the  gloom  (as  't  were  a  groan 
From  all  that  host)  one  deep,  sad  tone,         ^ 
A  single  toll ;  at  which  all  eyes  were  raised. 
And  Ups  apart,  each  looked  a  kind  of  Joy, 


Something  like  madness ;  but  soon  again, 
As  a  quick  lightning  to  the  brain. 
Upon  their  downwara  fhces,  fell 
The  look  of  wo  unutterable  I 


( A  mother  and  her  child  met  there ; 
Both  were  so  beautifol  and  fUr, 
That,  so  it  seemed,  a  milder  mood 
Pervaded  that  vast  multitude ; 
But  the  mother  gazed  at  her  speechless  child. 
And  the  child  looked  up  at  her  silent  mother, 
One  with  a  look  so  wan  and  wild, 
And  with  so  blank  despair,  the  other: 
And  prayed  (Oh,  God,  forgive  their  sm!) 
That  Jesus  Christ  might  die  again, 
Or  some  auick  madness  set  them  free 
From  sucn  unnatural  misenr  I 
But  still  they  gazed,  the  child  and  mother, 
And  still  with  look  more  terrible ; 
Till,  suddenly,  each  spumed  the  other. 
And  then  forever  on  them  fell 
[Oh,  type  and  countersign  of  helll) 
look  of  wo  unutterable  I' 
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Hero  is  an  aspiration  worthy  of  a  christian  and  a  patriot ;  and  it  is  expressed  with 
unmistakeable  feeling : 


*  O,  Christ,  who  hcareth  prayer, 

When  shall  theirs  be  the  victory, 
The  many,  ami  down-trodden ;  they 

Who  bear  the  burden  of  the  day  ? 
Oh !  cheer  and  stronRthen  them  alway, 

And  let  them  not  despair ; 
Rand  them,  the  millions,  all  as  ono 

In  the  great  might  of  unison ; 
And  with  them,  let  Thy  right  arm  fight 

The  Battle  of  the  Right  I 


<  O,  Christ,  who  heareth  prayer, 
Tuou  knowost  how  the  whole  earth  tnTsUfllh 
And  reeleth  with  the  sliock 
Of  war  and  jiestilence  and  death ! 
Even  the  heavens  seem  to  mock 
At  us,  as  prayers  were  wasted  breath: 
Thou  see'trt  the  dawning  on  the  hill ; 
When  shall  be  done  Thy  will, 
Oh  I  when  shall  morning  comef 


Solemn  and  awe-fiiU  aro  these  reflections  upon  life,  death,  and  a  judgment  to 


come : 

*  And  while  the  round  world,  cool  within  the  j 

night, 
And  murmuring  ever  as  of  pleasant  dreams, 
Went  down  to  meet  the  momiug,  I  to  my  cot- 
tage home 
Went  slowly  down  the  dewy  monntain-sidc, 
And  said  unto  my  soul,  *-  Oh,  wo  betide 
The  ill  that  henceforth  may  o'er^hadow  thee. 
Thou  soul  immortal !    A  few  days  yet  wo  room, 
And  ever  travelling  in  the  solf-siune  round, 
And  ever  seeking  what  shall  not  bo  fouiKl, 
And  ever  hasting  with  the  farthest  star. 
Silently,  swiftly,  to  the  Judgment-bar ! 
Oh,  soul  immortal,  let  us  sin  no  more ! 
Oh,  soul  immortal,  lot  us  no  more  fear! 


But  listening  to  the  surges  on  the  shore, 

Attune  us  to  the  music  that  Is  here, 

Even  the  echo  of  the  life  to  comet 

And  so,  when  called  of  God, 

We  step  without  these  waUs  of  fleah  and  bloodi 

It  will  be  goiuK  to  our  natural  home ; 

Not  lost,  benighted,  in  a  land  of  storms. 

Begirt  and  heralded  with  phantom  form*s 

But  light-surrounded,  hail  with  songs  of  pndse 

The  sunny  ciimnto  of  our  early  days. 

And  And  again,  more  beautifiil  and  fair. 

The  hopes  and  viriions  that  have  lingered  there. 

Oh,  hope<}  gone  up !  oh,  memories  laid  away! 

Unto  that  day 
Keep  briglit  your  robes  oi  immortality  r 


The  ^  dead  years,  rolling  backward,'  leave  the  traveller,  in  his  vision,  with  his  mo- 
ther, at  the  threshold  of  his  early  home,  from  which  slic  departs  and  returns  not 
again : 


^  Not  again,  though  soon  the  coming 

Of  the  spring  bade  all  rejoice ; 
Not  again,  though  all  the  summer 
Came  the  birds  that  loved  her  voice. 

*  Oh,  the  many  prayers  in  secret. 

Earnest,  low-voiced,  sobliing  prayer, 
When  she  knew  not  that  1  listened, 
As  an  angel  hold  me  there  t 

*  Listened,  but  with  rebel  spirit, 

And  a  heart  unyiel<ling,  strove, 
As  a  demon  with  an  angel. 
With  those  words  of  peace  and  love. 

^  Oh,  my  mother!  oh,  my  childhood ! 

Oh,  the  days  that  are  no  more ! 
And  the  years  they  bear  mo  onward 
Farther,  fluther  from  that  shore ! 

« And  still  ferthcr  flrom  that  other. 
In  the  land  where  I  would  bo ; 
Far  beyond  the  purple  mountains. 
And  beyond  the  gleaming  seu : 

^  Where  night  comes  no  more  for  ever. 

And  a  (^ory  is  on  high. 
Not  of  the  moon,  nor  of  the  stars. 
Nor  the  sunlight  in  the  sky. 

^  Oh,  thou  Christ  !  who  art  that  glory, 

Check  the  rolling  wheels,  that  1 
May  hear  once  more  of  pardon 
And  of  peace  before  1  die. 


^  Hush !  I  hear  a  music  comUig, 

As  of  voices  in  the  air ; 
Ah !  the  flashing,  snow-whito  nrments, 
And  the  floating,  raven  luUr  I 

'  Lo  I  the  spirit-watchers  leave  me, 
And  a  Presence,  pure  and  fair, 
With  a  motion  calm,  nuyestio 
As  an  angel's,  enters  there : 

*  With  the  same  calm  ttuee  and  lovely 

That  bent  o'er  me  when  s  diild  ; 
Oh,  the  look  she  casts  upon  me  I 
So  terrible!  so  mild! 

*  Oh,  my  mother !  oh,  my  childhood  t 

Oh,  the  days  that  aro  no  more ! 
Oh  for  winsps  to  bear  me  with  thee, 
Chiward  to  that  happy  shore! 

'  With  a  finger  pointing  upward, 

And  a  j^weet  sad  smile  upon 
Her  angel  face,  that  whispers  peace, 
The  bright  vision  passes  on  I 

^  But  I  know  that  angeUi  guard  me ; 

As  a  chiki  I  sink  to  rest : 
I  will  dream  of  the  still  waters. 
And  a  home  among  the  bleat : 

*  A  bright  home,  spart  flrom  others, 

Where,  with  those  1  love  and  those 
Who  have  Joumeyod  on  before  me, 
I  may  worship  and  repose  V 


Do  not  these  lines  strike  yon,  rcminiscential  reader,  as  extremely  touching  T 
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Here  is  a  glance  at  the  procession  ever  moving  on  to  the  ^  pale  reahns  of  shade/ 

journeying  to  the  '  life  to  come  :* 


*  Some  go  all  unwillingly, 

As  to  a  sacrifice,  and  some,  with  fear 

And  trembling,  have  no  true  life  here ; 

And  8ome  go  smiling,  as  in  pleasant  dreams, 

Which  yet  are  not  dreams  all,  but  clothed  upon 

With  truth's  most  radiant  beams : 

These  loolv  up  joyftilly  from  the  desert-strand, 

Having  a  Friknd,  they  say,  who  hath  passed  on, 

And  waiteth  for  them  in  a  distant  land. 

Some  are  gone  mad,  and  up  through  dungeon  bars 


Are  winking  and  gibbering  at  the  winking  stan ; 
Some  are  aU  wild  with  Joy  (which  also  is 
A  kind  of  madness,  in  a  world  like  this), 
^nd  some^  vt(A  broken  heartSy  make  no  essay 
To  stay  their  quick  flight  dovon  the  shadowy  vay. 
But  lifting  wasted  hands,  ask  but  to  go. 
That  peradventure,  in  some  other  eiime% 
These  lips  grown  pale,  and  cheeks  all  blanched 

with  100, 
May  smile  again  as  in  the  olden  HmeP 


Albeit  this  article  has  already  reached  an  nnusnal  length,  we  cannot  resist  the  m- 
clination  to  present  two  more  extracts.  In  the  following  apostrophe  to  the  Earth 
roUing  in  space,  and  in  its  reply  thereto,  we  think  will  be  found  the  elements  of  true 

sublimity : 


And  thou,  oh  Earth!  from  whose  &ir  bosom 

curls 
The  white  mist,  climbing  to  a  purer  air. 
And  in  whose  lowest  depths  hovers  and  sinks 
the  breath 
or  pestilence  and  death, 
O,  art  thou  peopling  those  wide-sundered  worlds? 

The  one  with  glory,  and  the  one  despair ! 
Thon  round  Earth  —  speak  to  us ! 
W^o  listen  for  thy  words. 

'  Then  instantly  a  roimd  rich  voice,  and  clear 

And  sonorous  as  a  clarion, 
Ron^  in  tho  frosted  atmosphere, 
Like  Ihousimds  ail  in  one : 


*  *  Oh,  dreamer,  look  to  the  light ! 
Doubt  not  it  will  come,  as  cometh  the  sun, 
Brightyr  and  purer  and  more  serene 
For  the  few  dark  hours  that  pass  between. 

^  Dreamer,  look  to  the  light ! 
They  say  I  am  old,  that  my  veins  are  cold. 
That  my  years  are  only  in  thousands  told ; 
And  wise  men,  pondering  marks  of  age, 
Foretell  the  close  of  my  pilgrimage ; 
But  they  go  down  to  their  silent  home, 
And  I  wheel  on !  —  oh,  I  make  no  stay 


With  the  shadows  of  things  that  have  poawd 

away. 
And  I  take  no  thought  of  the  time  to  come, 
But  ever  and  aye,  with  new  delight, 
I  roll  in  the  flash  of  the  stainless  light, 
While  before  and  behind  the  8olem,n  old  Night, 
Retreating  and  chasing,  is  ever  in  sight, 
Dropping  the  stws,  all  cold  with  dew. 
As  the  manna  was  dropped  of  old  to  the  JeWi 
Wherever  a  bird,  in  love  with  the  sky, 
Is  looking  aloft  as  the  day  goM  by. 
Or  flower  asleep,  in  its  shut  perfume. 
Is  waiting  the  gloom  of  the  night  to  bloom; 
Wherever,  instead,  were  cruel  unkindneas. 
Famine  and  pestilence,  madness  and  blinoness ; 
Wherever  is  waiting  a  hope  unblest. 
Wherever  the  dying  are  sighing  for  rest ; 

Thus  lingering  never, 

But  ever  in  motion, 

And  onward,  forever. 

With  earth  and  ocean. 
With  forests  and  mountains  and  rocks  asunder, 
With  clouds  and  tempest,  with  lightning  and 

thunder. 
With  old  broken  columns  and  ruins  laid  loWi 
Temples  and  pyramids  built  long  ago. 
With  the  numberless  dead  that  are  lying  below, 
*  And  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so,' 
I  spring  forever  with  new  delight 
Out  of  the  darkness  into  the  light  r ' 


*  But  listen,^  saith  the  traveller,  in  a  tone  replete  with  the  spirit  of  the  solemn 

warnings  of  the  Sacred  Book : 

Or  the  sweet  visttlngs  of  night ; 

The  snows  of  winter,  the  warm  touch  of  June, 

Or  last,  the  golden  light 

Of  autumn,  robing  for  the  lowly  grave ; 

These  all,  with  thy  dominion,  as  a  potwer 

And  separate  glory,  which  Hk  gave 

Who  made  thee  at  creation's  hour. 

Shall  in  a  moment  of  thy  rounding  flash 

Cease  —  and  thou  no  more ! 

And  I  shall  witness  it  — oh.  Earth  most  fUr, 

Most  beautiful  —  oli,  Earth  most  raie  I 

And  God  sh^  make  for  me  another  home, 

Where,  in  the  calm  of  its  eternity, 
1  shall  anew  begin  the  life  to  come  I 
I  shall  anew  b^n  the  life  that  evermore  shall  be. 
For  1  am  of  the  breath  of  God,  oh  EarUi, 
And  live  forever  !• 


*  But  listen  I  for  the  time  shall  be 
When  down  the  arches  of  Eternity 
Men  shall  remember  them  of  thee. 
Dimly,  and  far  away,  remember  thee,  as  one 
Who  hadst  a  little  roUing  ground  in  space, 
Wliero  wiieeling  lightly  roimd  a  central  sun, 
A  few  swift  thousands  thou  hadst  run. 

In  that  wild  race  — 
Then  suddenly  had  ceased  I 

So  like  a  pageant  of  a  night, 
A  darkness,  and  a  borrowed  light. 
Shall  thy  life  be ! 
For  it  is  written,  there  shall  come  a  day 
When  thou  as  parchment  shall  be  rolled  away ; 
And  thy  bright  path  in  Heaven  nevermore 
By  man  or  angel  seen ;  and  nevermore 
Shall  morning  come  to  thee,  or  noon. 


As  with  the  strains  of  solemn  cathedral  music  yet  swelling  on  the  ear,  the  wor- 
shipper leaves  the  sacred  place,  so  do  we  leave  with  our  readers  the  lessons  of  *The 


Morning  Watch.' 
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G0B8IP  WITH  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  Ancwworkby  thelateSYDNBT 
Smith  has  recently  appeared  in  England,  entitled  ^  Elementary  Sketches  of  Moral 
Philosophy.^  It  consists  of  a  series  of  lectures,  more  or  less  complete,  delivered  at 
the  Royal  Institution,  in  the  years  1804  -  5  -  6.  The  volume  has  elicited  tho  highest 
praise  from  the  best  critical  journals  in  England.  We  subjoin  a  few  extracts,  com- 
mencing, with  the  following  upon  *  Puns  .*' 

*  I  HAVE  mentioned  puns.  They  ore,  I  beliove,  what  I  have  denominated  them — the  wit  of  words. 
They  are  exactly  the  name  to  words  that  wit  is  to  ideas,  and  consist  in  the  sudden  diacoTenr  of  rela- 
tions in  language.  A  pun,  to  be  perfection  in  its  kind,  should  contain  two  distinct  mesoingB;  the 
one  common  and  obvious ;  the  otner,  more  remote ;  and  In  the  notice  which  the  mind  takes  of  the 
relation  between  these  two  sets  of  words,  and  in  the  surprise  which  that  reUOion  excites,  the  pleaMm 
of  a  pun  consists.  Miss  Hamilton,  in  her  book  on  Education,  mentions  the  iustonoe  of  a  txiy  so 
very  neglectful,  that  he  could  never  be  brought  to  read  the  word  patriareht;  but  whenevor  he  met 
with  it  he  pronounced  it  partridges.  A  Mend  of  the  writer  observed  to  her,  that  it  could  hardly  be 
considerca  a  mere  piece  of  negligence,  for  it  appeared  to  him  that  tho  bov,  in  calling  them  parliidgeit 
was  making  game  of  the  patriarohs.  Now  here  are  two  distinct  meanings  oontained  in  the  mne 
phrase:  for  to  make  game  of  tho  patriarchs  is  to  laugh  at  them ;  or  to  make  game  <^  them  Is,  by  • 
very  extravogant  and  laughable  sort  of  Ignorance  of  words,  to  rank  them  among  pheasants,  psr- 
triages,  and  other  such  delicacies,  which  the  law  takes  under  Its  protection  and  calb^iM ;  sad  the 
whole  pleasure  dcrive<l  from  this  pun  consists  in  the  sudden  discovery  that  two  such  diflbrent  meea- 
ings  are  referrable  to  one  form  of  expression.  1  have  very  little  to  say  about  puns ;  they  are  in  very 
bad  repute,  and  so  they  ought  to  be.  The  wit  of  language  is  so  miserably  infbrior  to  the  wit  of  idessv 
that  it  is  very  deservoidly  driven  out  of  good  company.  Sometimes,  indeed,  a  pun  makes  its  ap- 
pearance which  seems  for  a  moment  to  redeem  its  species ;  but  we  must  not  be  deeeived  by  them*^ 
it  is  a  radically  bad  race  of  wit.  By  imremitting  persecution  it  has  been  at  lost  got  under,  and  driven 
into  cloisters — llrom  whence  it  must  never  again  be  suffered  to  emerge  into  the  light  of  the  worid. 

The  following  upon  ''Bulls  and  Charades,^  especially  the  close,  is  very  felicitous,  or 
SMiTH-like,  which  is  quite  the  same  tiling : 

*■  A  BULL  —which  must  by  no  mcaa<)  be  possed  over  in  this  recapitulation  of  the  family  of  i^it  and 
humor — a  bull  is  exactly  the  counterpart  of  a  witticism ;  for  as  wit  discovers  real  relations  that  are 
not  appareut,  buUs  admit  apparent  relations  that  ore  not  real.  The  pleosiue  arising  fh>m  bulla  pro- 
ceeds from  our  siuprise  at  suddenly  discovering  two  things  to  be  dissimilar  in  which  a  resemblonoe 
might  have  been  suspected.  The  same  doctrine  will  apply  to  wit  and  bulls  in  action.  Practical  wit 
discovers  connection  or  relation  between  actions,  in  which  duller  understandings  discover  none ; 
and  practical  bulls  originate  fl-om  an  apparent  relation  between  two  actions  which  more  correct  un- 
derstandings immediately  perceive  to  fiave  none  at  all.  In  the  loto  rebellion  in  Ireland,  the  rebels, 
who  had  conceived  a  high  degree  of  indignation  against  some  great  banker,  passed  a  reacdutlon  that 
they  would  bum  his  notos ;  which  they  accordingly  did,  with  great  assiduity,  forgetting  that  in  buni- 
ing  his  notes  they  wore  destroying  his  debts,  and  that  for  every  note  whicn  went  into  the  flames  a 
correspondent  value  wont  into  the  bankcr^s  pocket.  A  gentleman,  in  speaking  of  a  nobleman^ 
wife,  of  g^reat  rank  and  fortune,  lamented  very  much  that  she  had  no  children.  A  medical  geatl^ 
man  who  was  present  observed,  that  to  have  no  chil<lren  was  a  great  misfortune,  but  he  thought  he 
had  remarked  it  was  hereditary  in  some  families.  Take  any  instance  of  this  branch  of  the  ridieuo 
ieus,  and  you  will  always  find  an  apparent  relation  of  ideas  leading  to  a  complete  inconsistency. 

*  1  shall  say  nothing  of  charades,  and  such  sort  of  unpardonable  trumpery.  If  charades  are  made 
at  all.  they  should  be  made  without  boneflt  of  clergy ;  tne  offender  should  instantly  be  hurried  off  to 
execution,  and  be  cut  off  in  tho  middle  of  his  diunef^  without  being  allowed  to  explain  to  the 
executioner  why  his  first  is  like  his  second,  or  what  is  the  resemblance  between  his  fourth  and  bis 
ninth.' 

In  some  remarks  upon  *  Wit  and  Professed  Wits^^  Mr.  Smith  takes  the  same  ground 
and  uses  tho  same  arguments  touching  this  theme,  which  wo  have  frequently  taken 
and  urged  in  this  Magazine.  There  is  no  greater  bore  *  in  the  infinite  region  of  bore- 
dom' than  a  *  professed,'  or  as  Sydney  Smith  terms  it,  *  a  mere  wit,'  a  *  dramatic  per- 
former,' whose  intellectual '  bent'  is  all  one  way,  and  who  throws  into  the  back-ground 
those  serious  qualities  which  should  intermingle  with  every  well-balanced  mind.  Hic 
best  wits  or  humorists  whom  wo  know,  as  we  have  before  urged  in  these  pages,  (there 
is  a  great  difference,  by-the-by,  between  a  wit  and  a  humorist,)  are  business  or  profet- 
sional  men,  of  sound  common  sense,  and  great  acumen ;  and  Smith  himself,  and 
Dickens,  arc  illustrations  that  the  highest  order  of  himior  is  not  incompatible  with  a 
higher  order  of  intellectual  qualities.    Mr.  Smith  observes : 

«I  doubt  if  they  are  sulBciently  Indulgent  to  this  faculty  where  it  exists  in  a  lesser  degree,  nd  is 
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one  out  of  many  other  ingredients  of  the  understanding.  There  is  an  association  in  men*B  minds  be- 
tween dulnc^s  and  vrisdom,  amusement  and  foUy,  which  has  a  very  powerful  influence  in  decision 
upon  character,  and  is  not  overcome  without  considerable  difSculty.  The  reasoa  is,  that  the  outward 
sign  of  a  dull  man  and  a  wise  man  are  the  same,  and  so  are  the  outward  signs  of  a  Mvoloua  man 
and  a  witty  man ;  and  we  are  not  lo  expect  that  the  m^ority  will  be  disposed  to  look  to  much  more 
than  the  outward  sign.  I  believe  the  tect  to  be,  that  wit  is  very  seldom  the  only  eminent  quidity  whteh 
resides  in  the  mind  of  any  man :  it  is  commonly  accompanied  with  many  other  talents  of  every  de- 
scription, and  ought  to  be  considered  as  a  strong  evidence  of  a  fertile  and  superior  understajiding. 
Almost  all  the  great  poets,  orators,  and  statesmen  of  all  times,  have  been  witty.  Casak,  Alkxandkr, 
Aristotle,  Descartes,  and  Liord  BAC0N,were  witty  men ;  so  were  Cicero,  Shakspeare,  Demos- 
thenes, BoiLEAU,  Pope,  Drydbn,  Foittenblle,  Jonson,  Waller,  Cowlet,  Solon,  Socratbs, 
Doctor  Johnson,  and  almost  every  man  who  has  made  a  distinguished  figure  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. I  have  talked  of  the  danger  of  wit:  I  do  not  mean  by  that  to  enter  into  common-place  decla- 
mation against  faculties  because  they  are  dangerous ;  wit  is  dangerous,  eloquence  is  oangerous,  a 
talent  for  observation  is  dangerous,  every  thing  is  dangerous  that  has  efScacy  and  vigor  for  its  charac- 
teristics :  nothing  is  safe  but  mediocrity.  The  business  is,  in  conducting  we  understanding  well,  to 
risk  something ;  to  aim  at  uniting  things  that  are  commonlv  incompatible.  The  meuiing  of  an  ex- 
traordinary man  is,  that  he  is  eight  men,  not  one  man ;  that  ne  has  as  much  wit  as  if  he  had  no  sense, 
and  as  much  sense  as  if  he  had  no  wit :  that  his  couduct  is  as  Judicious  as  if  he  were  the  dullest  of 
human  beings,  ^d  his  imagination  as  brilliant  as  if  he  were  irretrievably  ruined.  But  when  wit  is 
combined  with  sense  and  information ;  when  it  is  softened  by  benevolence,  and  restrained  by  strong 
principle ;  when  it  is  in  the  hands  of  a  man  who  can  use  it  and  despise  it,  who  can  be  witty  and  some- 
thing much  better  than  witty,  who  loves  honor.  Justice,  decencv,  good-nature,  morality,  and  reUgioB, 
ten  thousand  times  better  thian  trit ;  wit  is  then  a  beautiful  and  delightful  part  of  our  nature.  There 
is  no  more  interesting  spectacle  than  to  see  the  effects  of  wit  upon  the  different  characters  of  men ; 
Uum  to  observe  it  expanding  caution,  relaxing  dignity,  unfk-eezing  coldness,  teaching  age,  and  care, 
and  pain,  to  smile ;  extorting  reluctuit  gleams  of  pleasure  firom  melancholv,  and  charming  oven  the 
pangs  of  grief.  It  is  pleasant  to  observe  how  it  penetrates  through  the  coldness  and  awkwardness  of 
society,  gradually  bringing  men  nearer  together,  and,  like  the  combined  force  of  wine  and  oil,  giving 
every  man  a  glad  heart  and  a  shining  countenance.  Genuine  and  innocent  wit  like  this,  is  surely  the 
fiavor  of  the  mind !  Man  could  direct  his  ways  by  plain  reason,  and  support  his  life  by  tasteless  food ; 
but  God  has  given  us  wit,  and  fiavor,  and  brightness,  and  laughter,  and  perfUmee,  to  enUven  the  dajs 
of  man's  pilgrimage,  and  to  ^  charm  his  pained  steps  over  the  burning  marl.' 

We  hope  to  soc  the  Yolame  from  which  these  extracts  are  taken  soon  republished 
on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  It  could  not  fail  of  a  wide  circulation  among  the  writer's 
numerous  American  admirers.  ...  A  south-western  correspondent  sends  us  the 

following  anecdote  of  *  Harry  H /  a  prominent  citizen,  a^  member  of  a  leading 

com  mission -house  in  his  native  town,  a  zealous  Methodist  iherCy  not  ^  quite  so  much 
so'  in  New-Orleans,  but '  shrewd  enough  in  trade  any  where :'  ^  Some  years  ago  the 
Methodists  were  holding  a  camp-meeting  in  the  country  a  few  miles  from  this  place, 
and  Harry  was  present.  On  Sunday  evening  a  sermon  had  been  preached,  and  an 
effort  made  to  get  up  an  excitement,  but  in  vain.  The  congregation  were  extremely 
dull  and  indifferent.  By-and-by  Harrt  arose  and  commenced  singing,  walking  about 
the  altar,  up  and  down  the  aisles,  shaking  hands  with  the  brethren,  etc.  At  the  end 
of  each  verse  was  a  familiar  chorus,  something  like  this : 

*  Shall  [  ever  get  to  heaven,  halleli^ah,  hallelujah. 
Shall  I  ever  get  to  heaven,  halleli^ah,  hallelxyah. 
Shall  I  ever  get  to  heaven,  halleli^Jah,  halleluiah,'  etc. 

He  had  got  through  one  verse,  and  this  chorus,  which  he  sang  with  peculiar  spirit 
and  emphasis,  and  just  as  he  had  finished  the  last  word,  a  student,  seated  in  the  back 
part  of  tfie  meeting,  and  overlooking  the  whole  scene,  cried  out,  ^No-Sir-ree  !  you 
never  will  P  The  preachers  could  not  help  smiling  any  more  than  the  rest  of  the 
people  could  refrain  from  laughing  outright.'  .  .  .  We  copy  from  *  The  Tribune^ 
daily  journal,  the  following  notice  of  an  entertaining  work,  recently  published  by  the 
Brothers  Harper  ;  regretting  that  our  own  copy  came  at  too  late  a  period  of  the 
month  to  be  adequately  reviewed  in  the  present  number.  The  author  is  a  gentleman 
of  decided  talent,  whose  pen  has  heretofore  been  welcomed  cordially  to  these  pages : 
^Standish  the  Puritan^  is  a  tale  of  the  American  revolution,  issued  under  the  nam 
de  plume^  we  suppose,  of  Eldred  Grayson,  Esq.,  and  dedicated  to  no  less  a  flesh 
and  blood  reality  than  our  friend  of  the  Knickerbocker,  Lkwis  Gatlord  Clark. 
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The  scene  of  the  story  is  laid  in  New- York  and  its  violnity,  at  the  breaking  oat  of 
the  revolutionary  war,  and  the  numerous  reminiscences  and  traditions  of  that  period 
are  made  use  of,  for  the  construction  of  the  narrative,  vith  very  considerable  snoceat. 
The  author  evidently  possesses  the  power  of  quick  and  accurate  observation ;  he  un- 
derstands the  grouping  of  characters,  so  as  to  command  the  interest  of  the  reader ; 
and  with  a  keen  perception  of  the  ridiculous,  and  a  lively  satirical  vein,  he  has  pro- 
duced a  work,  which  in  spite  of  faults  of  arrangement  and  style,  is  creditable  to  hii 
talents  for  fictitious  composition.  Ilis  book  will  find  many  readers,  and  \nll  well  re- 
ward their  attention.'  .  .  .  Under  the  head  of  *  The  Knickerbocker  and  the  Somtk^ 
the  Charleston  ^Literary  Gazette^  favors  it  readers  with  some  forcible-feeble  remarkfl 
against  this  Magazine,  for  having  admitted  a  poem  by  Albert  Pike,  Esq.,  of  Ar- 
kansas, entitle  ^Diaunion^  wherein  he  denounced  in  strong  terms  the  project  of  dis- 
solving the  bonds  which  bind  our  glorious  States  together.  This,  it  seems,  is  the  head 
and  front  of  our  own  and  our  correspondent's  offending  ;  and  in  this,  it  would  appear, 
wo  have  permitted  ^  the  South'  to  be  ill-treated.  On  the  one-hand,  we  are  abused 
by  the  abolition  papers  for  ^  making  fun  of  our  black  brethren,'  turning  them  into 
ridicule,  by  publishing  the  ^  colored  effusions'  of  such  poets  as  Pancko,  Gactl,  and  the 
Ilartford  ^  Plato-ebs  ;'  and  on  the  other  we  are  denounced  for  permitting  '  the  South' 
to  bo  ^  evil  spoken  of.'  Well,  well ;  we  shall  go  on  as  heretofore ;  interfering  at  no 
time  with  vexed  questions,  religious  or  sectional ;  but  striving  to  make  a  readable 
Magazine,  which  shall  please  many  and  offend  none,  save  quacks  and  pretenders,  lite- 
rary and  other.  Meanwhile,  if  wo  have  any  *  patrons'  at  *  the  South'  or  elsewhere 
who  fancy  that  the  Knickerbocker  is  not  worth  their  money,  or  undeserving  of  thdr' 
fevor,  we  shall  of  course  be  always  ready  to  remove  their  names  from  our  subBoripttcm- 
list.  We  desire  no  unwilling  '  patrons,'  nor  have  we  any  such ;  and  we  suspect  it  will 
require  something  more  than  a  suggestion  of  *"  discontinuance'  by  the  *■  Gazette,'  and 
something  more  heinous  on  our  part  than  the  publication  of  a  piece  of  patriotic  po- 
etry, by  a  Southern  fellow-citizen,  who  commanded  our  bravo  Southern  volanteen  in 
Mexico  —  we  think,  wo  say,  that  it  will  require  something  more  than  this  to  bring 
about  the  consummation  so  much  desidornted  by  the  ^  Gazette.'  However,  to  make 
uso  of  an  expression  wliich  has  been  once  before  employed  in  print,  ^  Noua  verron^f 
Messieurs.'  .  .  .  Since  the  last  number  of  the  Knickerbocker  greeted  our 
friends,  one  of  the  bright  stars  in  the  firmament  of  our  literary  world  has  been  with- 
drawn, to  shine  forever  in  calmer  and  brighter  spheres.  Frances  Sargent  Osgood, 
of  whose  admirable  characteristics  as  a  poet  we  need  say  nothing  here,  died  at  the 
residence  of  her  husband,  near  our  own,  in  Twenty-Second-street,  on  Sunday  alter-, 
noon,  the  twelfth  of  May,  aged  twenty-seven  years,  six  months  and  five  days.  The 
Rev.  Dr.  Rufus  W.  Griswold,  for  many  years  one  of  her  most  intimate  friends,  haa 
published  in  the  '  Evening  Mirror^  an  extended  notice  of  her  life  and  genius,  from 
which  we  extract  the  following  paragraphs  descriptive  of  the  closing  scenes: 

*  Mrs.  Osoood^s  health  was  variable  during  tho  summer,  which  she  passod  chiefly  at  Bvatoft 
Springs,  in  the  company  of  a  family  of  intimate  friends ;  and  as  the  colder  months  came  on,  her 
strength  decayed,  so  that  before  the  close  of  November  she  was  confined  to  her  apartmeots.  She 
bore  her  soflbrings  with  resignation,  and  her  natural  hopeftdness  cheered  her  all  the  while  with  re- 
membrances that  she  had  loeforo  come  out  with  the  flowers  and  the  embracing  airs,  and  dreams  that 
she  would  again  be  in  tho  world  with  nature.  Two  or  three  weeks  ago  her  husband  carried  her  in 
his  arms,  like  a  child,  to  a  new  home,  and  she  was  happier  than  she  had  been  for  m(mth8,  fai  the  ez- 
dlement  of  selecting  its  Aumiture,  brought  in  specimens  or  in  patterns  to  her  bedside.  *■  We  riiaD 
be  so  happy  V  was  her  salutation  to  the  teiw  Mends  who  were  admitted  to  see  her ;  but  Ihsj 
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and  her  pbysicians  eaw,  that  her  life  was  ebbing  fast,  and  that  sbo  would  never  again  see  the  brooki 
and  green  flelds  for  wliich  she  pined,  nor  even  any  of  the  apartments  bat  the  one  ahe  occupied  of 
her  own  house.  A  friend  communicated  the  terrible  truth  to  her,  in  studiously  gentle  words,  re- 
minding her  that  in  heaven  there  is  richer  and  more  delicious  beauty,  that  there  is  no  discord  in 
the  sweet  sounds  there,  no  poison  in  the  perfume  of  the  flowers  there,  and  that  they  know  not  any 
sorrow  who  are  with  Our  Father.  She  read  the  brief  note  almost  to  the  end  silently,  and  then 
turned  upon  her  pillow  like  a  child  and  wept  the  last  tears  that  were  in  a  fountain  which  had  flowed 
for  every  grief  but  hers  she  ever  knew.  *  I  cannot  leave  my  beautiful  home,'  she  said,  looking  about 
upon  the  souvenirs  of  many  an  affectionate  recollection,  ^  and  my  noble  husband,  and  Lily  and  May  V 
These  last  are  her  children.  The  sentence  of  her  fhend  was  confirmed  by  other  Mends,  and  she  re- 
signed herself  to  the  will  of  God.  The  next  evening  but  one  a  young  girl  went  to  amuse  her  by 
making  paper  flowers  for  her  and  teaching  her  to  make  them :  and  she  wrote  to  her  these  yersea— 
her  dying  song : 

•  TotJ  *v»  •woven  rosea  round  my  way, 

And  gladdened  all  my  being ; 
How  niucb  I  thank  you  none  cam  say 
Save  only  the  Alx-Bbkikq  ! 

'  May  Hs  •vr'ho  gave  thin  lovely  gift  — 

This  love  of  lovely  doings  — 
Be  w^ith  you  w^berfisoe'er  yoa  go. 
In  ev'ry  hope's  pursuings  ! 

'  I  'm  going  throuph  the  eternal  gates 

Ere  June's  sweet  rosea  blow  ! 
Death  B  lovely  angel  leads  me  there. 
And  it  is  sweet  to  go  1' 

^  At  the  end  of  five  days  —  at  fifteen  minutes  before  four  o^clock,  on  Sunday,  the  12th  of  May  —  as 
gently  as  one  goes  to  sleep,  she  withdrew  into  a  better  world. 

*  On  Tuesday  her  remains  were  removed  to  Boston,  to  be  interred  in  the  cemetery  of  Mount  Au- 
burn. It  was  a  beautiful  day,  in  the  fulness  of  spring,  mild  and  calm,  and  clouded  to  a  solemn 
shadow.  In  the  morning,  as  the  company  of  the  dead  and  living  started,  the  birds  were  singing 
what  seemed  to  licr  friends  a  sadder  song  than  they  were  wont  to  sing;  and  as  the  cars  flew  fast  on 
the  long  way,  the  trees  bowed  their  luxuriant  foliage,  and  the  flowers  in  the  verdant  fields  were 
SA^'ung  slowly  on  their  stems,  filling  the  air  with  the  gentlest  fragrance,  and  the  streams^  it  was  fan- 
cied, checked  thetr  turbulent  speed  to  move  in  sympathy,  as  from  the  heart  of  nature  tears  might 
fiow  for  a  dead  worshipper.  God  was  thanked  that  all  the  elements  were  ordered  so,  that  sweetest 
incense  and  such  natural  music  and  reverent  aspect  of  the  silent  world  should  wait  upon  her,  as  so 
many  hearts  did,  in  this  last  journey.  She  slept  all  the  while,  nor  waked  when  in  the  evening,  in 
her  native  city,  a  few  familiar  faces  bent  above  her,  with  difficult  looks  Uirough  tears,  and  scarcely 
audible  words,  to  bid  farewell  to  her.  On  Wednesday  she  was  buried  with  some  dear  ones  who 
had  gone  before  her,  beside  her  mother  and  her  daughter,  in  that  City  of  Rest,  more  sacred  now 
than  all  before  had  made  it  to  those  whose  spirits  are  attuned  to  Beauty  or  to  Sorrow ;  those  twin 
sisters,  so  rarely  parted,  until  the  last  has  led  the  first  to  heaven.' 

A  FRIENDLY  Correspondent  writes  us  from  ^  down-east'  as  follows :  '  I  have  been 
roucli  pleased  with  Maga's  rebukes  of  sectarian  bigotry  and  intolerance ;  rebukes 
justly  and  judiciously  spoken.  One  cannot  better  prove  bis  friendship  for  the  oaitte 
of  religion  than  by  contributing  to  the  growth  of  a  tolerant  and  catholic  spirit  in  the 
churches.  When  cant  shall  become  unprofitable  and  coarseness  offensive^  and  '  no- 
thing else,'  Christianity  will  be  relieved  of  its  worst  (because  domestic)  enemies,  and 
skepticism  will  be  deprived  of  its  best  allies.  Why  should  professed  christians  treat 
each  other  (or  any  others,  christian  or  infidel)  but  with  charity  and  kindness?  What 
does  the  member  of  one  denomination  gain  by  denouncing  that  of  another  as  an  ^  in- 
fidel V  Will  the  scorn  of  the  one  convince  the  other  of  his  error,  or  make  his  own 
heart  the  better  ?  ^  It  is  sorrowful,'  says  a  celebrated  English  writer, '  to  dream  that 
we  are  scourges  in  God-s  hand,  and  that  He  appoints  for  us  no  better  work  than 
lacerating  one  onother !'  Of  such  I  would  inquire,  in  the  language  of  the  writer  just 
quoted,  ^  Is  it  not  wonderful  that  the  words  of  eternal  life  ^ould  have  hitherto  pro- 
duced only  eternal  htigation ;  and  that  in  our  progress  heavenward  we  should  think 
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it  expedient  to  plant  unthrifty  thorns  over  bitter  wells  of  blood  in  the  wQdemeii 

leave  behind  ns  ?' The  following  anecdote,  whose  worst  fault  is  its  troth,  eihibiti 

a  spirit  more  easily  defended  by  precedent  than  by  Christian  principle.  A  clergyman 
of  one  of  the  *■  liberal'  denominations,  who  formerly  resided  '  on  this  river,'  waa  oallQd 
a  few  years  ago  to  a  neighboring  town  to  officiate  at  a  wedding.  During  his  abienoe 
there  was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  wedding  a  party,  at  which  there  were 
'  plays  and  forfeits'  and  dancing.  Inmiediately  on  his  return  a  report  was  started  and 
industriously  circulated  by  a  clergyman  of  a  different  pursuasion  that  the  former  had, 
while  absent,  attended  a  party,  and  danced  I  It  was  not  long  before  they  mett  and 
the  former  informed  the  latter  that  he  had  heard  of  the  report  in  circulation,  and  that 
it  was  entirely  fisdse.  '  Did  you  think  it  right,'  he  inquired,  *  to  make  up  and  put  in 
circulation  a  story  of  this  kind,  because  you  thought  it  would  injure  me  T'  '  Sir/ 
said  the  respondent, '  /  do  nH  consider  you  evangelical ."  and  he  turned  and  went 
his  way.    How  long  will  it  take  a  spirit  like  this  to  ewingelize  the  world  ?  Rku- 

GioN  has  received  no  benefit  from  the  practice  by  many  sects  of  permitting  coarse  and 
ignorant  men  to  become  ministers.  At  a  revival-meeting,  not  long  ago,  in  a  town 
'  down  east,'  one  of  the  clergymen  present  read  a  passage  from  the  Bible,  and  com- 
menced his  remarks  thereon  as  follows :  ^  Now,  my  friends,  you  see  this  text  fuU  in 
for  Christ ."  What  can  any  serious  mind  think  of  the  effect  of  such  language  upon 
a  revival  congregation  ?  Apropos  of  ignorant  ministers :  I  knew  a  minister  in  the 
<  hill  country,'  who,  in  preaching  fVom  the  text  *  The  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is 
come,'  etc.,  broke  out  after  this  fashion :  ^  And  how  delightsome  it  is,  my  friends,  to 
go  forth  in  the  spring  and  behold  the  iurkle  as  he  climbs  upon  some  neighboring  log, 
stretches  out  his  majestic  head,  and  lifts  up  his  melodious  voice !'  At  another  time  I 
heard  him  say  that  the  *  religious  life  was  like  unto  a  fine-spun  thread  spun  out  by  a 

apunster ." P.  S. :  I  see  that  you  have  heard  of  a  lawyer  away  *  down  east'  hxae 

by  the  name  of  S .    Several  years  ago,  during  the  time  of  the  late  Judge  P , 

our  lawyer  had  brought  a  sham  replevin  suit  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  and  keeping 
for  a  time  certain  *  goods  and  chattels.'  When  the  action  was  reached  and  was  in 
order  for  trial,  the  defendant,  as  by  our  statute  he  might,  pleaded  the  *  general  iasne.' 
*  What  arc  the  pleadings  ?'  inquired  the  judge.  'The  general  issue.'  '  Have  yon 
j'ined  issue,  Mr.  S ?'  *  No,  I  've  demurred,  your  honor,'  was  the  reply.  *  De- 
murred to  the  general  issue,  Mr.  S ?    I  never  heard. of  such  a  thing!    For 

what  cause  have  you  demurred  V    *  For  duplicity ,  your  honor.'    *  Wha-wha-what  do 

you  mean,  Mr.  S ?'    *  Why,  may  it  please  the  court,  I  assure  you  I  am  perfectly 

serious.'  *R-r-r — that  will  never  answer  in  this  court,  Mr.  S— !' '  .  .  .  *  The 
North-American  Review,^  for  the  April  quarter,  is  a  varied  and  interesting  number. 
Tlie  article  upon  Irvino's  Life  of  Goldsmitd  is  discriminating,  and  written  with  great 
good  taste.  We  select  a  single  passage,  marked  as  we  read,  which  wo  commend  for  its 
truth  and  beauty :  ^  We  love  best  those  who  seem  most  nearly  acquainted  with  oar 
conmion  daily  life,  and  most  warmly  concerned  in  it ;  those  who  express  this  sympa- 
thy and  concern  with  the  least  reserve,  and  who  count  most  securely  on  the  aniver- 
sality  of  human  hopes  and  wishes,  passions  and  accidents.  There  is  a  secret  solicitude 
in  every  breast  on  this  subject  of  life;  it  is  of  the  intensest  importance  to  us;  an 
overshadowing  thought,  indeed,  which  insensibly  colors  all  our  other  thoughts,  while 
we  are  fancying  ourselves  very  philosophical  about  the  world  and  its  afiairs.  It  is  in 
vain  that  we  seek  to  reduce  the  importance  of  this  life,  or  to  moderate  our  concern  in 
it,  by  considerations  connected  with  another.    Those  very  considerations  do  but  add 


1850.] 


Editor's  Table. 


551 


dignity  to  a  period  which  is  so  intimately  connected  with  an  unimaginable  eternity. 
The  greater  our  anxiety,  or  the  stronger  our  hope  in  the  future,  the  more  intense  is, 
and  ought  to  be,  the  interest  of  a  healthful  mind  in  the  present,  and  whatever  t.'iidd 
to  unfold,  disentangle,  or  illuminate,  that  most  puzzling  but  most  precious  present.' 
Of  that  most  contemptible  of  all  contemptible  things,  a  Scotch  Toady,  the  reviewer 
remarks  :  '  Boswell's  tnental  universe  admitted  but  one  sun,  and  the  grand  busin  »ss 
of  his  life  was,  the  exclusion  of  wliat  might  intervene  between  himself  and  the  rays 
which  glorified  his  insignificance.'  The  following  remarks,  in  a  review  of  a  work  on 
*  The  Siege  of  Boston,''  seems  to  confirm  the  argument  of  our  corpespondent  who 
placed  '  Old  Put.  at  the  Bar"*  in  these  pages  several  years  ago :  *  It  now  appears  very 
satisfactorily  that  Putnam  never  interfered  with  the  direction  of  the  troops  in  the 
redoubt  at  Bunker-Hill,  who  bore  the  brunt  of  the  contest :  he  left  that  entirely  to 
Colonel  Prebcott.  What  orders  he  gave  were  at  the  slighter  defences.'  .  .  .  The 
ensuing  graceful  and  feeling  lines  were  sent  by  'Mrs.  Jamkb  Rdbsell  Lowell  in  a 
letter  to  a  bereaved  friend,  whence  they  escaped  into  print.  We  commend  them  to 
the  heart  of  every  bereaved  parent : 


'  When  oa  my  ear  your  I093  was  kaellcd^ 
And  tender  sympathy  upburst, 
A  little  rill  from  memory  swelled, 
Which  once  had  soothed  my  bitter  thirst : 

*•  And  I  was  fain  to  bear  to  you 

Some  portion  of  its  mild  relief, 
That  it  might  be  as  healing  dew 
To  steal  some  fever  from  your  grief. 

'  After  our  child's  untroubled  breath 
Up  to  the  Father  took  its  way, 
And  on  our  home  the  shade  of  death 
Like  a  long  twilight  haunting  lay  : 

'  And  friends  came  round  with  us  to  woep 

Her  liulc  spirit's  swift  remove. 
This  story  of  the  Alpine  sheep 
Was  told  to  us  by  one  we  love : 

'  •■  They,  in  the  valley's  sheltering  care. 
Soon  crop  the  meadow's  tender  prime, 
And  when  the  sod  grows  brown  and  bare 
The  shepherd  strives  to  make  them  climb 

' '  To  airy  shelves  of  pasture  green 

That  hang  along  the  mountain''s  side, 
Where  grass  and  flowers  together  lean. 
And  down  through  mist  the  sunbeams  slide. 


*  *  But  nought  can  tempt  the  timid  things 
That  sleep  and  ragged  path  to  try, 
Though  sweet  the  shepherd  calls  and  siugt, 
And  seared  below  the  pastures  lie': 

^  <-  Till  in  his  arms  their  lambs  he  takes, 
Along  the  dizzy  verge  to  go, 
Then,  heedless  of  the  rifts  rad  breaks, 
They  follow  on  o'er  rock  aad  snow. 

*>  ^  And  in  those  pastures  lifted  fair, 

More  dewy  soft  than  lowland  mead, 
The  shepherd  drops  his  tender  care. 
And  sheep  and  lambs  together  feed.' 

^Tbis  parable,  by  nature  breathed, 

Blew  on  me  as  the  south  wind  flnee, 
O'er  fk-ozen  brooks  that  float  unsheathed 
From  icy  thraldom  to  the  sea. 

^  A  blissful  vision,  through  the  night, 
Would  all  my  happy  senses  swav 
Of  the  good  shephera  on  the  height, 
Or  climbing  up  the  stony  way : 

>  Holding  our  little  lamb  asleep : 

And,  lijce  the  burthen  of  the  nea. 
Sounded  that  voice  along  the  deep, 
Saying,  ^Arise  and  foUoie  nu ." 


^  I  WANT  to  get  some  alum,'  said  a  friend  of  ours  to  a  Bowery  druggist  the  other 
day, '  to  allay  a  canker  in  my  mouth.  Please  to  dissolve  it  in  water.'  The  man 
mixed  something  in  a  tumbler,  that  looked  more  like  fine  wool  than  alum-water.  *  Is 
this  alum  ?'  asked  our  friend.  *  Alum  ?  —  no  j  I  thought  you  asked  for  ellum  ;  that 's 
slippery-ellum  !'  A  bright  druggist  that  I  .  .  .  ''Talbot  and  Vernon''  is  the  title  of 
a  new  novel  just  published  by  Messrs.  Baker  and  Scribner.  A  friend,  an  authentic 
literary  judge,  who  had  been  permitted  to  read  the  work  in  manuscript,  pronounced 
a  high  eulogium  upon  it  in  the  sanctum  some  weeks  since.  Finding  it  inconvenient 
to  afford  the  requisite  space  for  an  adequate  review  of  the  work  in  the  present  num> 
bcr,  we  adopt  the  following  notice  by  one  of  the  best  literary  critics  of  the  metropolis : 
'  It  is  written  with  the  ostensible  purpose  of  illustrating  the  strength  of  circumstantial 
evidence,  though  it  is  free  from  the  dry  and  didactic  tone  which  usually  ruins  the  at- 
voL.  XXX?.  36 
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•tempt  to  inculcate  a  epeoifiQ  moral  in  a  work  of  fiction.    The  narratiYe  abounds  with 
Atirriiig  incidents,  whksh  keep  alive  the  curiosity  of  the  reader ;  and  the  approach  to 
the  denouement  by  means  of  a  law-suit  is  managed  with  great  aoutenew  and  ac- 
quaintance with  professional  subtleties.    The  scene  opens  in  one  of  the  Western  oitlet, 
and  is  afterward  transferred  to  the  camp  of  General  Taylor,  in  Mexico.    With  a 
quick  eye  for  the  beauties  of  nature,  the  author  introduces  nmny  agreeable  descr^H 
tions  of  the  Mexican  landscape,  following  the  course  of  the  Mexican  troops  to  the  de- 
cisive battle  of  Buena  Vista.    We  have  little  doubt,  from  the  excellent  promiso  of  this 
production,  that  we  shall  hear  of  the  unknown  author  in  still  more  successftil  contri- 
butions to  the  literature  of  his  countr}'.^    ...    ^  It  chanced  some  time  since,'  writes 
a  friend,  ^  during  an  exhibition  of  Powers'  ^  Greek  Slave,'  that  a  particularly  ungainly 
and  verdant  specimen  of  a  Yankee,  who  longed  to  have  some  definite  basis  whereon 
to  build  his  ideas  of  sculpture,  reluctantly  paid  his  ^  quarter,'  and  guiltily  debouched 
into  the  sanctuary  of  high  art.    At  the  outset  the  mysterious  twilight  and  hushed 
voices  of  the  figures  moving  about  the  room,  in  strong  contrast  to  the  roar  and  busOe  of 
Broadway,  from  which  he  liad  just  emerged,  half  bewildered,  completed  his  confti- 
sion ;  and  after  nervously  crushing  his  wool  hat  into  the  compass  of  an  egg,  and 
vainly  endeavoring  to  thrust  both  his  huge  hands  simultaneously  into  the  same  pocket, 
the  brilliant  *'  Slave,'  in  all  her  virgin  purity  and  wondrous  beauty,  burst  upon  his 
horror-stricken  gaze.    His  first  impulse  seemed  to  be  to  fairly  '  turn  tail'  and  run ; 
but  his  ^  quarter'  was  gone,  and  his  native  ^  prudence'  getting  the  better  of  his  im- 
pulse, he  evidently  detennined  to  have  his  ^  money^s  worth :'  so  after  gasng  with 
outstretched  neck  and  onion-eyed,  open-nioutheil  wonder,  at  the  slowly  reviving 
statute  for  some  time,  he  cautiously  approached,  until  he  stood  among  the  circle  of 
visitors ;  here  he  oame  to  a  stand,  and  after  '  drinking  in'  the  figure  from  head  to 
foot,  his  eye  rested  upon  the  hiscription  on  Ihe  pedestal, '  Powers  soulpsit,'  and  he 
broke  out  into  soliloquy,  as  follows :  *"  Pe-owers  sculps  it !  does  he  7    Wa&l,  I 
should  raalher  'spect  hu  did  !  he 's  sculped  that  critter  strong  enough,  anyhoWy  'pean 
to  me ;  he 's  gone  and  sculp'd  every  darned  thing  off  from  her !     I  had  a  kind  o'  an 
idee  o'  gittin'  sculp'd  myself,  but  1  'm  afraid  I  should  be  done  up  ra&thcr  brown  with 
sich  a  powerful  sculp  as  that  'ere  I     'Pon  the  hull,  guess  I  wunt  /'    And  he  left 
*■  the  presence,'  greatly  dubitating.    .    .    .    ^  The  American  Portrait  ChUtry^  by 
GouFiL,  ViBERT  AND  CoMPANT,  is  truly  s  supcrb  work,  exceeding  any  thing  of  the 
kind  yet  attempted  in  tliis  country.    The  publishers,  in  their  prospectus,  remark : 
^  The  Gallery  which  we  propose  to  publish  is  a  work  whose  utility  must  be 
to  every  one.     Although  contemplated  for  a  long  while,  yet  the  want  of  histcHical 
terial  lias  forced  us  to  wait  the  time  when  we  could  lay  before  the  American  pnblic^a 
work  worthy  of  its  past  and  its  future.    It  is  enough  to  say  that  the  past  and  the 
present  will  be  treated  with  a  legitimate  equality.    We  wish  to  give  our  work  the 
seal  of  historical  truth  that  the  future  shall  not  gainsay.    Tlie  portraits  which  enrioih 
our  Gallery  will  be  drawn  from  the  most  authentic  sources.    Predminent  talent,  of 
whatever  kind,  will  find  a  place  in  the  American  Portrait  Gallery.    It  will  be  eon- 
fined  to  no  party  nor  sect.    It  is  intended  for  the  people.    Doubtful  talent,  or  nnoer- 
tain  merit,  will  not  cross  the  threshhold  of  this  sanctum.    We  wish  that  every  Ameri- 
can, as  ho  regards  each  portrait  with  patriotic  pride,  may  say :  ^  Behold  what  ow 
ancestors  have  done ;  behold  what  we  are !'  —  that  every  father  may  point  to  them  aa 
examples  worthy  of  the  imitation  of  his  sons.'    Three  superb  portraits,  all  exoelleiit 
likenesses,  have  already  appeared :  namely,  Daniel  Webster,  Wiluam  C.  BaTAirr, 
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and  "William  S.  Mount,  the  latter  from  a  paintin|r  by  Elliott,  and  nine  others 
are  already  prepared  for  publication.  The  office  of  Messrs.  Goupil,  Vibert  and 
Company  is  at  Number  289,  Broadway.  ...  *  Boy,'  asked  a  traveller  of  a  lad  in 
an  inn  on  the  Mississippi,  ^  what 's  the  matter  with  that  sick  man  in  the  next  room  V 
*  He  's  got  a  majestic  chill.  Sir.'  *  Great  country  on  the  banks  of  these  rivers !'  re- 
sponded the  interrogator.  .  .  .  The  following  *  Literary  Record  of  New  Publico' 
tiona^  was  crowded  out  of  our  last  number :  Potnam  has  recently  published  a 
volume  of  essays  upon  subjects  of  every-day  life  and  literature,  entitled  ^The  Opti- 
mist.^ Mr.  IIknry  T.  Tuckerman,  the  author,  has  an  established  reputation  as  a  con- 
templative and  tasteful  essayist ;  and  the  series  before  us  will  add  not  a  little  to  his 
previous  fame.  If  he  has  not  the  power  to  startle,  ho  has  the  grace  to  win  the  admi- 
ration of  his  readers. Works  upon  California  are  thickening  upon  the  public, 

and  commanding  a  wide  sale.  One  of  the  most  graphic  and  picturesque  of  these  is 
a  volume  from  the  press  of  our  friends  H.  Long  and  Brother,  entitled  ^Notes  on 
California  and  the  Placers  :  How  to  Get  there  and  What  to.  Do  Afterwards.^  If  is 
written  with  spirit,  by  '  One  who  has  been  There,'  and  describes  *  that  which  he  »oic, 
and  part  of  which  ho  was.^  It  is  evidently  an  authentic  record,  and  is  written  in  a  natu- 
ral, manly  style.  And  here  too  is  another  work,  on  the  same  general  theme,  from  the 
press  of  the  Messrs.  Appleton:  the  ^ Diary  of  a  Physician  in  California;^  being 
the  results  of  actual  experience ;  including  notes  of  the  journey  by  land  and  water, 
and  observations  on  the  climate,  soil,  resources  of  the  country,  etc.     By  James  L. 

Tyson,  M.  D.     We  have  not  as  yet  found  leisure  for  its  perusal. Mr.  Rudolph 

Garrigue,  at  Number  Two,  Barclay-street,  Astor  House,  continues  the  regular  issues, 
in  monthly  parts,  of  the  *  Jconograph-Encyclop(Bdia  of  Science^  Literature  and  Art j'' 
heretofore  noticed  in  these  pages.  The  groat  value  and  beauty  of  the  illustrative 
engravings  are  even  more  apparent  than  in  the  preceding  numbers.  The  work  is 
one  of  rare  and  various  merit,  as  we  have  before  demonstrated.  .  .  .  Can't  yon 
take  off  my  baird  here  V  said  a  grave,  tall,  slab-sided  Yankee  to  an  Albany  barber, 
feeling  at  the  same  time  his  chin  with  a  noise  like  a  grater  ;  Mt  's  a  light  baird :  what 
d' you  tax?  Three  cents  for  a /i^A<  baird,  aint  it  ?'  *Yes;'  *Waal,  go  ahead  then.' 
While  the  barber  was  rasping  *  three  cents  worth'  from  his  chin,  his  *  sittdr'  saw  an 
assistant  putting  cologne  upon  a  customer's  hair,  through  a  quill  in  the  cork  of  a  bot- 
tle. *  Look  o'  here,  'Square,'  said  the  Yankee,  *  can't  you  squirt  some  o'  that  pep- 
per-saase  onto  7ny  head  tew  ?  Say,  can't  you  throw  a  leetle  o'  that  in,  for  the  three 
cents?'  ...  A  notice  of  the  death  of  the  late  John  C.  Calhoun  was,  among 
so^^eral  other  subsections  in  this  department,  crowded  out  of  our  last  number.  Since 
the  departure  of  this  great  intellect,  so  honored  and  mourned  by  his  state  and  his  conn- 
trj',  a  letter,  supposed  to  be  almost  the  last  which  he  ever  penned,  has  appeared  in  some 
of  the  public  prints.  It  was  addressed  to  a  young  friend  in  the  law-school  at  Ballston 
Springs,  in  this  state,  and  contains  much  sound  and  judicious  advice.  "We  annex  tho 
closing  passage.  The  conclusion  strikes  us,  under  the  circumstances  in  which  it  was 
written,  as  being  very  touching  : 

\l  WOULD  have  you  remember  that  you  will  be  beset  with  constant  temptations  to  swerve  from  the 
f^tandard  of  high  moral  inUt^rity.  Tlie  very  obli|B:aUon»  of  the  lawyer  to  defend  his  client^  right  or 
wronj?,  tend  to  ramiliari7,e  him  with  error,  and  to  blunt  his  natural  abhorrence  of  depravity ;  and  by 
obliuations,  I  mean  such  only  as  would  lead  him  to  seek  tho  trreatends  of  justice.  Beyond  this,  even 
though  it  should  result  in  your  own  aggrandizement,  I  would  not  have  you  put  forth  a  single  exer- 
lion.  In  the  defence  of  one  whom  you  believe  to  be  guilty,  proceed  no  farther  than  is  necessary  to 
elicit  the  tnith  by  an  even  balance  of  testimony.  I  am  aware  that  it  will  often  be  difficult  in  this  n- 
"pect  to  draw  a  precise  line  between  the  duties  you  will  owe  to  your  client,  and  thoce  due  to  yourrelf 
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anil  roinmiintly.  But  a  cultivat(>4  nnd  reflned  moral  some  —  tho  basis  of  all  that  is  grand  and  beaa- 
tiful  in  huinon  charncWr,  and  which  1  trust,  above  all  things  else,  you  will  aoek  to  Inoorponie  into 
vonr  own  —  will  ccnenilly  bo  a  safe  and  accurate  guide. 

'  « Hut  I  mib>t  cloM'.  ThiH  may  bo  the  la»t  of  my  communications  to  yon.  I  feel  myarif  sinkiiur 
under  the  wustlni:  power  of  dlseane.  My  end  is  probably  Doer — pertups  Tory  near.  Befbre  1  readi 
it,  1  hn\<;  but  one  Kerlous  wish  to  gratlA* ;  it  is  to  see  my  countir  qidetea  under  some  afnngcmeat  ~ 
alu» !  I  know  not  what  —  that  will  be  satiaftctory  to  all,  and  safe  to  the  Sonth.' 

An  old  friend  and  froqnent  correspondent  of  this  Magazine  publisheB  the  fbUovring 
^Sonnet  on  the  death  of  John  C.  Calhoun^  in  tho  Washington  'l^ntoii*  daily  journal: 

Till  RToat  go  fVom  us,  but  they  leave  behind 

The  memory  of  deeds  that  cannot  die« 
In  which  they  live  ftwever:  grief  may  blind 

With  its  regretful  tears  the  watcher^s  ey^ 
WIm),  throu!;h  the  gloom  shrouding  the  bed  of  death. 

Bees  the  loved  light  of  home  grow  dim  and  dark ; . 
But  greatmns  dwells  not  in  tho  fleeting  breath — 

Its  star  survives  lifb^s  evanescent  sparir. 


Honor  and  praiw  hft  his,  who  stood  so  kmg. 
Firm  on  the  ramparts  of  his  GOimtrv*a  righ 
Watching,  with  Jealoiu  gaze,  the  shade  of  wrong « 


Whoiie  wortls  still  live  and  g^ow,liIce  beaoon^lghtSi 
Thousrh  the  stem  sentry  sleeps  in  quiet  now. 

From  the  H)t  foot-:M)le  to  the  swerveloss  brow.  r.  s.  CaiLvas. 

U'lfhinffton,  Jipri!^  1850. 

An  esteemed  friend,  writing  to  us  from  tlie  national  capital  Boon  after  the  death  of 
this  eminent  statesman,  gave  us  the  following  brief  yet  graphic  picture  of  hia  ftineral : 
'  At  one  oV'loek,  the  Bervices  in  the  Senate  chamber  being  conolndcd,  the  body,  en- 
cased in  a  metallie  eoflin,  (an  admirable  substitute,  it  seema  to  me,  for  those  hideons 
ma1i(>fi:any  affairs,;  was  borne  amid  a  dense  crowd  of  spectators  through  the  rotunda 
to  the  eastern  portico  of  the  eapiUil,  preceded  by  the  pall-bcan^rs  and  followed  by  the 
membci's  of  tli<3  Senate  and  House  of  ]U>presentativc8,  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Court, 
mcmberR  of  the  Cabinet,  and  other  distmjruished  persona.  The  procession  theu 
moved  slowly  toward  the  Congres-sional  Burying-Ground,  some  two  miles  distanL 
Here  the  ordinary  funeral  Bcrvice  of  the  j'^piseopal  church  was  cflEcctively  read  \3ff  Ur. 
Bi'TLER,  Chaplain  of  the  Senate,  and  the  body  temporarily  deposited  in  the  oongrei- 
isional  vault.  Among  the  pall-bearers,  who  were  all  old  And  distingnished  memben 
oi  the  Senate,  AVebster  particularly  arrested  my  attention.  Ills  appearanoe  was 
funereal  in  tho  extreme,  lie  jsthe  most  magnificent  mourner  I  ever  saw.  IlisTery 
soul  seemed  shrouded  in  mourninGr.  The  scene  was  rendered  quite  picturesque  by 
tho  appearance,  among  the  crowd  of  ^  s:id-gurbed  whites,*  of  a  Cherokee  Indian ;  a 
tall,  lithe,  tine-looking  follow,  dressed  in  the  full  costume  of  his  tribe.  I  learned af- 
Torvvard  that  ho  had  known  tho  illustrious  Carolinian,  for  whom  he  entcrtamed  grcst 
adiniration  and  rogard/  ...  Is  n't  there  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  the  fi^llowingfroai 
*  The  Liifrnette,-  a  jouriml  else  where  not  ieed  in  this  department :  '  Dress,  equipages, 
{HTfumery,  and  the  opora,  will  always  have  native  city  teachers ;  but  the  Pul|Mt,  the 
ICxi.'hango,  Journalism,  and  tho  Bar,  are  drawing  in  recruits  flrom  the  rough  sons  of 
hard  country  study,  and  of  old-fashioned,  rigid,  academical  education,  whose  eneigyf 
spirit,  and  intlnenee,  will  one  diiy  make  the  hot-house  progeny  of  the  town  qnxrer  ia 
their  shoes.  Show  me  an  influential  journalist,  a  rising  man  at  our  bar,  a  preacher  at 
once  profound  and  practical,  a  physiciun  eminent  in  his  profession,  a  merchant  who 
i:^  fertile  iti  enti>rpriso,  and  suoeossful  by  honest  industry,  and  I  will  show  one  who 
know  little  or  nothing  of  the  fashionable  life  of  the  town,  until  his  mental  and  moral 
eharaotor  was  already  forinod.  On  the  other  lumd,  sliow  me  a  lawyer  rich  in  politioil 
intriLnio,a  dootor  distinguished  hy  nostrums,  a  convcrsatioualist  fertile  hi  oquivoqueif 
a  i>oetaster,  fatiguing  the  language  with  his  poverty,  a  merchant  who  ia  rich  bj  sac- 


1850.]  Editar^s  Table.  555 

cefisive  bankruptcies,  or  defaloatioiis,  and  twenty  to  one,  he  has  been  dandled  in  the 
arms  of  Fashion,  and  while  yet  in  his  teens,  has  converted  his  feeble  art  of  the  grammaf , 
to  the  crowning  arts  of  the  bondoir.'  .  .  .  *'The  Van  Ccrtlandt  Institute^  \b^q  "name 
of  a  select  boarding-school  for  boys,  at  Van  Cortlandt^s  Landing,  at  Peekskill,  just 
at  the  opening  of  the  Highlands.  We  hear  *  good  exclamation'  of  the  qualifications 
of  the  principals  and  proprietors  ;  their  locale  is  very  beautiful  and  accessible,  and 
thdr  numerous  references  are  of  the  first  order.  ...  A  few  clerical  worthies  have 
put  their  heads  together  to  improve  the  Bible,  by  getting  up  a  new  version  of  the 
same.    From  the  specimens  of  these  *  improvements'  which  we  have  seen,  we  should 

say  the  reverend  tinkers  had  made  sad  work  of  it«    We  annex  a  *  sample :' 

% 

AUTHORISED    VERSION.  NKW  VERSION. 

How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  How  wished  for  are  the  feet  that  bringeth  ti- 

of  hira  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  that  ptiblish-  dings  over  the  mountains,  proclaiming  peace  and 

eth  peace ;  that  bringeth  good  tidings  of  good,  good  tidings;  that  publish  salvation,  saying  unto 

that  publisheth  salvation ;  that  saith  unto  Zion,  Zion,  thy  God  reigneth ! 
thvGoD  reigneth ! 

Thy  watchmen  shall  lift  up  the  voice;  with  the  The  voice  of  thy  guards  raiseth  a  sound  of 
voice  together  shall  they  sing :  for  they  shall  see  praise  in  unison ;  for  surely  they  shall  be  eye  wit- 
eye  to  eye  when  the  Lord  shall  bring  again  Zion.  nesses  when  the  Lord  shaU  reinstate  Zion. 

He  is  despised  and  rdected  of  men ;  a  man  of  He  is  despised  and  withholden  trom  men;  s 

sorrows,  and  acquainted  with  grief;  and  we  hid  man  of  sorrows,  and  has  experienced  grief;  and 

80  it  were  our  faces  from  hibi ;  he  was  despised,  appears  as  it  were  to  hide  hts  face  from  «ur ;  de- 

and  we  esteemed  him  not.  sp^ed,  and  we  did  not  notice  him. 

But  he  1009  wounded  for  our  transgressions ;  But  he  has  been  disregarded,  such  were  our 

he  1009  bruised  for  our  iniquities ;  the  chastise-  transgressions ;  he  was  depressed,  such  were  our 

ment  of  our  peace  was  upon  him,  and  with  his  iniquities ;  our  peaceable  instructions  were  his 

stripes  we  are  healed.  means,  and  in  his  association  We  receive  salvation. 

Fools  make  a  mock  at  sin;  but  among  the  Evil  doers  cloak  over  their  trespasses;  but 

ri^teous  there  is  favor.  among  the  righteous  there  is  reconciliation. 

There  is  a  way  which  seemeth  right  unto  a  man,  There  is  a  way  which  seemeth  to  be  satisfactory 

but  the  end  thereof  are  the  ways  of  death.  to  a  man,  yet  the  end  thereof  leads  sometimes  to 

destruction. 

Be  that  despiseth  his  neighbor  sinneth ;  but  he  He  that  despiseth  his  neighbor  sinneth ;  and  he 

that  hath  mercy  on  the  poor  happy  is  he.  that  favors  the  meek  is  praiseworthy. 

Righteousness  exoltetha  nation;  but  sin  is  a  Equity  exalteth  a  nation;   but  generoaity  of 

reproach  to  any  people.  nations  is  a  sin. 

*  How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that  bringeth  good  tidings' 
.  IS  erased  for  the  purpose  of  substituting  the  platitude  of  *■  How  wished-for  are  the 
feet,'  etc. ;  and  that  most  beautiful  and  touching  of  sentences, '  He  was  a  man  of  sor- 
rows  and  acquainted  with.grief^^  gives  way  to  '  a  man  of  sorrows  and  has  experienced 
grief  I'  Our  friend  Major  Noah,  an  excellent  Hebrew  scholar,  well  observes :  *  The 
circulation  of  the  Bible  without  note  or  conmient  throughout  the  world,  has  been 
one  of  the  greatest  blessings  bestowed  on  man.  It  has  taught  him  a  true  knowledge 
of  God  and  the  performance  of  his  own  duties.  It  is  his  great  consolation,  and  pro- 
perly understood,  his  greater  hope  of  an  hereafter.  To  apply  the  pruning-knife  to  ' 
this  divine  work  to  answer  immediate  objects  is  dangerous  and  improper.  He  who 
reads  and  tmderstands  can  correct  errors  for  himself  if  they  are  known  to  exist.  The  Bi- 
ble appeals  to  the  understanding,  and  tho«e  selected  as  witnesses  of  its  truth  by  Divine 
Peovidbnce  should  be  and  will  be  the  last  to  change  its  character  and  import'  ...  ^  If 
you  will  throw  away  that  cigar,'  said  a  friend  of  ours  to  a  man  who  was  puffing 
A  villanous  *  long-nine'  in  the  bar-room  of  a  hotel  in  a  western  village,  *  I  '11  give  you 
A  quarter  of  a  dollar.'  *  Well,  I  '11  do  it,'  said  the  smoker.  He  thi'ew  away  his 
cigar,  took  his  quarter,  and  then,  stepping  up  to  the  bar,  said :  *  Here,  give  me  a  brandy- 
toddy  and  four  more  o'  them  cigars!''  When  he  had  lighted  one,  our  friend  *  de- 
parted straightway  from  that  house.'    .    .    .    Putnam  has  published,  in  his  usual  neat 
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style,  *  Letters  of  a  Traveller ^  or  Notes  of  Things  seen  in  Europe  and  America,^  by 
William  Cullen  Bryant.  The  work  is  a  collection  of  lettors,  the  greater  part  of 
which  have  already  appeared  in  the  *  Evening  Post^^  written  at  various  times,  dnring 
the  last  sixteen  years,  and  during  journeys  made  in  England,  France,  Italy,  the 
Netherlands,  Cuba,  and  the  United  States.  *  They  contain  many  lively  sketches  of 
natural  scenery,  descriptions  of  celebrated  localities,  pictures  of  domestic  society,  and 
criticisms  on  important  works  of  art.  A  great  mass  of  interesting  information  is 
here  embodied,  composing  a  work  of  permanent  imd  more  than  ordinary  value.  The 
style  is  remarkable  for  its  chasteness,  precision,  and  condensed  energy.'  .  .  .  Speak- 
ing of  the  difference  between  the  present  world  and  the  world  to  come,  some  modem 
poet  observes :  • 


That  clime  Ih  not  like  this  dull  clime  of  ours, 

All,  all  is  brightness  there : 
A  sweeter  influence  breathes  around  its  flowcra, 

And  B  fiir  milder  air : 
No  calm  below  is  like  that  calm  above ; 
No  region  hero  is  like  that  realm  of  love ; 
Elarth's  raftest  spring  ne'er  shed  so  soft  a  light ; 
Earth's  brightest  summer  never  shone  so  bnghu 


•  That  sky  is  not  like  this  sad  sky  of  oura, 
Tinged  with  earth^s  change  and  can; 

No  shadow  dims  it,  and  no  raln-ck>iid  k>wen ; 
No  broken  sunshine  there ! 

One  everlasting  stretch  of  azure  poors 

Binleaai 


Its  stainless  splendor  o^er  thoee  sinleaa  aborM  ; 
For  there  Jehovah  a" " 
There  Jesus  reigns, 


Fur  there  Jehovah  shines  with  heavenly  n(r« 
^  dispeoahog  endleea  di^/ 


We  remember  crossing  to  Hoboken  one  mellow  autumn  evening  with  an  esteemed 

friend,  one  among  the  most  vigorous  and  popular  of  our  American  poets.    There 

was  such  a  pomp  of  golden  and  many-colored  clouds  in  the  track  of  the  setting  sun 

as  we  had  never  seen  before.    *  Oh !'  exclaimed  our  companion,  *  what  a  beautifiil 

world  this  is !     They  toll  us  of  the  balmy  airs  and  tlio  *■  cloudless  skies'  of  Paradise ; 

then,'  he  adde4,  pointing  to  the  infinitely  beautiful  and  glowing  west,  *  then  they  hmve 

not  that  there ;  and  what  can  a  scene  Ix.'  worth  that  has  not  clouds  7    How  can  we 

truly  appreciate  the  light  of  the  blessed  sun  without  them?    And  how  giorioiuily 

they  illustrate  the  brightness  of  his  beams !'     It  has  always  seemed  to  us  that  Heaven 

should  selvlom  be  compared,  in  its  *  physical  features,'  if  we  may  so  speak,  with  the 

earth ;  but  rather  depicted  as  a  place  where  the  redeemed  soul,  in  a  new  sphere  of 

righteousness  and  love,  shall  ^  look  for  the  restoration  of  the  old  ruined  earth  and 

heaven,  from  which  beauty  and  life  shall  liavo  departed,  and  from  which  planets  and 

stars  have  vanished  away.'     And  this,  when  the  fires  of  the  resurrection  morning- 

shall  redden  the  last  day,  this  shall  be  witnessed.    *•  These  eyes,'  says  a  rapt  master 

of  sacred  song : 

'■  These  eyes  shall  see  them  fall, 

Mountains  and  stars  and  skies ; 
These  eyes  shall  see  them  all 

Out  of  their  ashes  rise : 
These  lips  shall  then  His  praise  rcheane 
Whose  nod  restores  the  universe  V 

We  must  not  forget  to  say  a  word  concerning  that  superb  steamer,  of  CoLLim^a 
Liverpool  lino,  ^  The  Atlantic ;'  of  its  immense  capacity,  its  beautiful  model,  its  vast 
machinery,  and  over  and  above  all,  the  most  tasteful,  admirable,  gorgeous  deooratioDi 
and  upholstery  of  its  matchless  cabins  an<T  saloons,  under  the  direction  of  our  old 
friend,  Mr.  George  Platt.  Nothing  at  all  comparable  with  these,  for  richnoBs  and 
exquisite  taste,  has  ever  been  seen  in  any  steamer  that  ever  left  this  port,  nor,  we 
venture  to  say,  any  other  in  the  world.  Mr.  Platt  has  vindicated  his  claim  to  be 
justly  considered  an  artist  of  the  highest  order  of  genius  in  his  beautiful  and  ehaste 

profesfflon. Since  the  above  was  penned,  *  The  Pacific,''  the  second  of  the  four 

which  are  to  constitute  the  ^  Collins  line,'  has  reached  her  station  at  the  foot  of  Canal- 
street.    The  praise  awarded  to  the  *  Atlantic,'  in  all  respects,  may  be  awarded  to  her. 
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The  same  grace,  the  same  magnificent' saloons  and  state-rooms,  the  same  spacious 
and  charming  cabins,  are  her  distinguishing  characteristics  also.  Success  to  each  and 
all  of  them  !  .  .  .  ^  How  long  will  it  take  me  to  reach  Jamaica  V  asked  a  pedes- 
trian on  the  Jamaica  turnpike.  *  Walk  on,  walk  on,'  said  the  person  interrogated. 
Thinking  he  was  misunderstood,  the  traveller  repeated  the  question,  when  the  same 
answer  was  returned.  Fancying  that  the  man  was  crazy,  the  pedestrian  moved  on  at 
an  accelerated  pace.  *  Look  here,'  said  the  interrogated  p«irty,  calling  after  the  tra- 
veller, '  it  '11  take  you  half  an  hour.  I  could  n't  tell  you,  till  I  saw  how  you  walked,  what 
*  time'  you  'd  make !'  He  lived  near  the '  Union  Course'  *  most  preb-ably.'  ...  As 
we  saw,  passing  down  Hudson-street  the  other  morning.  Dr.  Rabineau^s  Salt  Water 
Floating  Bath  going  down  the  river  to  take  its  old-time  position  at  Castle-Garden 
and  the  Battery,  we  could  n't  help  thinking  how  much  comfort,  health,  luxury,  its 
worthy  proprietor  would  be  enabled,  during  the  coming  summer,  to  dispense.  Hsle, 
hearty  and  cheerful,  our  old  friend  is  himself  an  excellent  example»of  the  benefits  of 
salt-water  bathing  *,  but  there  are  thousands  upon  thousands  in  our  meti'opolis  who, 
from  an  experience  of  twenty  or  thirty  years,  can  present  kindred  testimony  in  favor 
of  his  well-kept  and  popular  establishment.  .  .  .  Southey  describes  a  man  of  his 
early  acquaintance  as  '  hideously  ugly,  his  nose  grown  out  in  knobs  and  bulbs,  like  an 
underground  artichoke,  and  his  fingers  crooked  and  knotty  with  the  gout.'  Wo 
knew  a  Wall-street  bank-messenger  formerly,  whose  feet  looked  like  two  parcels  of 
shag-bark  walnuts,  tied  up  in  small  leathern  bags  —  exactly  I  ...  A  coMMrrrKK, 
we  are  glad  to  perceive,  has  been  appointed  to  receive  subscriptions  for  the  erection 
of  a  monument  at  Quebec,  over  the  remains  of  John  Wilson,  the  unequalled  Scot- 
tish vocalist,  who  departed  this  life  in  that  city  last  summer.  No  amount  over  the 
simi  of  two  dollars  will  be  received  by  the  committee,  so  that  all  the  friends  of  the 
lamented  deceased  may  join  his  friends  in  Canada  who  have  made  the  initial  move- 
ment in  this  praiseworthy  and  honorable  object.  Subscriptions  may  be  made  to 
Alexander  Watson,  Esq.,  35  Wall-street,  or  to  P.  H.  Vandervookt,  Esq.,  38 
Broad-street.  ...  A  new  correspondent,  *  F.  R.,'  sends  us  the  following  rendering 
of  the  *■  Last  Prayer  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots ;' 

^  O  DOMINI  Deus,  speravi  in  te, 
O  care  mi  Jksu,  nunc  libera  me ; 
In  dura  catena,  in  misera  poena, 

Dueidero  te. 
Languendo,  gemenaOf  et  genuflectendov 
Adoro,  impl(»o,  ut  Ut>ert)B  me  V 

*Thou  Lord  art  mv  God,  « 

I  have  trusted  in  Tbbe, 
Jesu,  thou  Saviour, 

Liberate  me ! 
For  in  prison  and  boimd, 
With  cleep  sorrow  around, 

1  languish  for  Thee  : 
In  despair,  cark  and  care, 
With  contrition's  deep  prayer, 

I  adore,  I  implore 

Thek  liberate  me.' 

^  The  American  Hotel,^  kept  by  Messrs.  Taber  and  Baolev,  directly  opposite  the 
Park  Fountain,  has  recently  undergone  the  most  important  improvements,  and  may 
now  be  considered  second  to  none  of  our  metropolitan  hotels.  A  new,  capacious,  and 
very  beautiful  dining-room  has  been  added,  which  ^ves  one  all  the  luxurious  acc<mi- 
modation  that  can  be  required ;  new  drawing-rooms,  admirably  situated  and  furnished, 


